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ON BECOMING SUBJECT TO MISS SWANLEY'S METHODS

PROLOGUE OR PRELUDE

The riding crop was an emerald green plaited switch with a brown leather tab at the business end and a leather wrist strap at the other.  She liked to have it to hand, resting on top of the filing cabinet, for just such an occasion as this.  And should she receive unexpected callers?  Well, it was simplicity itself to just pop the wickedly pliant switch lengthways in the cabinet’s top draw; it fitted perfectly!  

Slipping the wrist strap over her hand and around her wrist, she flexed the riding whip between her hands, bending it in to a full circle while simultaneously making a mental note to inform him, once the session was concluded and he had recovered his wits – what there were left of them – that there would be an extra charge levied for today’s correction.  The lad had a small bonus due to be paid him, and she knew about it, and how much it would be.  Well, then; that would be exactly the amount she would charge; she’d have the gangly, wiry fool bring it with him the next time he visited…  

And when she was finished with him, the girl would be next…  Hmm…. What a charming, sweet couple they could make… Hmmm… What if?  Yes – what if?  

It would take determination, planning, manipulation – perhaps even a modicum of cunning – but these were all qualities she had in spades…  Yes, with a little thought, she could make it work.  

By the time she was finished with these two they would hardly know if they were coming or going…


CHAPTER 1

A CAMERA CALL FOR A GOVERNESS 

The office area was a small private affair consisting of a couple of modestly sized interlinked rooms plus what amounted to a walk-in cupboard tucked away behind a milky frosted glass-fronted door of the type only ever encountered in old private-eye movies.  It was situated in a quiet corner at the rear of the building, within an area demarcated from the rest by a flight of creaky polished wood stairs and a length of parquet floored corridor which somehow never seemed entirely free of dust. 

Outside in the hallway, a girl - a recent school-leaver in her first job one would judge from her fresh-scrubbed facial features - was busily trying to rectify the latter situation.  With a sprinkling of freckles over the bridge of her neat upturned nose, honey blonde hair falling naturally in movie-child-star curls over a gentle oval face that could easily have ‘made it’ in ‘the pictures’ and was further graced with wide pastel-blue eyes that brimmed with naiveté, she was presently squatting on her haunches, a dull grey plastic dustpan and brush in her hands, the exertion of her efforts bringing colour to her cheeks and a fine glossy film of perspiration to form on her forehead, the blue rubber gloves looking ungainly, yet not out of place given the rest of her outfit.  

There WAS a vacuum cleaner - a sturdy Hoover Constellation, a machine shaped like a large white and blue sphere on castors and kitted out with interchangeable hose attachments, some specifically designed for a task such as this – but it was kept locked away in a supply cupboard, having been deemed ‘too noisy’ by her employer.  Similarly there was a perfectly good electric floor polisher and buffing machine, shaped a little like an upright vacuum cleaner but with three rotary heads, for when it – eventually (God, it took a long time!) - came to the next stage of waxing and polishing; but that also was too noisy for the girl’s sensitive boss.  When the time came, the dustpan and brush would be exchanged for the ruby-red tin of equally red in appearance floor wax and the thick folded yellow wad of the floor cloth; it was hands-and-knees work all the way. 

Despite her obviously youthful complexion and ‘bloom’ which became apparent as one drew near, viewed from a distance – from along the length of the corridor, say - she would have been indistinguishable from any other dowdy late-middle-aged cleaning woman.  There was no sign of the fashionable blue jeans or flared skirt and tight sweater combination that might have been worn elsewhere by her image-conscious contemporaries.  No concession to fashion or youthful sensibilities appeared to have been made whatsoever.  Instead she was dressed incongruously - if practically – in the type of purely functional button-through nylon ‘cleaning lady’ smock of the type apparently worn by female ‘menials’ and office cleaners world-wide.  

An inelegant thing looking like a coat pressed into service as a dress and originally designed to be worn over other clothing as protection – although more often worn directly over underwear - it was in a woven blue and white checkerboard pattern.  The smock was a largely shapeless thing with large glassy-looking plastic buttons running down the front, buttoned demurely high at the neck to from a closed Peter-Pan collar and had long sleeves; a folded kite-shaped headscarf in the same blue and white fabric completed the picture, covering her hair, all but the few curls left tumbling down across her brow.  

The only concessions to anything that might just have been termed ‘styling’ were the buttoned cuffs at the wrists, whereas most such smocks or overalls of the type would be half or three-quarter sleeved, and a broad, glossy blue plastic belt around the waist which looked to have been pulled as tight as a girdle and which as a result caused the girl’s haunches to seem flare outwards and her bustline to protrude, giving her an exaggeratedly ‘busty’ look.  

The latter ‘bustiness’, for want of a better description, was made all the more apparent by the fact that the smock seemed at least a dress size or so too small, the buttons seeming to strain and the buttonholes noticeably ‘pulling’ over the bosom region.  The swaying pendulous movement beneath the shifting manmade fabric as the girl’s shoulders moved from side to side in sweeping and which one might have noted, had one drawn near enough, was a sure sign that beneath the smock the girl’s obviously fulsome breasts swung free, unconstrained and unencumbered by brassiere or other means of support.  

The overall was insufficient in terms of its length also.  Despite having at least three inches of excess fabric folded up and sewn in place at the hem, which so easily could have been ‘let down’ to accommodate her foal-like, if overly plump, long legs, the broad and slightly stiffened hem so produced would have fallen to well above the knee when standing.  When on her knees and bent to her work, as she was at present, the brief smock tended to ride up and the rear view she presented then left little to the imagination – but only in so far as her underwear, and this was far from anything her contemporaries would have chosen.   

Unlike her top half which, devoid of support, had been left to its own devices, from the waist down the embarrassment of puppy fat which otherwise would have broadened her haunches and swelled her thighs was corralled by a heavyweight rubber roll-on girdle more suitable to a figure far more ‘mature’ in years.  Peeking out from beneath the smock the girdle added its dark amber-hued charm by framing a bottom which, in compressing her hips and tummy, it had only succeeded in making all the more prominent.  Short but broad rubber suspenders equipped with ugly dull grey gunmetal clips were attached to equally ugly opera-length ‘service weight’ nylon stockings, which being dark tan with reinforced heels and with broad dark seams running up the backs, which were designed to be hard wearing rather than alluring and tended to succumb to wrinkling around the ankles in a very unflattering manner, despite the ever-present tension of the suspenders.  

More than a little on the plump side – as previously mentioned – the girl’s bottom protruded from within its amber framing of rubber suspender straps like two over-inflated hemispherical balloons, turned glossy in a wrinkle-free close-fitting covering of silver-white acetate.  Whereas most of her age group would be in the latest brief and pretty ‘panties’ from Marks and Spencer’s, this girl was in the sort of high-waisted short-legged bloomer-style knickers her old school friends wouldn’t dream of being seen dead in.  These were something which would have been favoured perhaps a generation - if not two - ago, a sort of close-fitting, yet passion-killing take on the old directoire style.  

It was little wonder that she always worked facing the way-in and at the first sign of approach would sit up on her heels, coyly smoothing down that part of the cleaning smock that in effect functioned as its skirt over her knees.   It was a posture that quite frankly looked servile, but it was preferable to the alternative – and scrabbling around on her hands and knees with a dustpan and brush or hand-polishing the floor was hardly the height of prestige.   

She was lucky today – if her employer had only certain of her close confederates due to visit she might well have sported the additional psychological burden of having had a sheet of paper pinned to her frontage with the words ‘panty sniffer’ emblazoned across it in dense black ‘magic marker’ pen.   

It had been masturbation which had brought her to this situation – that was being frank about it.  As she knelt to her task, bottom up in the air, it could only bring it all back to her – it always did!

At some level she had been aware of Miss Swanley climbing the stair, all that time ago.  But she had only been dimly aware of the rattle of the woman’s keys at her bedroom door following the hollow click, click, click of her high heels tapping along the hardwood flooring outside.  Then there had been the softly sibilant hiss, hiss rasping of her nylons and the faint creak of her leather skirt as Miss Swanley had entered.  And she could still distinctly remember what Miss Swanley had said, as if it had been yesterday.  She would never forget.  How could she when every time she knelt to work, every time she was obliged to drape herself across Miss Swanley’s knees, she was reminded of the day that woman had taken control – REALLY taken control?  

“JANICE!!!  Just what do you think you are doing, you foul, disgusting child!”  Miss Swanley, always called her ‘child’, despite her being legally old enough to marry, albeit with parental – or proxy parental – permission.  “Yes, your face might well turn red – I’m glad to see you feel ashamed of yourself.  Masturbation is a dirty shameful thing, a sinful thing.  It shows you have a mind as filled with filth as the gutter; it is filthy, filthy habit, and one I fully intend to break you of once and for all… forever!”

Eyes springing open with shock, she had only been able to stare wide-eyed with horror at the tall figure of Miss Swanley filling the open doorway, hands on her corseted broad hips, the effect of her girdle further accentuated by her fitted knee length black leather skirt and tailored, darted white satin blouse, its high frilled neckline neatened by a black velvet choker decorated with a cameo broach.  

Of course her mouth had dropped open; but what can a girl say when she has just been discovered kneeling on a rug on her bedroom floor, bang in the centre of the room, knees spread wide apart, one hand tucked up under the brief box-pleated regulation uniform gym tunic her governess insist she wear, despite having been removed from school (a humiliation all of its own, surely) and the other hand employed in pressing a pair of her own used bloomers to her nose?  

Ashamed? Of course she had been!  The humiliation had been mortifying; moreover she had felt sullied, guilty, tainted…  And Miss Swanley was expert when it came to instilling shame in a girl’s head!  She had always been considered a little ‘headstrong’, but a single word from Miss Swanley could always pull her up short.  Indeed Miss Swanley had a knack of reducing her to contrite, obedient tears with just a few words, without recourse to the leather punishment strap she carried rolled up in her pocket, or the whippy, thin length of bamboo she kept in that cupboard in her office; but she didn’t hesitate to employ either, or both, and hadn’t held back in those days either, when she, Miss Swanley, had been brought in by her legal guardian to deal with her so-called ‘behavioural issues’.  Even so, what had happened next had come as a shock:

With a flurry of hands, something had appeared from behind that statuesque woman’s back – and there had suddenly been a distinctly different sort of click-click-clicking, a whispering, metallic pinging and springing sort of clicking – sliiick, sliiick, slliick - three in quick succession… And her fate had been sealed!  There and then!

The lightning-bright flashbulb had stunned her; instead of bringing her to her senses it had left a shocked blue-black afterimage in its wake, numbing her mind as surely as if she had been hit over the head with a cosh. 

But a camera is not the first thing a girl would expect to see in the hands of a woman ostensibly brought in to act as a councillor and therapist.  There had been a light, soggy sort of ‘pat’ sound as something light and fluttery had landed, coinciding with the sudden appearance of a thick wad of paper hanky tissues in front of her knees, the image sliding beneath the giant blue sunspot hovering in front of her dazzled eyes and which refused to yield to direct sight.

Then those words had been spat at her, words which even now made her blood run cold, and which had brought to an end both her education and her future – at least her future in the way she had had planned, a future that had had nothing to do with cleaning floors:  “Come on, clean yourself up you filthy, perverted creature, wipe yourself with those…”  The woman had been pointing at the tissues, her finger shaking and a look on her face part way between fury, disgust and triumph.

Dropping her hands from they had quickly shot to the top of her head as if by habit, fingers interlocked, she had clutched at the tissues, brought the thick spongy wad up to her face…  It had seemed the instinctive thing to do.  

It hadn’t been fair on her, to have been berated like that.  She hadn’t even been aware of what she had been doing, or why.  It was as if she had been awakened from a dream – or some sort of dream-like state - as if she had been hypnotised, like those novelty acts she had seen on television, and had been obeying some sort of post-hypnotic script or command without knowing what she was doing; she had seen that sort of thing on television as well; she had seen a young studio volunteer compelled to sneeze each time she went to speak after having been previously hypnotized backstage earlier, off-camera.  

Had Miss Swanley hypnotised her?  It was a thought that often nagged at her, but the conclusion was always the same; it was a silly notion that had gotten in to her head; just the result of too much television coupled with an over-active imagination.  Yes her over-active imagination: ‘impressionable’ Miss Swanley called it; ‘the child is too impressionable’ as Miss Swanley would say to her guardian.  It was the reason Miss Swanley gave for not letting her watch television any longer – outside of ‘children’s hour’ and ‘watch with mother’ that is; anything not involving puppets or storybook readings or nursery rhyme-like songs was strictly forbidden and subject to being instantly turned off.  But in any case, she knew it wasn’t possible to hypnotise a person without him or her knowing it, and certainly not against their will; they had always made that point clear on the tele’.  

But Miss Swanley was some sort of psychiatrist – they did that sort of thing; she had seen that too, on television.  What if she had been told to forget?  What if Miss Swanley had persuaded her to let herself be ‘put under’ as they called it - perhaps as a ‘bit of fun’ or to help her deal with one of her ‘problems’, her ‘behavioural problems – and had then made her forget all about it?  Was that possible?  No, surely not.  But then again, there WERE some things she had a devil of a job remembering at times… And then there was that silvery fob watch Miss Swanley often wore pined to her blouse or jacket, the sort of fob watch a medical person or perhaps a nurse would wear…  

No, that was just her over-active imagination at play again; she wasn’t really remembering gazing at the watch resting in Miss Swanley’s palm, watching the glittering second hand gliding lazily, sleepily, around and around.  One thing she certainly COULD remember, for sure, was what Miss Swanley had said next:       

“Not your face, you stupid, stupid girl… between your legs.  You are completely saturated down there - with all manner of god knows what, notwithstanding the fact that you’ve wet your pants…  Your sex, girl… your vagina, girl… do I need to spell it out for you… the whole room smells of it, stinks of it.  In fact I can smell you from here….   And you should know – you’re the panty sniffer around here!    Perhaps I should ask your stepmother if you can have a couple of pairs of her discarded panties to sniff?… Or perhaps you’d like to sniff mine?...”

Her face burning with shame and tears of utter degraded humiliation building in her eyes, still clutching the thick wad of tissues she had tentatively reached around from the rear under her gym tunic, the brief hem of which had thankfully fallen back around her lower thighs now that she had been allowed to lower her arms.  

“Not like that child… from the front, reach back from the front to do it… and hold up your gym tunic with your other hand; I want to be able to see you are wiping yourself properly… higher than that; and get those knees apart… wide apart; I want to be able to see everything… and I mean everything.”

Her mind numb with shame she had done as Miss Swanley had ordered, she had had no choice, shuddering at the though of the obscene spectacle she was providing… FLASH!  Click FLASH! !  Click FLASH! !  Click… Another three rapid-fire camera shots had been fired off, the sound of the shutter, shhnnnit, sshhnit, ssheeenit accompanied by stroboscopic flashing that seemed to freeze the instant in her mind… Again startled she had looked up, staring back blankly like a hypnotized rabbit and for the moment unable to quite comprehend what was going on. Miss Swanley had been more than happy to fill in the blanks for her; she needn’t have worried on that score:

“Good, good!  I want to be able to capture a good shot of your face at the same time; I don’t want any ambiguity when it comes to identity!  Just a little insurance to guarantee your future compliance with my wishes… I’m going to be taking control of that side of your life for you from now on… there are going to be no more boyfriends or even thoughts of boyfriends, no going off to college, no future husband, children or any of that other stuff girls like you dream of… just your utter devotion.  From now on you are going to be doing exactly what I want, whatever I want, and whenever I want it.  And you can forget about playing with that, that sticky slimy hole of yours ever again – after today you are not going to be touching it; at least not without my explicit permission… and under my close personal supervision.  Now wipe yourself again… keep that skirt up, knees nice and wide… and make a good job of it, bend right over, stick that bottom out and really get in there; I want to see those tissues pressed right up there between the lips…”

As she had been speaking Miss Swanley had been sidling past, her Minolta motor-wind SLR in her hand, taking up a position at the rear of the room, her back to the drawn curtains.  Another shaming blitzing of shutters and flashes had followed:  

“I want to see that thing of yours bone dry of all that glistening slime - and those tissues totally sodden with your… filth… your shame…”  

Miss Swanley had then moved back around to the front, her stiletto heels sinking in the lino.  Bending at the waist Miss Swanley had taken her by the chin, gesturing for her to straighten up – she remembered distinctly how she must have looked, shamefaced, how she had by this time been gently weeping, defeated:  

“No, don’t even think of tossing those tissues in the wastebasket; not until I have taken a shot…”  

She had been made to hold out the sodden wad, at that point, right up close to the lens:  

“Now higher, hold the tissues higher, and closer in to your face, right up to your chin – I want to capture that delectable beetroot-red face of yours in the same shot, just so as we can be clear on who it is we’re talking about here…”  

Miss Swanley had stepped back, adjusting the zoom lens for the close-up – and her undoubtedly sheepish, humiliated expression had been pictured sharing centre stage with the goo-stringed stained yellowish tissues.  The woman had even bent foreword to make a point of letting her see her capturing several detailed close-ups of the soiled pantaloon-style gym knickers Miss Swanley had made her wear back then where they had been discarded, on shameful display spread out on the floor.  

“Right, you can put down the tissues - and pick up the knickers… hold the gusset out to the lens…”  Click!  

She had realised at some level that Miss Swanley was becoming quite excited herself by this point, undoubtedly experiencing that selfsame fluttering and tightening in her belly she was being castigated for – and that tension had been growing with every camera shot Miss Swanley was taking, with the knowledge that every image she was capturing was tightening the already considerable hold she had over her  

“Now hold the knickers up to your chin by the waistband… not like that; stretch the waist band right out so we can ALL see the soggy wet gusset - and the face of the filthy little urchin that wet her pants and rubbed her own nose in it.  Now smile, or if you can’t smile, at least open you mouth a little... come on, wider than that – I want to get those teeth braces in shot; just look at all that metalwork!  What a picture!  What a photograph”

The teeth braces had been at Miss Swanley’s insistence too – the twin exclamations of ‘What a picture!  What a photograph!’ had been a whimsical reference to a song currently in the ‘Hit Parade’ taken from a stage show, a musical currently running in London’s West End; she hadn’t appreciated the joke; she hadn’t heard the song, didn’t even know of the stage production; the radio had been banned as far as she was concerned, her little tinny-sounding ‘transistor’ having been confiscated as one of Miss Swanley’s first acts on taking her ‘in hand’.    

And so the camera’s motor-wind had whirred on and on and on - and the pictures had kept on coming… wirrrr Click shhnick! Shhhnick! Ssshhhhnick! click, click!  And each frame had been like another link forged in a brand new set of fetters, an invisible set of bonds, stronger than steel…

That was how Miss Swanley worked – how she gained control, how she KEPT control.  Once she had a hold over a person it would not be relinquished – not ever!  It STARTED with blackmail.  It soon moved on to building what amounted to a form of dependency…


CHAPTER 2

TRANSPORTED 

What with all the murk outside, it seemed more like night than day.  The desperately poor visibility belied the cheerful, glowing phosphorescent green hands of the car's dashboard clock which, smiling back from its snug inset walnut nest, reassuringly confirmed that despite all appearances to the contrary it was indeed ten minutes to two in the afternoon.  In a similar vein, it seemed about as much like late summer as might the grey-cold misery of any January day.  The terrain was densely forested and hilly, threaded through with senselessly meandering 'B' roads at best, bamboozling non-signposted 'unclassified' lanes at worst and while obviously well-charted – this being England after all - seemed part of a lost world, unknown, and seemingly unexplored, territory – at least as far as the average Londoner was concerned.  But then, this was a day full of such contradictions: The car – a Bentley; glossed obsidian black and quicksilver-trimmed exterior, tan leather and walnut interior - was potentially fleet of foot, if a car could be fleet of foot, even if stately in appearance .  Yet the journey had been strangely laboured, the progress thus far hindered in one way or another from the start, the limousine as oft as not reduced to a crawl.  

To all concerned it was getting to the point where it was like being cornered in one of those nightmares where no matter how hard you try you get nowhere – worse - every move proves a frustratingly retrograde one, like climbing up the 'down' escalator, running just to stand still, or dialling that same crucial telephone number over and over, getting to a certain point each time and seeing your fingertip slip from the dial, watching the dial winding back, clockwork fashion, miss-dialing... wrong number dialled... try again, faster this time... miss-dial, wrong number...  

The car was full of tut-tutting clucking tongues and irritated, sometimes resigned, sighs, puffing and blowing, sniffs and restrained groans.  Then again, perhaps all this frustrating contradiction was somehow apt: They were a cartload of cattle – well, it might apply to at least one of the two in the back anyway - each in their own way free, and yet each no freer than any detainee in any closed institution one might care to mention might be.  There were no chains of course, no fetters; no physical restraints of any nature – not of a kind which might be determined by eye at any rate – not even seatbelts; one day they might be made law, but not yet, not in this day and age.

Yet, besides all of that, all that meteorological turmoil going on outside, there was something comforting about looking out through the rain while, inside the metal and glass cocoon with the heater blower whirring away, all was dry and warm.  It was the comfort of contrasts.  Contrasts could be comforting or jarring; this was the former.    

The sky - when it could be seen - was like one huge angry yellowing-blue bruise, further wounded by zigzagging slashes of blue-silver lightning.  Stands of silver birch, once-coppiced willow and the occasional oak ring-fenced by an impenetrable barrage of entangled bramble filled in by waist-deep fern and carpeted by brown-gold leaf litter – turned silvery in the torrential rain – seemed to hem them in from all directions.  

All-too-frequent potholes fired off flinty sprays of aggregate from under the tires like shrapnel, rattling like shot-blasting against the car's underside and around the wheel arches.  Above, elms embraced, comforting each other from their opposite banks on the narrow, barely tarmacked, lane.  Their gnarled forking, twisting limbs created a low, encroaching cave of fluctuating, threatening gloom, made all the more claustrophobic by the sheeting rain, crashing in faster than the windscreen-wipers could hope to shift, making the windshield opaque, pressing in from all sides as if a solid fist of black water were closing around the car in a conscious, concerted effort to oppose its progress.  

Off the beaten track - off the map - at least the nation-wide larger-scale kind of map most carried in the driver's seat pocket of their car...  Then the signboard loomed, suddenly, unexpectedly, emerging from the gloom on the left, on the very apex of a particularly tight left-hander, the board angled, part-obscured by the dense laurel hedgerow and lashed by rain, twigs and leaves ...  'Silver Birch Lodge' – black Helvetica lettering on a background of chipped white enamel, the word 'silver' presently part-hidden behind a half-fallen branch and a wildly waving umbrella of displaced hedging – 'birch'... 'BIRCH Lodge'... Miss Swanley was always harking on about birch, about birch rods pickled in brine, about 'birching'.  

In the deep-upholstered back seat of the car one of two rear passengers wiggled self-consciously.  A pair of navy skin-tight velveteen shorts suddenly seemed to have become more restrictive than ever, their attached dungaree-styled bibbed bodice with its embroidered border of twee Swiss chalet pasture-flowers becoming still more constrictive.  The be-frilled soft polythene short-legged knickers or pants beneath the shorts, drawing the sweat and adhering to a set of swollen raw parallel weals still only a few hours old, prompted a barely stifled 'oh!' from between startlingly painted ruby lips set in a porcelain-white face that was set off by high-boned cheeks rouged to a doll-like redness and eyes shadowed and mascara-outlined as if a parody of a boutique-window manikin. 

Then, broad tires struggling for grip and rushing through surface water that sprayed upwards like a muddy, brownish-grey bow-wave, they turned in, headlights on 'main beam' despite the time of day glittered back from the rest of the enamelled sign board – 'Private sanatorium and long-term psychiatric care home'...  But... but... Miss Swanley had said...   Miss Swanley had made it sound like...  Miss Swanley had said it would be like... would be like... NOT like THIS... not like THIS place – high, iron-railed gates now surged in to view, towering, forbidding, flanked by walls topped with rings of black iron spikes mounted on longitudinal spit-roast-style fixings so as to be free to rotate and backed up by jagged wedges of concreted-in glass shards extending along the upper edges of the wall's top on both sides – this pace looked like... looked more like... a... a... a... p-p-prison!!!

“You're going to love it here.”  A warm sighing breathy voice, whispered conspiratorially, as girlishly feminine as you could imagine, spine-shivering, goosepimply close to an ear, soft wet lips almost brushing the flesh, the sort of warm wet breath that sends an electric shiver down the spine - whether male or female.  It is the broad leather back seat's other occupant, a pretty strawberry blonde confection, perhaps twenty-two or twenty-three at the most, certainly no more, perhaps even a little less, at least as judged by appearances, her autumnal orangey-gold  hair candyfloss-spun, pinned up in an ice cream sundae salad swirl beneath a crescent-fronted white cap trimmed with two sky-blue parallel lines and edged with piping in the same colour, just a solitary corkscrew tendril left free at either side to frame her heart shaped face.  

Less incongruously dressed than her fellow rear seat passenger, nevertheless, what with her sky-blue nurses' dress with its vividly contrasted white puffball cuffs at mid arm, matching elasticated silver clasped crepe belt, and with a short cape or tippet shrouding her upper half from neat shoulders to trim waist and seeming to magnify her high bust where it opened at the front, she would have looked more at home in a hospital emergency department or the rear of an ambulance hurtling along with its twin bells ringing.  

The young woman’s hospital regulation black nylons were glossily contouring even in the grey light of the raging storm outside, shading, contrasting, glamorising willowy legs already nature-endowed with all and everything to make them the envy of many a catwalk model.  

Her uniform dress, whilst a tad more carefully tailored, detailed in styling and closely conforming to her trim-waisted, if broad-hipped, figure than might customarily be encountered in clinical surrounds - at least within the Great British National Health Service – nevertheless retained that starchy severity that spoke of professional detachment, discipline and authoritarianism all rolled into one.  The dress hem was modestly down-folded over her knees by an inch or two like a prim pelmet, the skirt obsessively smoothed down from time to time by slender-fingered hands, and her youthfully trim and shapely ankles sprouted from sensible lace-up 'flats'.  

Here, then, sat one of those prim and proper young women who seemed to have a permanent butter-wouldn't-melt expression in her wide fresh-faced sapphire blue eyes.  Seen in close-up and she seemed to exude something less, and yet something more, than girlish innocence from that clear cosmetic-free gaze of hers.  Glance at those attractively dilated pupils, skim your eyes over those coyly pink-flushed apple cheeks, and you might be forgiven for thinking you had been privileged enough to have glimpsed some rare and hitherto unknown and forbidden secret of young, sheltered womanhood, something fairly smouldering, something the girl herself might not comprehend nor understand, nor even be aware of – something conflicted, confused, repressed, perhaps even denied.  

All that sweet primness, that cute neat little girlishly upturned nose, and all of it belied by the actions of her velvety lily-soft hand, with its subtly pearl-pink varnished manicured nails, which even now was creeping over her bizarrely garbed companion's bare thigh as if possessed of a will of its own, the fingers edging, wandering, dangerously higher and higher, closer and closer to the tight velveteen crotch of those shorts.  

That sweet-natured primness was also just as likely to be belied by her temper which - as her fellow traveller might have attested only too well, if asked - could erupt into a spitfire cat-fight rage at the first sign of dissent, sending that same soft palm clutching for the oiled leather strap she habitually kept coiled in the hip pocket of her uniform dress.  Similarly, those same cooing singsong tones could just as easily boil over into the shrill command to bend over her knee or go fetch the cane from the corner of the room...  And to find one's self bent, helpless, prostrate, over that particular young woman's lap was not a situation one would want to find one’s self in! 

The young nurse's sentiment – or something very like it – was echoed from the left hand front passenger seat:  “My Janice is in here... And she's coming along VERY nicely, I'm reliably informed!”  The woman occupant twisted around as she spoke, swinging up an arm along the back of her seat, the sleeve of her navy blue jacket crumpling as she rested her rounded chin on the crook of her elbow, smiling through dark sparkling eyes.  And there was something smouldering behind those eyes, something secret.  Certainly the crumpled sleeve didn’t bother her; if it had she would have taken off her jacket before getting in the car.  But that tailored business skirt-suit the Cheshire-Cat woman loved so much was in one of those new fangled 'crease-proof' fabrics, as artificial as the rinsed curly perm she fondly imagined took ten years off her over-full plump busty middle-aged figure and the layered makeup she hoped did the same.  “They'll cure you here all right!  They can cure MOST things here, I've heard...  Isn't that right, Miss Swanley?”    

Miss Swanley, in the driving seat, tortoiseshell glasses perched on her aquiline nose, high cheekbones subtly rouged as always and her favoured fox fur snarling from over her shoulder, said nothing, did nothing; other than to smile knowingly in the rear-view mirror.  She was presently too busy negotiating the wide wheelbase car through the part-open gates while simultaneously avoiding the woman in the floor length Victorian-styled hooded rain cape who had just that instant materialised from the small beige stone gatehouse on the left, a huge bunch of long skeletal-fingered keys on  steel ring in her gloved hand reflecting the lightning discharges which were now coming thick and fast, sheeting between the clouds like the flickering of press photographer's flashbulbs.

In the rear of the car the young nurse's surreptitiously wandering fingers were tantalisingly closing in on the bulging crotch area, trickling over pliant yet taut flesh, tripping delicately over the rubber-banded elasticated edging of the leg cuffs of her companion's soft polythene knickers - first one, then the other, then back again.  Her fingers were probing now, feeling around the flesh-nipping upper-thigh leg openings through an overlying layer of satin-finish acetate, the close-fitting plastic pants protruding from under the velveteen shorts and pantaloons courtesy of the way the drum-tight shorts had worked their way up into their wearer's groin while sinking back into the deep yielding leather of the rear seat.  

They were passing through the towering neo-gothic gates now, tyres scrunching on waterlogged gravel and sand.  And from that rear seat stifled frustrated sighs mingled with the swish of the wipers and rattle of the rain as knowingly strumming fingers begin stroking; up and down, up and down, up and down, from time to time pressing just that little bit more firmly.  The nurse's slender fingers were directly, blatantly, caressing the firm, well-filled,  yet velvety gusset of her companion’s ridiculously abbreviated, little shorts now.  Girlishly Alpine-inspired little shorts, these, styled something like a childishly gooey feminine mix of Little Lord Fauntleroy meets Heidi.  A puff-sleeved white blouse embroidered with butter-gold-yellow, poppy-red and cornflower blue blooms completed the look and was on view below the bibbed top attached to the shorts, which itself was similarly embellished and trimmed.  

Over the top of all this was a little velveteen bolero jacket, the fabric matching the shorts, trimmed with an edging of teeny-weeny little Swiss meadow blooms.  And below the abbreviated legs of the shorts, the flounced legs of pantaloon-like knickers extended down – the plastic pants under them terminating high up - the glossy white acetate tied off just above the knees with satiny pink ribbons in bows, Little Bo-Peep style.  

But it was the crotch of those obscenely tight shorts that caught the light now as the car and its occupants passed under the first of the tall driveway lamps, hips involuntarily rising and falling within the spongy confines of the rear seat, the groin region urging ever so lightly upwards and forwards in concert with the teasing rhythm, striving now to meet the cruel frottage stimulation of the uniformed tormentress’ fingers, the glossed fabric seemingly more and more to be straining at the seams.  Then, the heavy car rounding the final bend and turning into a broad circular area fronting a Victorian neo-gothic redbrick facade, the young nurse's hand redoubles its efforts, the palm employed now also, suddenly, urgently, rubbing vigorously, pressing firmly, demandingly...  From her companion, there comes a sputtering series of grunts... uuuhh! UuuHHH!!  UUUGGHHH!!!  She withdraws her hand  even as the saloon rolls to a suitably stately halt:

“There, now... Better?”  The pretty young nurse murmurs under her breath, her tone and attitude suggesting that her actions have been more clandestine than they have, in actuality, been.  But of course the truth is different; all this has been sanctioned from the start.

The only reply is a laboured guttural sigh... breathless... panting... surprisingly chesty, perhaps a little lower in register than one might expect, considering the lipsticked froth of restrained femininity it is originating from.  But then, the voice is undoubtedly heavy with the guilty remorse that such release often brings with it when an individual has become repressed through endless God-fearing fire-and-brimstone lectures on the dire consequences to be expected.  At the same time it is a vocalisation filled to overflowing with that delightfully simpering tone of eager-to-please submission that comes of having lived long-term under a repressive, rigid régime of strict discipline, an existence dominated by petty rules, restrictions and pointless stipulations.  But there is a quavering of foreboding, of fear, inherent in that timid voice, too - perhaps not so surprising, considering the dark-windowed neo-gothic edifice now looming over them has 'MENTAL HOSPITAL' practically written all over its architecture!

One thought was running through the strangely attired passenger’s mind, over and over, one tenuous thread of… Well not hope exactly; hope would be pointless; perhaps an ameliorating factor, something to soften the blow, the reality of what was happening, what was ABOUT to happen:  Would the girl be here?  Was that girl being held somewhere behind these shuttered windows and bolted doors?


CHAPTER 3

AN EARLY ARRIVAL

The youth considered himself a 'Mod', or at least he fondly liked to imagine himself one.  In his mind's eye he was at least as good as those he’d heard about on the BBC Home Service news on the wireless, battling the ‘greaser boy’ ‘rockers’ on Margate seafront – the other side of the see-sawing teen rebellion equation.  He’d seen the pictures too, on the front pages of the newspapers, deckchairs raised as weapons, beer and coke bottles too.  And he’d made the pilgrimage to Carnaby Street on a couple of occasions, although, lacking the purchasing power of some of those West End devotees, his ‘gear’ was more likely to be put together from a combination of what he could glean from the market stalls of Church Street, just off the Edgware Road, an army surplus shop he knew and a local cleaners-cum-tailoring repair shop who from time to time would sell off clobber brought in for laundering but not collected for some unaccountable reason.   

Through such astute, informed thrifty purchases - backed up by one or two key items he had saved hard for - he certainly managed to dress the part, although the truth was very different from the image he projected, or tried to project.  In reality he was something of a ‘loner’, a wan pasty-faced figure far removed in personality from those almost pathologically gregarious types that made up the swarms that would invade the South Coast at the weekends and on Bank Holidays, terrorising the coffee bars and snack stops along the way.  

Rather more slight-of-build than he would have liked, if not for the artificially honed hardness of the ‘look’ he had adopted, facially (and occasionally through gesture, it must be said) he tended dangerously towards a certain feyness.  One would say ‘dangerously’, because in that climate - and particularly within the local confines of that part of West London - practically any hint that a lad might possess ‘a more sensitive outlook’ was tantamount to inviting a beating, no questions asked, as surely as going around wearing the stereotypical white polo neck jumper beloved of those rumoured to frequent the Jack Straw’s Castle pub up on Hampstead Heath and the nearby, even more notorious, Spaniard’s Inn.  

He would have liked to have been a ‘grease monkey’, an apprentice mechanic working in a motor repair shop, working on his own scooter in his spare time, forever tinkering in the street and catching the eye of the passing girls.  The trouble with that was, he knew nothing of mechanics and had little propensity towards manual skill or labour of any kind; instead he was a backroom boy in a local independently owned department store, a trainee bookkeeper, lined up – he hoped – to eventually follow an accountancy course in evening school.  

Bradley's, the store in question, was situated at the eastern end of a shortish stretch of West London's Harrow Road, W10, which served as the local high street and shopping centre of an area known as Queens Park.  Harrow Road itself was a long road - stretching from Edgware Road in the east to Harrow itself, way over in the west, beyond Wembley – but the stretch which housed the double row of shops extended only from one crossroads to the next.  

There was Marks and Spencer’s, of course, near enough opposite and pretty much next door to Woolworths.  There was a Burtons tailors situated on a street corner and a branch of Sainsburys that was not yet updated to the new ‘self service’ format being trialled elsewhere, a ‘wool shop’, a pub - outside which the old Jamaicans in their porkpie hats would noisily slam down dominos on an upturned barrel used as a table in the summer months - a school outfitters, a ‘baby shop’, a dairy with a brown-painted delivery cycle parked outside with an integral multi-tied cart at the front to hold the bottles, and a shop which sold dried fish from open barrels, lentils, split peas and all manner of spices from folded down paper sacks.  

But the area was not all so ‘past tense’: there was also a Tesco store, a newly opened plate glass-fronted ‘self service’ shop which termed itself a ‘supermarket’ and was the height of near-sacrilegious modernism in its own right.  And there were also newly installed pedestrian crossings and traffic lights at intervals up and down the street.  These were strange automated affairs being tried out for the first time anywhere in Great Britain and featured an animated ‘stick man’ character formed from blue florescent tubes mounted on a black panel which either stood patiently with hands on hips or became animated, stylistically imitating walking, to indicate whether to wait or walk.   

To the rear of the Bradley’s store, as with all the shops and businesses that stood on the south side of the road, the view through the grimy barred windows was of the smoky grey oil-slicked canal and the rear of the cavernously tall three story terraced houses that stood, not just on the opposite bank but in a different area entirely as far as the good people of the W10 postcode were concerned.  This side of things, the view from the office in which the lad worked, was all nineteenth century chimney-smoke, rag-and-bone men and squalor.  The view through the front of the store, on a Saturday afternoon, as often as not was more inspiring, as far as the aspiring young chap’s work ethic was concerned.  At times small fleets of Lambrettas and Vespas could be spied buzzing past the double doors, making a noise like irritated wasps and bobbing and weaving through the thick bus-laden London traffic, oft highly customised and sprouting side mirrors like silvered leaves on chromium branches.

Socially, however, he HAD succeeded on at least two fronts: he DID still have Lizbeth – more by luck than judgement; he was never too sure if she just felt sorry for him.  And he did own one of those new fangled Italian motor scooters, a genuine Lambretta acquired on the ‘never-never’ or ‘hire purchase’ as it was properly known, paid for by instalments, the initial deposit having taken an entire year to save up.  It was probable that the one explained the other - and that was just ONE of the issues he was in denial over; there were others, many others... which went a long way to explain why he was where he was today.

Today he was head to toe all in his Mod finery; a fur trimmed green Parka jacket worn over a slim looking, styled and fitted, single-breasted suit – one of his saved-for key-purchases - in a light beige with narrow lapels and even slimmer trousers, colour coordinated shirt and socks and a narrow dark neck tie – innovative and en trend (he hoped) and as individualistic as all those others he was trying so hard to imitate.  

The Lambretta, of course, was nowhere to be found.  His pride and joy scooter hadn’t lasted long; a bag of sugar poured in the fuel tank had seen to that.  Or had it been sand?  Or a mixture of both?  He knew only that it had seized up suddenly, northbound in the middle of Battersea bridge some weeks previously.  Some people could recognize a West London accent down there, south of the Thames - and they didn’t like it.  On the other hand, it all depended on how long it would have taken for the abrasive sludge to have percolated through and done its worst.  The deed could just as easily been perpetrated locally; there had been several cheesy grins and mock-delighted whooping when he had buzzed passed a group of long-haired greaser types on their Triumphs gathered outside The Prince of Wales pub, just up the road from the store, earlier that same day.  And some of the local Mods – his own kind, as he saw them - he had learned from more than one overheard snide comment, were not exactly fans of his either.  

The problem was, he didn’t feel comfortable in either camp; he didn’t quite properly conform; there was always some part of him that failed to ‘commit’ fully in some way.  

His hair was a case in point.  Unlike his contemporaries' short, neat hair, his hair tended towards the tousled - if he allowed it to grow much beyond a crop anyway.  Besides: as a self-styled individualist (in so far as he dare) he favoured a longer, shaggier look than most of his contemporaries would have been comfortable with in any case.   It all added up to potential friction WHEREVER he went, WHOEVER he mixed with.  It was yet another reason he was here, today.

And ‘here’ was the foot of a towering and expansive corner plot of an imposing Belsize Park mansion block, topped with an acute-angled slate-grey pyramid of a roof.  Hands in the pockets of his Parka  here was looking up at the winter sky above, at the scudding frosted puffball clouds that seemed to scrape the iron finial at the apex, the ice-clear blueness, the sunlit upper stories where the orange brick and cream stone window surrounds glowed and glittered with tiny crystalline gemstones left behind by the retreating frost, the lower stories shadowed and darker, almost blood-orange, red, the stonework curdled custard yellow by comparison.

For several seemingly endless, drawn-out moments he hesitated.  He thought about strolling around the block to pick up courage.  He considered going back home, perhaps returning another day.  He would have to telephone to excuse himself, but he had passed a telephone box on the way here; and he had a couple of coppers in his trouser pocket for just such a contingency.  Yes, around the block it would be then – just the once, just to think about it... Then, before he knew it, he found he had mounted the step.  

Legs feeling like rubber bands under him, shakily he was reaching towards the bronze-dark brass panel by the door, sheltering between flanking white marble columns, running a nail down the list of names behind their glass strip coverings, his cheeks burning as much from embarrassment as through the cold, his breath like steam obscuring the view, misting the glass and brass.  He hadn't expected the whole corner block to have been turned over to some sort of clinic; he had expected a single flat, owned by a single person working alone.  But he had now found the woman's name - one among a lengthy list of similar educated-sounding names and professional sounding titles – and appended to a floor number rather than the address of a flat or apartment.  And all listed under the auspices of a single organisation, an 'institute' of psychological something or other (the technical aspect was beyond his ken). 

For a moment he doubted he had come to the right place.  Perhaps, he thought, the woman listed just coincidently happened to share the same name as the person he was looking for; coincidences DID happen after all.  Wasn't today's whole enterprise - the whole fact of his presence here - the result of some sort of crazily unlikely coincidence?  A copy of the PADDINGTON MERCURY, the local rag, left on his favourite seat, at one of the two long cast iron-framed marble-topped tables in the window of the Portobello Road jellied eels, pie and mash shop; that self same dog-eared paper having fallen open on a page like that, flat bang in the middle of the 'personals', AND somebody having 'ringed' a couple of the entries, two bracketing the advert which had caught his attention; a subtle, yet seductively, almost flirtatiously worded scheme apparently calculated to appeal to exactly his brand of insecurity, his particular form of 'intimate and personal problem'.  

He hadn't been sure then whether or not he had been looking at a carefully worded double entendre-ridden approach from a 'professional lady', a higher-class version of the painted harlots that stood around on the darker corners of certain parts of Notting Hill at night.  He only knew that before long he had found himself in a street corner 'phone box – the one just outside the Kensal Rise Library as it happened – fingers hovering over the 'A' and 'B' buttons, panicky-fingered, anguishing over which to press, whether to cancel the call and get back his pennies or press button 'A', let the money drop through and get put through two the patient sounding woman he could hear at the other end... “Hello, hello!”  

That he had chosen the latter course of action was more testament to the level his desperation had reached by that point rather than his courage.  But he already knew by then he would be willing to do anything to hang on to his girlfriend.  As to whether he was about to blunder  into some sort of 'house of ill repute' he was just as uncertain now as he had been one week ago when he had finally plucked up the courage to make this appointment.  It was why he was nervously looking over his shoulder all the time, even while he was pressing the bell push - and why he was delighted to find the street deserted.  There were not even any cars, save for the jet-black Bentley, its chrome trim and bonnet mascot - shaped like a flying letter 'B' - polished to a mirror-like finish and the grey-green Morris Oxford parked a little further down the street, its paintwork and windows plastered with broad rust-orange leaves newly fallen from the London plain tree it had been left under.    

For a moment or two after the shrill bell stopped ringing there was silence, broken only by the distant  interrupted tinkling of a police car's bell and its two-tone claxon and the closer-to-home laboured diesel engine clack, clack clacking of a double-decker Route Master, the  bus slowly lumbering up the final ascent to Hampstead proper.  As if to further underline that today was a Sunday, the 'day of rest', even further afield the brassy trumpet calls and military sounding drums of a Boys' Brigade marching band could be heard coming and going, the sound drifting in and out on the wind and seeming to skew crazily from left to right and back again.  And then... The heart-stopping ‘whomp’ and dull thud of an internal door opening and closing...  clog-like, clumpy footfalls on polished hard wooden flooring... 

Then the door swung back – and suddenly he was mortified, mortification that knew no bounds!  A girl – a young woman perhaps not that much older than himself, but seemingly decades away in terms of maturity and self-confidence, her sheer sense of 'presence' due as much as anything to the way she was dressed.:  From head to foot this somewhat plump yet pretty young thing was in the full regalia of a hospital nurse, from the prim white head-dress to the watch pinned over the left breast of her sky blue calf-length uniform dress.  The cut and tailoring of the latter conformed closely to what was, even to is eye, obviously a thoroughly corset- constrained figure, giving that high-busted 'sweater girl' silhouette that was so highly prized among the fashion conscious, and a million miles from the more purely functional – practical 'look' to be encountered parading up and down the corridors of the typical National Health Service hospital.                  

Briskly bringing up the rear was a much taller, willowy, near-statuesque woman in a fitted navy skirt suit, a medical fob watch pinned to her tailored jacket.  She looked to be a real harridan, with her grey-streaked auburn hair pulled back in a no-nonsense bun and her tortoiseshell glasses perched on her aristocratic nose – for a heart-stopping instant, childishly, he felt like running away; it was her piercing dark eyes that stopped him, that held him frozen to the spot.  She didn't need to say anything: her gaze instantly spoke volumes, seemed to drill into him like a gimlet, her appraising, bordering on condescending, smile seeming to say:  "So you’re this jumped-up self-pitying glorified mail-room boy then".   

The nurse, while initially regarding him with her chin raised and her head haughtily tilted at a quizzical angle, seemed to physically shrink in stature at the approach of her superior (or was it her employer?) coming up behind her, her head dropping, eyes averting to as if to regard her feet, perhaps to check if her black flat-soled pumps were sufficiently pristinely shined.  That initial air of self confidence seemed to melt away along with the faint creases in her white apron which she began involuntarily smoothing down with apparently nervous pink  hands. It made for a strange and unsettlingly rapid metamorphosis; from condescendingly pityingly 'holder-than-thou' superiority to contrite... What?  Servility?  Submissiveness?  But it was a subconscious appraisal on his part, the sort of unconscious observation that a person subsequently considers in hindsight, at some later time.  There was no time for such thoughts and analyses in the present, it was all happening too quickly – and perhaps it was all the better for that, otherwise he might  well have backed out, not sought the help he had come to believe he needed.  

He had come this far, and face flushing with blood, cheeks hot with embarrassment, he knew he was now committed; there could be no backing down now.  Plucking up the last dregs of courage, summoning up his last reserves of mental strength, he ventured: 

"Err...  The  advert... in the paper... I-I I've come for...”  It was as far as he got:  

Brusquely pressing past the young nurse, who, standing to one side holding back the door, began blushing profusely, a beetroot red shade rising in her cheeks as if a match had been set to her tail feathers, this formidable and strangely commanding woman gestured to him to step forward, bade him enter; it was an attitude and a gesture which left no room for defiance, would brook no dissent:  

“I know EXACTLY what you have come for, young man!”  she smiled – like a predatory lizard, he would later recall - “And I can tell you; you have come to the right place.”   

He couldn't know it yet, but his life had changed!   Irretrievably changed – in that moment, in that one moment he stepped over the threshold!

Closing the door behind them with a sort of portentous finality, the woman doctor turned to her suddenly oddly shamefaced nurse: “You can run along back to your chores, Julie – ask Mrs Addison to find you some work to do: I want to find the waiting room sparkling when I return...”  Then she turned her attention to him:  “And you, young man, can come with me”.  Taking him by the arm she shepherded him towards a flight of stairs, gently but firmly steering him by the elbow:  “...I'm afraid psychoanalysis doesn't come cheap you know – but a spell in one of Her Majesty's institutions isn't without its costs either... and  I can assure you you'll prefer the former to the latter...  You wouldn't LIKE prison, I can tell you”.  

'Prison...PRISON!'  The thought came like a shock to his system ... What was she talking about?  He was having what were euphemistically termed 'relationship problems', with his girlfriend, not legal difficulties.  He'd had no run-in with the law, other than some minor friction over the tax disc on his scooter, or rather the lack of a tax disc on his scooter – and even THAT had been a misunderstanding.  He needed a doctor, not a lawyer – and everything about this place screamed 'medical – clinical', right down to the white lab coat the woman was reaching for off the coat-stand at the bottom as they started up the stair.  So what the HELL was she talking about?

Out of the corner of his eye he caught the nurse dropping what seemed to be an unnecessarily theatrical curtsey before dutifully scuttling away.  It was an action which posed questions all of its own: that a nurse should drop a curtsy at all to a superior, let alone such an exaggeratedly courtly genuflection, involving as it did the crossing of her legs and her pinching her skirt hem and apron between her forefingers and thumbs like a princess from a fairytale book.  But there was no room for further reflection – he was being bustled into a room taken straight from an illustration of Fraud's study, albeit it an up-to-date nineteen sixties variant, complete with leather couch, broad-topped desk, curtained-off examination section, and the obligatory plethora of beribboned red-seal diplomas, awards, qualifications and learned leather-bound volumes;  all the requisite wherewithal, accoutrements and credentials which ordinarily would inspire confidence; except, in his case, looking around him, it was doing anything but.     

And one factor more than any seemed to undermine his confidence.  A reprint of a peer review journal article – a scientific research paper – left open on her desk; its title: HOMOSEXUALITY AND RELATED SEXUAL DEVIANCIES: THE CASE FOR TREATMENT OVER IMPRISONMENT: TECHNIQUES, APPROACHES AND CASE STUDIES.  Having taken his coat, his beloved parka, and having bid him to take a seat opposite her, she kept glancing down at it while addressing him, running a red-painted fingernail over sections of the text – he found it unnerved him; what did it mean?

“Now, tell me.  Who exactly IS this ‘Lizbeth’ to you?  And what is the nature of the problem you are having with her?  Come along - don’t be bashful… You can tell me… You can be entirely candid with me – after all... I AM a doctor!”  


CHAPTER 4

THE PHONE CALL AND THE FETISHIST

It has been several months now since that young chap’s visit – perhaps longer, perhaps near-on a year:  Time can be such an uncertain, unreliable witness.  It can oft seem to pass as fleetingly or as tardily as dictated by the magnitude of the changes it delineates.  Its passage can mean different things to different people and is as much dependent on the observer as the observed...  And so much had changed since then!  

Tucked away within her inner sanctum, as Miss Adelaide Swanley (pronounced like swan, dear – with lee tacked on) liked to refer to the rear-most room of the suite she occupied, the concerns and tribulations of her teenaged ‘employee’ toiling away in her grubby cleaning woman attire outside in the passageway were far from her thoughts.  Her work with that particular ‘subject’ was almost at an end; all that remained now was to get the girl moved to where she could be kept under close supervision, placed under lock and key.  If that silly young trollop thought that, having being brought down a peg or two, there were no lower rungs on her personal ladder, it was time for a wakeup call; she would soon discover she was sadly mistaken; there was a long way she could fall before she reached rock bottom.  And when that day came it would be on a secure ward, behind barred windows.

Around the room the furnishings looked to have come from the selfsame old British ‘private-eye’ or ‘gumshoe’ ‘B’ movie which had influenced decor.  A dark-wood roll-toped bureau stood against one wall and occupied the space between two sunny sash windows, both of which were shielded behind beige metal Venetian blinds which sliced the light into slanting dusty slats like cheese cutters.   A row of three grey metal filing cabinets were lined up against the glass-topped wood panelled dividing wall, each easily shoulder height to an average adult.  A large mahogany desk with a leather-bound green blotter dominated the centre of the room.  On the desktop a beige cardboard file lay open on the blotter alongside a silver paper knife with a remarkably ornate carved bone handle, a black and gold Schaefer fountain pen, a small pile of manila envelopes and, towards the rear, a Rolodex file, a rotating card file system used to store contact information.  

Angled across the right-hand corner of the desk a small sloping front lever operated black and cream intercom unit hummed away gently to itself, a warm orange-red glow issuing from the valves or vacuum tubes within its innards just discernable from its rear.  A black square-based bakelite dial telephone squatted on the left-hand side and was presently in use, its cloth-covered twisted brown flex coiling its way up to the heavy-looking handset pressed against the side of the strikingly made-up woman’s face, the earpiece part-hidden under coiling tendrils of raven hair, the cupped mouthpiece angled up to her generously wide – even sensuous – red-lipsticked mouth.  

In her mid to late thirties and with stunning emerald green eyes, her choice of wardrobe gave a sense of someone older and wiser, or at least of an earlier era, a kind of gravitas ordinarily absent in a woman of her years – and of her time.  A well-shaped foot presently dangled an old-time stiletto-heeled shoe, the other having been kicked off entirely in the well beneath the desk and her silkily smooth fully-fashioned seamed stockings sighed softly together as she moved, shifting one endlessly long leg across the other, the dark tan gloss of the fine denier nylon emphasising the contours of her well-shaped calves.  The air around her was every bit as fragrant as she looked, heavy with a heady mixture of her favoured Parisian perfume and the fragrance of assorted scented cosmetics and makeup.  The old-style round-back wooden office chair within which she was sitting creaked and complained as she shifted her weight, twisting this way and that, occasionally languidly stretching out and leaning back as she talked:              

“I think you’ll find a person’s sexuality is actually a very pliable, very plastic thing, Mrs Rosslyn.  It is not written (should that be ‘chiselled’ – ha, ha!) in stone – especially where the female of the species is concerned.  For example, I’d wager that in principle I could turn anyone into a fetishist, Mrs Rosslyn – and any thing, any household object, however mundane you may think it to be, into a fetishistic object for them.  In fact I know I can – I’m looking at an example right at this minute… Ha,ha,ha,ha…” 

Even her laughter was restrained, cultured, a gentle tinkling laugh, as light as summer rain falling on a calm garden pond.  She glanced across at the root of her amusement, to where a slim, wiry-muscled youth with roll-mop fair hair and perhaps twenty years her junior was scurrying around on his knees on the grey lino floor.  Despite being ensconced in what was ostensibly a workplace environment the lad had been made a comedy in progress, a travesty of the image he would like to project to his mates and prospective girlfriends, dressed as he was right at this moment in a peach-coloured singlet and a minuscule pair of silver skin-tight satin ‘hotpants’ attached to a bibbed top.  Down on his knees as he was, his tight bottom was projecting high in the air.  His hands were restrained tightly behind his back, his slim wrists cuffed in Metropolitan Police-issue handcuffs; they were difficult to procure, but not impossible with the right contacts... And Adelaide Swanley had ALL the right contacts – those who could afford her 'special' services were generally the 'right contacts'.  

A harness-like web of brown leather straps and buckles - of an appearance akin to the sort of protective headwear sometimes worn by rugby players, but minus the padding - was buckled tightly around his head, where it served to hold in place a sort of muzzle over his mouth and blinkers over the sides of his eyes.  In turn, from this muzzle-like covering projected a short handled toilet brush, which for the present was being employed in an effort to clean an ink stain from the lino.  The other end of the toilet brush’s handle - the end embedded in the youth’s mouth and stretching wide his lips and causing him to drool continuously - was in the form of an erect male member; thick, ribbed, rubbery and black.  

From the very centre of the youth’s ‘hotpants’, where the central seam looked near to cleaving his buttocks in two, a black plastic phallic object projected outwards like an obscene tent post from a purpose-designed elasticated - and ordinarily puckered - circular opening in the seat.  Held firmly in place by a circular maypole arrangement of silver straps sewn in to the rear of the ‘hotpants’ and threaded through a metal ring at its base before being tightened off, this electric cock (as the woman delighted in calling it) was busily buzzing, vibrating and throbbing away deep in the youth’s arse.  

The phallus’s bulbous end, shaped and designed with the idea of enforced prostate massage or milking in mind, was presently pistoning in and out, in and out, in and out – the effects were obvious and demonstrable by the turgid, twitching presence of the youth’s own, not insubstantial, member poking out from a circular aperture in the front of the inhumanly tight little shorts.  Still well away from orgasm – and unlikely to get there without some increase in the simulation – nevertheless little beads of seamen were forming at the tip of the unhappy youth’s member and dripping from time to time on the flooring like little pearls of frustration; she’d have him lick those up at the end, once this call was over and she removed the specially adapted loo brush from his mouth.

But it was the toilet brush which was the purpose of the exercise – by the time she was finished with him his interest in all those silly young fillies he hung around with and chased after would be a thing of the past; indeed he wouldn’t even be able to as much as attain an erection without the presence, sight and touch of his beloved toilet brush; she’d have him kneel there and wank over it before he left today, before she locked his cock away in the little chastity cage she made him wear between his sessions.  

That was how it worked; his masturbation privileges had to be earned and were always linked to the toilet brush and the toilet bowl she ordinarily made him clean with it.  And the best part of it – insofar as she was concerned – was that she was making him pay for his sessions; and a substantial sum, too!  

She didn’t have to be concerned about him going off with his mates or out with would-be girlfriends; he had no money for such trivial dalliances, he couldn’t afford friends and acquaintances, nor hobbies or pastimes; all the hours God gave he was having to work – and work hard - to pay for his sessions with her.  



She laughed again to herself, gently, a tiny shiver running unbidden down her spine and making her wriggle in her seat; she forced her mind back to the matter at hand and the woman at the other end of the phone line whose voice, rendered hollow, almost raucous, by the phone now sounded more than a little sceptical.  Had she overplayed her hand?        

“But I thought…”  

Even down the phone the other woman’s Essex / Thames estuary origins were obvious to her practised old-money ears, as was the woman's relative youth, despite the affected cultured airs and graces and drawn-out vowels.  And she could sense in that voice a certain... yes, hesitancy – something about the tone which suggested her caller might not be quite as self-assured as she first appeared, or liked to think she  was; she was perceptive in that way.  Good!  She could use that to her advantage.

“What?  That fetishism is a male preserve, Mrs Rosslyn?”  

She had cut the other woman off mid sentence, consciously striving to nip the woman’s growing scepticism in the bud, take back the initiative.    

“Well… Yes, I suppose I did…”  

Excellent!  That last riposte clearly had her caller on the ropes; the pretentious, new-moneyed, Mrs Rosslyn was boxing well above her intellectual weight - and she knew it; she fancied she could detect something almost apologetic in her caller's voice now.  She stifled a yawn, taking care not to stifle it too successfully.  She paused before replying, wanting her response to sound considered while allowing just a soupcon of exasperation to enter her voice, just enough to hint at an overtly strived-for tolerance while not quite descending to the point of being patronising:

“That's a rather surprisingly limited viewpoint to hold In this day and age, if you don't mind me saying so Mrs Ross... Evangelina... It is Evangelina, isn't it?  You don't mind if I call you Evangelina, do you?  Such a pretty name – Evangelina – you’re so lucky.”  

The way she'd phrased it practically made it a rhetorical question.  Placing the emphasis on 'mind', as in 'You don't mind', and on 'do', as in 'do you' – as she had – kicked the ball squarely in her caller's court; the onus would now be on Mrs Evangelina Rosslyn to object to the assumption of familiarity, and risk coming over as brusque or trying to be superior.  

Now, while she herself would be quick to parry any attempt to hijack a discourse or gain the upper hand in such a manner - not hesitating to deliver a quick, sharp, rebuking “yes, I do mind” - she doubted her uncertain-sounding, wavering caller possessed the self-confidence and composure to do so.  

It took only a split second to confirm that latter assumption as vindicated; her caller's response came straight back unthinking, like a pre-programmed chunk of some sort of ingrained, automatically regurgitated social protocol:

“I… errr… not at all, Miss... umm...”

Adelaide Swanley could tell Evangelina Rosslyn did mind – being addressed by her first name had wrong-footed her.  She on the other hand hadn't surrendered her Christian name – and she had no intention of doing so now; after all 'familiarity breeds contempt' as they say:  She coughed lightly – turning her face away from the telephone handset's mouthpiece – a ploy, designed to interrupt her caller's floundering without appearing rude:

“Swanley, Evangelina – Miss Swanley; swan, like the water bird and lee as in the leeward side of a hill; there’s no rain on my parade, as I always say... ha ha!”  Light-heartedly deflecting her caller’s fishing expedition, angling for her Christian name, she’d turned the correction into a little joke.  Her caller would have to blatantly ask her for her first name now – and the woman would never do that; most people wouldn’t, it would make them feel too awkward to do so.  Satisfied she had now successfully redressed the balance, placed her caller well and truly on the back foot and clawed back the initiative,  Adelaide Swanley continued, lazily kicking off her other stiletto, one eye on the youth who was still toiling away with the toilet brush strapped into his mouth, his bum in the air and the phallic vibrator still pummelling away in his bottom:   

“Now... Refresh my memory:  What were we talking about, Evangelina?  Ah yes… The plasticity of a person’s sexuality.  However did we get side-tracked from your proposition on to that subject area?  Well suffice it to say, it is well documented in the literature that whereas a ‘straight’ male who – ahem! – ‘turns’ when in prison will practically always revert to heterosexual activity on his release, women placed in a similar predicament – and there are many more of them, in percentage terms – virtually never revert once ‘turned’.  Female sexuality seems to be particularly ‘plastic’ - at least in one direction - and it seems especially vulnerable during the adolescent and immediately post-adolescent phases; there have been many notorious cases of ‘grooming’ which prove the point!  Place a vulnerable girl or young woman, passing through that sexually-formative, sexuality-awakening, period, in the hands of an aggressively-predatory, avaricious lesbian, especially one with a natural tendency towards dominance, and you are asking for trouble.  And human nature, being what it is, just about anyone given sufficient power and control over another individual will indeed naturally tend towards the assumption of the dominant role – and the controlled individual will tend towards submission, however strong their character initially; the so-called ‘Stanford Experiment’ taught us that, Evangelina…”  She paused, and hearing little coming from down the phone line other than some sort of background noise sounding like a faint brrr, brrrr ringtone, some buzzing and a little crackle, wondered if she had been talking to herself:  “Of course, you will have heard of that study,  Evangelina?”  She prompted.

“Ummm?  Err, yes… Well, I’m not quite sure…  But what has it to do with my… with Angeli…”

At the far end of the line this Evangelina Rosslyn person sounded distracted, an excited edge to her voice which she was clearly trying to disguise – it was puzzling… Or was it?  Her left hand employed in clutching the bakelite handset, and engrossed both by the conversation she was having and by the antics of her trussed-up youth slaving away at his unenviable task of trying to scrub what she new well to be indelible ink from the lino, her right hand, as if possessed of a mind of its own, had crept down her lap and was now languidly stroking her thigh through the silky nylon of her stockings.  Another dribble of pre-orgasmic seminal fluid was forming a pearly droplet at the very tip of the youth’s uselessly stiff, now almost visibly throbbing, penis; as it fell, the droplet tumbling the few inches to the floor in painfully sensual slow motion, she involuntarily wiggled her bottom in her seat, glorying in the cool caress of fine, icy-smooth satin.  The loose freedom of the French knickers she had on juxtaposed with the controlling restraint of her rubberised girdle and the bite of its broad suspender straps in the flesh of her thighs made for a heady mix; an arousing mix:   

“Angelica?”  She finished off her caller’s sentence for her, second-guessing where the woman at the far end of the telephone line was going next; it was a sure sign she was feeling in control, confident of where all this was leading, or where it would lead given a little judicious ‘shepherding’; fighting back a sort of contented sigh she went on: “Yes, Angelica – that is your stepdaughter’s name I do believe?”  She gave out a little laugh, not giving the woman at the other end time to answer, and not needing to; it was just another rhetorical question; she already knew the answer, she’d done her research:  “Angelica and Evangelina Rosslyn; it runs off the tongue, as naturally as bread and butter or love and marriage.  There’s a song there somewhere, something to do with a horse and carriage?”  She laughed again, and this time she detected something like a giggle at the other end of the line; the woman was loosening up but also subconsciously letting her in, taking her into her confidence; good, she was making progress.

“Angelica's not a Rosslyn… I’m a Rosslyn – reverted to my maiden name when HE died; she’s a…”  The woman at the far end gave her married name.  It washed over Adelaide Swanley – it wasn't something that concerned her, not so long as the family connections were so few and diaphanous, there was no official bureaucratic interest and the likelihood of interference from other busybody 'interested parties' was as near to non-existence as made no difference; and all research indicated that seemed to be the case.  She cleared her throat to interrupt; it caused the desired pause at the end of the line:

“Doesn’t matter for now, Evangelina …”  In her mind’s eye Adelaide Swanley had just put a finger to her lips, the way one might quieten an over-talkative youngster; certainly her interjection was the verbal equivalent.  “Hmmm – Angelica… I think if she were mine I’d call her Angel for short, although I gather she’s far from being one of those…”  They both laughed at that, the rapport building between them albeit to the pattern now being firmly stamped at this end of the line.  “But seriously - four syllables!  All those syllables; it can make chatting such a chore, so formal.  I mean - your own name has five, for heaven’s sake… ‘ee-van-gell-een-ah’…”  She worked through the syllables making up the woman’s name, humour in her voice, her more serious agenda camouflaged behind tinkling laughter, a wave of jollity echoed from the other end of the phone:  “Lina – you could use Lina instead of Evangelina.  Just two syllables you see; ‘leee nah’, Lina; it has a snap to it don’t you think?  Has anyone ever called you Lina before?  You won’t mind if I call you Lina?”

“Lina? I, err… Well, I’d…”

“Good!  That’s agreed, then – Lina it is.  So much more friendlier – ‘Lina Rosslyn’; now that really does roll off the tongue easily… Don’t you think?  Just humour me – try saying it”

“Errr…Lina?  Lina Rosslyn? But…I…”

“See!  Of course it does… So… To return to that study I quoted: ‘The Stanford Experiment’  In that experiment – back in 1973 – they put twenty-four volunteers, randomly assigned to play the part of either prisoners or prison guards, in a simulated prison environment (located somewhere on the Stanford University campus) and to cut a long story short; lo and behold, the ‘guards’ quickly became domineering and abusive and the prisoners began to show signs of anxiety, passivity and docility.  To paraphrase the central investigator ‘…few people [are] able to resist the situational temptations to yield to power and dominance while maintaining some semblance of morality and decency…’  There is more to it than that of course, but I’m sure you get the gist, Lina…” It was the first time she’d used that overly-familiar contraction of her caller’s name in earnest.  Would she respond?  There was a pause; it’d all gone awkwardly quiet down the other end of the line… “Lina… Lina – are you still there?”  She repeated, battling not to let any trace of anxiety enter her voice.

“Yes, yes… Still here… ummm… Miss Swanley…” came back the slightly tinny reply  “No, I-I don’t think I’d heard of that… And I’m not sure what it has to do with… to do with my…”

“With your… err… problem, Lina? I mean, from what you tell me in your letter, Lina, she does sound something of a handful!  Well, one of the central points raised by the study’s findings was the profound way in which different situations and circumstances can affect and influence a person’s behaviour, even change their entire personalities… You do follow, Lina?”

At the other end of the line, Evangelina Rosslyn was still sounding doubtful: “I think so – yes… but…”

“And the reason I talked to you about plasticity in human sexuality earlier was that in many respects a major shift in a person’s sexual preference - to the extent of actually swapping gender preference - represents the most profound behavioural change of all.  Don’t you think so, Lina?”  Adelaide Swanley had interjected swiftly; she was not going to allow time for the woman’s as yet unvoiced doubts to crystallise into real, valid and difficult to combat objections.

“Well, I guess so… yes… but…”  What was it with the woman’s ‘buts’ all the time?

“Now, the point about fetishism, Lina, as a somewhat less extreme form of that sexual plasticity I was talking about, is that what may have started as sexual interest or arousal arising from some physical object - usually associated with intimacy and / or ordinarily accepted, understood and understandable eroticism - or some specific situation, can, left unchecked, blossom into a full-blown obsession with, or fixation on, some entirely inappropriate object.  And by fixation I am talking about a sexually-orientated obsession with some object, act or situation to the point at which he – or she – can no longer function sexually without it, perhaps to the point that the object itself becomes the central focus of sexual behaviour to the exclusion of all else and she no longer has any interest with sexual relations with another human being or is rendered completely unable to relate sexually in any normal socially-acceptable manner.  

So, what I am describing, Lina, is a pathological state akin to addiction – and addiction can be a very humbling state indeed for a person to find herself in.  In the context of the basis of certain, some might say… abusive… relationships I have encountered, if such an inappropriate fixation should evolve centred on some form of self-abasement, humiliating or demeaning act or on some object or behaviour so out of the ordinary that fear of its disclosure coupled with the knowledge of its existence would give a person a stranglehold over the other… Well, I’m sure you can draw your own conclusions, Lina.  Suffice it to say that at such a point the persons’ fixation has become a personality flaw, a weakness rendering them vulnerable to all manner of unspeakable forms of exploitation and which, in the hands of the unscrupulous, can be a very powerful tool to bend that person to their will.” 

“Yes I think I see where you are coming from… but… but… ummm… Miss Swanley?”  Her caller was being a little more insistent this time in getting her point across; she’d let the woman go ahead… up to a point!  For the moment she was reluctant to loosen the grip she’d developed on the conversation:

“Yes, dear?”  That hadn’t been a contrived over-familiarisation; the term of endearment had just sort of slipped out; mentally she gave herself a slap on the wrist.        

“It’s just that I really don’t think any of that applies to…”  Oh that bloody woman – she really just doesn’t get it!  Well, why swould she?  She’s just a lay person after all, whatever she thinks of her social status:

“Oh, Lina, Lina, Lina!  Look, why don’t you just let me worry about what may and may not apply in any given situation and what all I’ve told you means?  It was just little old me showing off…”  She laughed light-heartedly down the phone, a reassuring smile in her voice like summer breeze sifting through bulrushes and tinkling glass wind chimes, and was pleased to hear the woman laughing along with her at the far end; it was subconscious mimicry, just like the manner in which a subordinate might unconsciously mimic the gestures of her boss in the workplace; and it was a joyous thing to perceive.  

Smiling to herself Adelaide Swanley went on, her confidence building all the time:  “…And I’m not at all surprised you hadn’t heard of that study.  Or any of that stuff I’ve been boring you with all afternoon.  Why would you?  After all, behavioural science is a complex field; that’s why there are professionals, people such as myself who know what they are doing.  But I can assure you, you’ve come to the right place, Lina – just so long as you are not looking for Mary Poppins…”  more gossamer-light laughter, and once again shared wholeheartedly by her distant caller  “…You see, as you will know, I am what is termed a behaviourist, Lina, colloquially, a ‘tantrum tamer’; behavioural problems – what we refer to as ‘issues’ – are my forte.  The one proviso is; I don’t deal with children.  There are plenty of child psychologists and psychiatrists and all manner of developmental behaviour experts willing to take on aberrant, so-called ‘bratty’, behaviour surfacing in problem children.   You will find there are far fewer willing to take on that awkward phase some go through during those in-between years, between being legally freed of the obligation to attend school and being deemed old enough to buy an alcoholic drink in a bar or pub.  Fewer still can turn around a recalcitrant, intractable teenager and make her malleable to the will of her elders the way I can…”  

Adelaide Swanley was warming to her task now, selling her services, perhaps warming to it a little too much; she would have to be careful, calm it down a notch.  On the other hand she sensed the woman was looking for something far more than just a glorified babysitter of teenagers or some sort of modern-day chaperone, although when it came to assuring propriety in the area of chaperoning she was well versed – as the youth presently scrubbing away at her office floor could attest.  Besides, she had the letters the woman had written - part of a lengthy correspondence which had bounced back and forth between the two of them like a ping-pong match, well before the phone call stage had been reached – and Evangelina Rosslyn had been far more forthright in those as to her aspirations and requirements; it was what made the woman’s present coy approach so puzzling.  Adelaide Swanley sighed:  ‘Oh well’, she thought, ‘she has an agenda, I have an agenda – but I think mine is the less obvious.  On we go then’:   

“So… Give me a rowdy, gum chewing, excitable boy-chasing, brat or an insolent boisterous, over-energetic tomboy, allow me to take charge of her for a year or two - three tops - and I’ll bring you back a frilly, beribboned, pinafore-clad little mouse, as docile as docile can be!  Give me a quiet, shy, bookish, modest type on the other hand, and I can promise you something very special indeed!  If you understand me, Lina.”

“I think so… errr…”  There was a longer than average hesitation at the far end this time.  Adelaide Swanley could only smile:  ‘Here she goes again’, she thought.  The woman was leaving a pause, expecting her to drop in her Christian name or some other alternative for of address – she wasn’t going to go with it.  But it was all she could do to stop herself prompting the woman.  Despite herself Adelaide Swanley found herself fidgeting in her chair.  Under the desk, in the foot well, she crossed and uncrossed her ankles self-consciously, protectively, arching her feet, feeling the expensive nylon move against her skin, hearing the soft whisper of nylon on nylon as her stockinged feet brushed together.  True it had been hesitant. but the woman had responded to her new contracted form of address, and – and this was the important part – although obviously still fishing for some more familiar, less formal, term of her own to use, in the absence of any viable alternative she had fallen back on the formal ‘Miss’ address twice now.  It was as fascinating as it was strangely stimulating; within a few minutes of being on the phone to the woman the whole basis of their prospective relationship was shifting, the whole balance of power was moving across to her side. 

That disobedient right hand of hers had now crept higher up her  body; she had used it to flick a tendril of hair from her face, but now it had drifted down across her front and was absentmindedly brushing her bosom where her heavy bust thrust out into the heavily underwired longline bra she had on; she made a point of placing the palm flat down on the desktop; it wouldn’t do to display such impropriety in front of the youth; it would undermine her authority, weaken the hold she had over him; and it had taken such a lot of time and effort to tame him to the point she had him at now, where she could really begin to get in to his head, really begin to break him properly.  She thought about what she would do with him when she got off the phone – and her wandering hand again began to slip off the desk, drifting down towards her lap.  For an instant the thought made her attention wander from the phone call and the dossier lying open on the desk and from the corner of her eye she noticed him rise from his task for a moment, twisting his head slightly towards her, the blinkers attached to his head harness obstructing his view of her otherwise – it was a dead giveaway.  He was earwigging on her conversation – and she wasn’t having that!  She cupped a hand over the telephone mouthpiece before hissing across to him:

“Checking yourself in the mirror again?”  She always set up a full-length cheval mirror in front of him whenever she had him work like this; today he had the added spectacle of his rearward view reflected in the wall mirror at the back of the office too.  “And what a sight you make with that thing stuck up your bottom and a loo brush in your mouth!  And that handle makes it look like you’re sucking a cock, too!”  She continued, hissing through her teeth.  “Perhaps that’s what you’d like to be doing – sucking a man’s cock.  Is that it?  Or would you prefer to have a man bumming you off, a big fat cock up your backside instead of that vibrator?  I could make it happen; I have a friend I could bring in!  Would you like that? …I said; would you like that?”  She watched in satisfaction as he shook his head dolefully, the incongruous toilet brush protruding out from his shamefully reddening face rocking in it fastenings and moving the rubbery phallic handle-cum-gag around in his mouth causing dribble to trickle down his chin.  “No?  Oh I think you do – you just don’t realise it yet; that’s what latent homosexuality is! That’s why you are coming to me; because I diagnosed you, and that’s the side of you we have to work on bringing out, once we can get you to forget all those silly notions you have about those girlfriends you imagine you like.”  

She could see the conflict written all over his face – it was a shame she had somebody hanging on the phone, because her words were really getting through to him this afternoon and given the chance it would have been an ideal opportunity to bring him on a bit, take him further.  She could sense she was getting deep inside his head, she could see his mind trying to rebel from the imagery she was presenting him with - the ideas and acts he found so repellent and which were, in truth, entirely against his true nature – while at the same time battling with the delicious sensations coming from inside his bottom.  “I wonder what your friends would say if they could see you right at this minute?  I don’t suppose it would be anything complimentary.  Can you imagine what they’d say?  And those girls you think you like so much – do you think they’d still like you if they were to see you like that?  Remember; I took quite a few photographs a few months back.  So I think if I was you I’d get my head back down and get on with my work – unless you’d like a few of those pictures to get passed around… Now you just think of that!  Imagine the consequences!” 

Returning to her call and lifting her hand from the telephone mouthpiece, she had to consciously suppress a shiver as she watched his head drop to the floor, his face blanched white in sheer terror.  She could see the stupid lad was beginning to realise just how little control he now had over his own life - how she had wrested that from him - even if he couldn’t quite comprehend how it had all come about.  Well she’d have to do something to reinforce that mindset: she made a mental note to increase his scheduled sessions with her from every other day – as was the plan at present - to having him present himself on a daily basis.  And she’d have him in at weekends too.  That way, if she had him report for treatment on a Friday night, straight after work, she could keep him in over night - and for three nights on the trot, if she were to release him straight from here on a Monday morning.  Yes, that would pretty much curtail his social life, free him from all that annoying, interfering peer influence.           

“Hello?  Lina? Sorry about that.  Now, as I was saying… Oh! Hold on again.”  He was still earwigging, listening in, she was sure of it; she’d just seen his head tilt a little, as soon as she’d recommenced speaking.  Now that was just downright insolence, wasn’t it; and she wasn’t going to stand for insolence!  She’d nip that in the bud, and no mistake!  “Sorry, Lina; something’s just… cropped up.”  She almost laughed at her own joke there - ‘cropped’ up – she doubted he had any such temptation; he’d know all too well what it meant!  But she had to congratulate herself for one thing, for remembering to quickly go back to reiterating her contracted version of the woman’s name.  Nothing was more habit-forming than repetition, hearing something repeated over and over and being prompted to respond to it.  It was the woman’s own take on what constituted ‘good manners’ which was doing the prompting here.  “Do you think you would mind holding on the line for a moment, Lina?  Just a minute or two – no more than that?”  She hadn’t waited for a reply: This Evangelina Rosslyn woman wouldn’t hang up… not now.  She had her well and truly on the hook; it was a gift she had, a most manipulative gift.  

Pulling out the desk’s uppermost side drawer on the left-hand side, she gently laid the handset in it, closing the drawer as far as the twisted brown cotton-covered flex would allow, but not before winding and old angora sweater she had in the drawer around the mouthpiece as extra insurance.  Opening the corresponding drawer on the opposite side of the desk Adelaide Swanley extracted a portable tape recorder, a small reel-to-reel machine of the type she sometimes used for dictation and which would have been instantly familiar to shorthand typists the world over.  Along with the tape machine she also gathered up a pair of lightweight headphones, once again a familiar item, commonly to be seen lying around any large company’s typing pool.  Straitening up from her chair, the chair squeaking as she rose and rolling back on its brass castors, she padded across to the kneeling lad in her stockinged feet, the nylon slippery on the lino, plucking a long, thin, tapering wand-like object from off the top of one of the office’s two filing cabinets as she passed by.  

The tape machine, in its leather carrying case, she hooked to a metal ‘D’ ring sewn in to the rear of the waistband of the youth’s silvery hotpants using a strap affair she’d had adapted professionally to her own specifications.  The headphones she slipped over the tousled-haired youth’s head, securing them against slipping (and interference) by way of a clip mounted each side of the headband which in turn clipped to the head harness the lad’s head was strapped in.  From behind the phallic brush handle / gag affair secured in the lad’s widely-stretched mouth she could already hear the incoherent mewing and whining she’d come to expect from the pathetically weak creature when faced with the consequences of his own actions.  

Yes, he’d beg if he could, swear all manner of entreaties, plead, grovel, even cry like a baby – but he’d still come running back for his next session when the time came around; he was too weak not to.  And those times were soon going to be a lot closer together, the sessions more frequent, longer, doubtless more tiresome - and what little was left of his free time would more and more often be swallowed up ‘in therapy’.  But for now, she would just have to make sure she made today’s session exceptionally memorable for him.  

Reaching down she pressed on of the piano key style switches, the one marked ‘play’.  The two transparent plastic tape spools jerked in to life, one paying out the narrow gauge magnetic tape, the other taking it up.  From the headphones a most unpleasant cacophony issued forth, not loud enough to hurt him or damage his hearing, but as loud as the rock music he went for, just not as entertaining; if that stuff he listened to could be called entertainment!  On the tape was a mix of monotonous industrial sounds, most notably a droning, clacking diesel engine backed by the rushing sound of some kind of air-conditioning or refrigeration plant.  Other sounds came and went at intervals and included a football crowd roaring in a goal, formula 1 racing cars screaming round and around a track and speedway bikes doing something similar.  This was a punishment tape, and as such for the moment at least he would be spared the teasing, mocking attentions of the vibrator embedded in his bottom; with a flick of her manicured varnished nails she turned it off; she didn’t want him associating sexual stimulation of any sort with the man’s-world sounds on the tape.  

The riding crop was an emerald green plaited switch with a brown leather tab at the business end and a leather wrist strap at the other.  She liked to have it to hand on top of the filing cabinet for just such an occasion as this.  And if she were to have unexpected callers?  Well’ it was simplicity itself to just slip it lengthways into the cabinet’s top draw; it fitted perfectly!  Slipping the wrist strap over her hand and around her wrist, she flexed the riding switch between her hands, bending it in to a full circle while simultaneously making a mental note to inform him, once the session was concluded and he had recovered his wits – what there were of them – that there would be an extra charge levied for today’s correction.  The lad had a small bonus due, and she knew about it, and how much it would be.  Well, then; that would be exactly the amount she would charge; she’d have the gangly, wiry fool bring it with him the next time he visited.  

For a few seconds she pondered over what he was going to say when she told him that ‘next time’ was going to be the very next evening – well, he was likely to claim he couldn’t afford it; he’d said the same when she’d suggested they went from once a week to three times a week.  But she’d stood her ground; and he’d acquiesced.  She’d stand her ground again, and he’d acquiesce again; she had no doubt, especially when he learned it was either that or never seeing her or coming here again.  But she had no intention of losing him if for some reason she’d read his character wrong and he was somehow able to summon up the resolve to stand up for himself  - the lad was a work in progress; and she’d put too much work in to the experiment to give up now;. That would be where the photographs would be brought in to the equation – she wasn’t bluffing; and he knew it!  



Then of course, once that had settled down, she’d have to broach the subject of the weekend visits, and of staying overnight.  She might have practically only just thought of the idea, but she was nothing if not ambitious.  Already she was making plans, countering the lad’s objections before he had thought of them himself, before he even knew he had anything new to object to.  Never mind the impact on whatever he’d have left of his social life by then, the cost would be his central objection; and of course she’d have to charge for room an board; and he wouldn’t be able to make up the shortfall by taking a weekend job.  

But to every problem there’s a solution, something that might be sacrificed to make way for some benefit or other.  In this case the sacrifice would have to be the housekeeping he paid the elderly aunt he stayed with and with whom he had boarded since he’d left school the previous summer.  She knew for a fact the woman had never wanted the responsibility in the first place and would rather have been able to move in to one of those warden-patrolled, supervised flats they had for older people nowadays.  But there’d been that awful coach crash that had taken his mother; and the rest was history.  

Well for the moment, all that was conjecture.  Mindful that she still had someone hanging on the phone, it was prudent to get it over with as soon as possible.  With that thought in mind Miss Adelaide Swanley, decided to eschew hew customary, considered, stroke by stroke approach - whereby she would allow plenty of time for each strike to sink in - for an all-out, rapid fire, six-stroke thrashing.  While ordinarily she would have gone to the trouble of easing the vibrator out of the lad’s bottom, after unbuckling its restraining straps, and then peeling down the youth’s drum-tight hotpants for a bare-bottomed whipping, she opted instead to lay the horse whip in with it all still in place.  

Taking care not to catch and damage the vibrator protruding from the lad’s bottom, and still much preferring to punish bare, unprotected flesh, she aimed instead for the overhang of his bottom where the flesh jutted out either side of the centre seem of the tiny, silver shorts and the back of his thighs just below that point.  Raising the riding crop, pulling her arm back beyond her shoulders, tensing her muscles and taking careful aim, Adelaide Swanley slashed in six vicious cuts in quick succession with a mechanical machinegun-like rapidity, making the air whistle and crackle.  

Her arm action could have been likened to a series of well-practiced golf swings, her arm and body following through with each stroke and lending her full weight behind each.  The recipient’s agony could only be guessed at, but suffice it to say the youth’s head snapped backwards on his slim neck, tossing to and thro and shaking wildly from side to side, his eyes bulging and the toilet brush protruding from his lips adding a surreal, almost comical element to the proceedings.  

Satisfied Miss Adelaide Swanley pointed to the floor with the tip of the crop, tapping the lino and smiling to herself as the lad bent his neck, bowed his head and bent to his task of scrubbing the lino with the short toilet brush protruding from his face, a stream of silent tears dripping to the floor and laboured snorted breathing coming from his flaring nostrils.  She noted with no little satisfaction that despite the vigorous thrashing she had just handed out – as short and sharp as it had been – the youth’s erect member still protruded as stiff and as rigid  as ever from the circular opening in the front of his shorts.  Ordinarily she would have despised the term ‘thrashing’ – it smacked too much of angered, out of control retribution – but a thrashing it most assuredly had been; and given the time constraint there had been no other option.  Then again, ordinarily the lad would withstand what he could for as long as he could, eager to demonstrate his manly resilience even if in the end he folded.  This out and out unrestrained ‘thrashing’ he had just received had broken him to tears virtually straight away; she would use the approach again; it seemed a great way to teach him the futility of pride.    

Taking her life in her hands that her caller would remain hanging on the phone just a little while longer, on impulse she dropped to her haunches alongside the youth, squatting back on her heels.  Reaching a hand beneath him as he knelt, his head down and his face inches from the floor, she gently rubbed the tip of his penis, the very tip of the foreskin, between her index finger and thumb, eliciting a frustrated groan.  Pleased with the response, and as if having suddenly suffered a changed of mind, she reached for the tape machine with her other hand, clicking down one of the cream plastic ‘piano key’ controls and entering into fast-forward mode until the tape was roughly at the midway point; then she again pressed ‘play’.  

From the headphones wafted the pleasant strains of some pastoral classical piece all mixed in with a soothingly sing-song female voice extolling the aesthetics of toilet brushes and porcelain toilet bowls and the sights and smells and sounds of the toilet, as if these things formed part of the most erotic, sensuous imagery ever devised by womanhood; every now and then would come the sound of what sounded like urine tinkling into a toilet bowl, a long drawn-out flow accompanied by a young female’s satisfied sighing.  

For a while she let her hand dally around the lad’s buttocks, sensuously drawing a long slender finger up and down the cleft before describing little circles with her fingertip round and around the point where the battery-powered phallus emerged from his bottom through the puckered rear opening in his shorts.  Then she flicked the switch on the protrusion sticking out from between the lad’s bottom cheeks and the vibrator buzzed back into life, its vibrating head easing in and out, in and out, buried deep within his backside.  

She watched him wriggle, his tight buttock muscles clenching, trying so, so desperately hard not to enjoy the sensations again building within him; but his rock-hard penis was telling a different story, it was having none of it, all this denial of his; and she would help it along.  Just for a few brief seconds, reaching beneath the kneeling youth’s well-muscled abdomen, she ran her beautifully manicured nails softly up and down his quivering shaft; then it twitched, dangerously, and she hurriedly withdrew her hand as a little trickle of pre-orgasmic fluid began coalescing at its tip.  Then she jumped up urgently, propelling herself flying across the room towards her desk, her stockings skidding on the glossed lino flooring:  The phone call!  The bloody phone call!  It was as if she’d been in a trance; she’d forgotten all about the woman hanging on the line, and the telephone handset tucked away in her desk drawer!



CHAPTER 5

DOMINATION OVER THE PHONE

In a single motion doctor Adelaide Swanley pulled out the drawer in which the telephone handset lay bundled in a muffle of fluffy pink angora and threw herself down in the old-fashioned wooden curved-back office chair.  Yanking the handset from the woollen jumper wrapped around it she pressed the receiver to her ear, remembering just in time to use the contraction of the woman’s name she’d come up with: such a little thing; but the devil is in the detail, as they say.

Lina… Lina… are you still there?”  Her pulse was racing, her heart up in her mouth:  If the woman was gone, true all would not necessarily be lost; she could always phone her back, she did have the woman’s number after all.  But she’d be starting off again on the wrong foot…

“Yes, I’m here… I…”  Phew!  The woman was still holding on!  But was that a sharp intake of breath she’d  detected, a note of exasperation in the woman’s voice?  She’d have to think quickly… Right, the best way to combat that was…  

Adelaide Swanley took a deep breath, trying not to give away the profound sense of relief she was feeling:  “Look, I’m really sorry about that, Lina; to be honest I’ve been rushed off my feet recently.  My other phone has been ringing off the hook, and another prospective client has just turned up; I’ve had to ask her to wait outside… I’m just wondering if I wouldn’t be overstretching myself if I were to take on…”  She left a little pause, a subtle unvoiced invitation for the woman at the other end of the line to fill the gap – the woman snapped at the bait; it was a good sign, she felt her hart beat faster:

“I-If money’s the problem I-I could always… I mean, you sound so knowledgeable, and a good gover… Hello?  Hello?... Miss Swanley?”  There was a satisfyingly frantic note wheedling its way in to he woman’s tone.  Perhaps ‘frantic’ was an over-exaggeration, but ‘concern’ certainly.

It was a simple trick:  One just flicked the spring-loaded bakelite bar which ran the length of the handset cradle on the top of the telephone.  This bar acted as a switch to detect the receiver being replaced and so end the call; flicking it momentarily with a fingernail resulted in a ‘click’ being transmitted down the line which sounded to the caller very much as if the call had been cut off.   Adelaide Swanley waited quietly, her hand cupped over the telephone receiver’s mouthpiece; the woman would ring off, then call back and get the ‘engaged’ tone; it would build on her desire to proceed with her proposition, make her more amenable to the idea of accepting terms dictated to her to some small degree, rather than the other way around.   And the ploy had already forced the woman to employ Adelaide Swanley’s preferred form of address yet again – that in itself had sent yet another tingle down her spine.   Casually she lay the telephone handset on the desk alongside the phone itself, then as an afterthought she bumped her fingers down on the cradle to get a dial tone and dialled ‘1,2,3’ for the ‘speaking clock’, the dial grinding its clockwork way back to the start after each digit.  Having double-checked the time on the office wall clock and having tossed the receiver back down on the desk, leaving it off the hook, she got up.  

Strolling lazily over to where the kneeling youth was still obediently working away with the toilet brush extending from his mouth, she caught sight of herself in the cheval mirror she’d earlier set up in front of him.   Her customary leather skirt had been eschewed today in favour of a tailored knee length tweed pencil skirt with a jacket to match and a tailored, closefitting white shirt blouse in ivory silk satin.  It was a very sophisticated look, or it would have been were she actually wearing any of the outfit.  Right at this moment the tweed peplum jacket was hanging on one of the hooks of the hat stand by the door, the blouse was carefully buttoned over a wire hanger swinging from the selfsame tree-like stand and her skirt likewise was hanging by its sewn-in loops from wooden hanger.  

Checking herself over in the mirror Adelaide Swanley liked what she saw. Tall, yet plump in a curvaceous eye-pleasing sort of way, there was nothing matronly about her figure.  Any tendency she might of had towards excess in the width of her hips, the swell of her bottom or the heaviness of her well-developed mature bust-line     she habitually kept in check, restrained by tight-laced corsetry, or moulded within an Elastane-rich corselet with silvery satinised diamond panels to flatten the tummy, or some combination of panty girdle or rubberised open-bottomed ‘roll-on’ girdle teamed with a suitably reinforced long-line brassier.  

Today it was the latter arrangement she had opted for.  The woman she saw gazing back in reflection, face flushed with undisguised arousal, was resplendent in a white long-line brassiere with wide shoulder straps and high, heavily underwired reinforced, bra cups, the latter almost conical in shape and seemingly struggling to restrain her unnaturally elevated, very full, heavy bosom.  From the navel downwards, and nearly meeting with her brassiere, a pinkish ‘flesh-tone’ rubberised Playtex roll-on girdle had been employed to mould her broad fecund hips, thighs and full bottom into a constrained sensuous wasp shape.  Broad, yet surprisingly short, rubber suspender strap’s extending down from the girdle and formed from the fabric of the girdle itself, supported long, opera-length fully-fitted seamed stockings from silver metal clips with rubber buttons.  Running her eyes over this image of lazy-day sensuality, the woman in the mirror dressed up like an adolescent’s fondest wet dream and looking for all the world like an old-style burlesque performer, Miss Adelaide Daisy Swanley idly wondered just what her caller would have thought had she been able to actually see the woman she was speaking to.  



Standing with feet and legs parted, almost absentmindedly she began slipping off her French knickers, drawing the expensive perfumed silk satin languidly down her endlessly long legs and stepping out with first one foot and then the other.  Leaning slightly backwards and pressing forward her hips allowed her to catch sight of her thick pubic bush framed within the rubber-sheened pelmet formed by the bottom of her girdle.  Almost without thinking she began to softly draw her fingers repeatedly through the silky jet black curls, the fine growth glistening with pearlescent dewy beads of her arousal… for a long near-eternal moment she was lost in her revelry… she had wanted to do this while on the phone to that woman…wanted to, but had denied herself, and… 

Abruptly she stopped, and as a single movement she spun round, retrieved the emerald riding crop from its home atop the filing cabinet, and spun back, slashing the pliant plaited switch full-bloodedly across the back of the kneeling, almost prostrated, youth’s thighs.  He had glanced up and driven to frustrated distraction by the vibrator throbbing in his backside had ogled her in the mirror, his eyes bursting with bloodshot starving lust.  Now his eyes were back where they belonged, staring down at the ink stain which still steadfastly refused to budge and the short-handled toilet brush humiliatingly projecting out from his mouth, while in his ears a caressing girlish voice whispered sweet nothings about the hidden eroticism of the toilet pedestal.  Replacing the riding crop back on top of the filing cabinet, Adelaide Swanley moved forward to stand alongside the youth.  Bending at the waist, she unlatched the two catches securing the headphones to the young lad’s head, lifting them clear just in time to catch the hollow sound of water trickling noisily, pleasure-heavy sighing and a young woman’s voice seductively murmuring:  

“…yes she’s such a beautiful young thing, squatting, weeing, peeing, pissing, a beautiful young thing, all lovely bouncing breasts, throbbing nipples, golden-blond tresses, a long golden fountain spraying from deep between her thighs…can you smell her piss?  Yes, yes of course you can – why you can almost taste it, all salty on your lips… Would you like to taste it. Her piss? Just a weenie, tiny drip?  Would you like to taste my piss?  Why, of course you would… You’d love to taste my piss, you’d love watch me squat on the toilet with my thighs wide apart, so wide apart you’d be able to see everything, watch my fingers stroke my clitoris, watch me masturbate in front of you, watch as my clitoris grows and grows and swells, growing longer and longer and until it is as long as a man’s cock…a big fat cock, like the one pounding away in your bottom right this minute, like the one you’ve got your lips around, like the one you know you’d just love to suck… you’d love to suck a cock while you’re being bummed off…”  

With a resounding clunk Adelaide Swanley stopped the tape machine.  That section of the tape was a work of art.  The way in which it built up the imagery, then slowly distorted it, leading the listener gently by the hand from thinking about one thing to thinking about something entirety different, whether they liked it or not.  And the point at which the imagery would start to shift was quite unpredictable; it depended on where in the tape the machine was started; and there were literally dozens of versions of the tape to choose from, all subtly different.  The listener would begin to relax, perhaps glory in the sensations and the sensual eroticism in the girl’s voice and the, albeit twisted, images she would conjure – then suddenly, unbidden, the listener would find his or her self transported to someplace entirely alien to their normal sexual mindset.  

The tape was inspired, a work of sheer genius, even if she did say so herself; and why wouldn't she?  After all, she had conceived it, engineered it, recorded it, edited it; from start to finish the project had been her baby!  Granted, it had been a running battle at times, persuading the young woman whose voice she'd used from cracking up in fits of giggles while reading through the script she'd written.  And in that, she hadn't always been entirely successful.  Indeed, here and there she'd let a few girlishly amused titters slip through the net, if she judged an element of mockery might add a certain piquancy; she was well aware how certain character types – both male and female – could, under the right circumstances, find a modicum of humiliation quite arousing.

Leaving the headphones and tape player in an unsightly heap on the floor and  stepping back, the smirking woman stooped to retrieve the French knickers she had so recently discarded, deftly twisting these glossy and most intimate of garments inside out between her hands.  Scrunching the still warm and decidedly moist fabric, gusset uppermost, in the palm of her hand, forming a loose silvery satin ball, she stepped back alongside the kneeling youth.  

Dropping to her haunches, squatting on the balls of her stocking feet, she ever so gently brushed the soft, intimately perfumed, French-scented material against his cheek, where the embarrassing blushing flesh was exposed between two of the red-brown straps belonging to the head harness. At the same time, with her other hand she reached beneath him, lightly twirling her long, velvet soft fingers around his iron-hard throbbing blood-engorged member, the veins now standing out and visibly pulsating with lust.  Bringing the scrunched pad of intimate satiny fabric up to his face she brushed the yellowing gusset to and thro beneath the lad's nose while simultaneously she began to run her curling fingers lightly up and down his manhood in a languid, leisurely milking action, her touch maddeningly feather-light, her knowledgeable fingers barely brushing the flesh.  

Seeing his bulging bloodshot eyes reflected in the mirror, sideways slanted and peering out from the shadows of the blinkers attached to his strappy headgear, she lazily let her knees and thighs drift further apart, well aware of what she was displaying to him from beneath the confines of her rubber girdle.  

It was rare she'd let him set eyes on any part of her body, let alone her intimacy, and let alone in so blatant a manner; over-familiarity could so easily detract, blunt the edge of desire.  But this was not for him; this was for her own enjoyment, her own satisfaction, her own delight; today, for whatever the reason, the sheer enormity of the frustrated desire she could see her glistening aroused womanhood was igniting in his eyes, the sheer starved hunger she perceived that vision of womanly lust was inciting in him, excited her.     

For a two, perhaps three, minutes she satisfied herself with watching the pearly fluid droplets of denial form, dribbling from the end of the youth's penis and dripping down on the lino, as, skilfully, she drew her hand up and down the shaft.  Then, sensing the coming tumult, feeling the lad's bursting member begin to twitch, she swiftly withdrew her fingers; she had so nearly over-cooked it; one more touch, however light, and she knew he would have exploded in her hand, pumping semen like a burst pipe.  There were teardrops falling now, rivalling the trickles of pre-orgasmic fluid accumulating on the lino. She, a mature, older woman, had reduced this young lad, a youth still in his teens, to tears through sheer sexual frustration and orgasm denial – and the thought thrilled her, made her ache to the core with her own pent-up desire; she'd have to do something about that, or rather she'd have to have him do something about it!  And it thrilled her to the bone to think the silly young twerp had to pay handsomely for the privilege!

Standing back up she bade the youth to straighten up, to sit back on his heels.  The young lad immediately did so, complying with the command like a housetrained puppy taught to sit up and beg.  Catching sight of his reflection in the mirror, of the ridiculously close-fitting second-skin silver hotpants with their bib front and buttoned shoulder straps, of his ungainly turgid penis projecting out through the puckering elasticated circular opening at the crotch like a podgy accusing finger, of the fluffy pink angora singlet, the leather head harness and the short-stemmed toilet brush extending out from the fat rubbery phallus between his lips, he dropped his eyes and bowed his head in shame.  But not for long; Adelaide Swanley was not one to stand for that kind of namby-pamby faintheartedness, not where therapeutic considerations were concerned:

“Sit up straight, you stupid little twerp!  Eye's front!  Remember, you're paying for this session; how much you get from it is up to you.  So get that back straight now – And that chin up!  Otherwise I'll fetch my crop to you again; and at the prices I charge, six more strokes will pretty much equate to another two days’ worth of your meagre earnings gone!  And you're going to need all of that money to pay for the supplemental sessions I've decided you are going to be attending from now on.”  

Bending over him, she watched his well-chiselled boyishly youthful features reflected in the mirror while she busied herself unfastening the various buckles securing the head harness, noting the surprisingly clear complexion the lad had, if a little pasty; nary a blemish, let alone acne.  She watched him blanch as she spoke, the shame-faced flush supplanted by ghost-faced worry.  

It pleased her to see the concern building in his eyes, it was like a demonstration of his acceptance that whatever she might have in mind for him - however much he might initially object - when it came to the crunch he would find himself submitting to her will... eventually!

Rattling silvery buckles and leather-tongued straps now hanging loose like so many flattened red-brown tentacles, she slipped the complicated harness off the youth's tousled head.  Simultaneously she withdrew the large-girthed rubber phallus that went to make up the first third of the toilet brush handle from between his lips before reverently laying the whole ensemble aside on the floor, all the time watching his reflection in the mirror and smiling as she saw him exercising his aching jaws.  Those would be aching some more soon, or rather the muscles at the base of his tongue would be.  

Palms uppermost she indicated for him to rise as might an empress, by raising both hands skyward.  She looked on amused as, with his hands still firmly cuffed behind his back, the youth arthritically struggled ungainly to his feet, his knees seemingly rendered as stiff as an octogenarian’s by the time he'd spent kneeling.  Her hands on her girdled hips, her soiled, discarded, French knickers dangling from the fingers f her right hand Adelaide Swanley reflected on how lucky the lad had been that it had been a therapeutic rather than a punitive session he had just undergone; he'd have had something to groan about then!  

Had it been a punitive session she'd have had him kneeling throughout on the coarse, stiff-bristled doormat she kept for such occasions, or perhaps the wooden tray she had, which was presently put away in a cupboard and which was filled with sharp gravel on a bed of sand.  Of course, had the whim taken her - or had he proved particularly intractable - she might well even have made him kneel on the knife-edged galvanized zinc-grille boot-scraper she'd recently purchased; he'd have been stiff-kneed after that all right!

Once she had the lad up on his feet, albeit wobbling around unsteadily, she took him by the chin and, before he could react in any manner whatsoever, she poked her discarded, used knickers straight into his mouth, gusset first, admonishing him with her eyes against trying to dislodge them.  Then, without a single word being spoken, she led the lad, now gagged with her knickers, towards her desk.  

Grasping the youth firmly by the hook of his right elbow - and having sensed him dawdling - she propelled the reluctant lad along with a series of sharp slaps to one of his muscular bum cheeks, landed with the palm of her other hand, taking care to avoid the vibrator still buzzing and throbbing and jutting out obscenely from the cleft between his tight buttocks through the hole in the rear of his hotpants.  Watching him wriggle his bottom in response, the thought struck her; how impressionable, how malleable, a lad of his age could be… how… yes… corruptible.  

The perfect age, she thought – just perfect!  He’d barely just dated his first real girlfriend when he’d fallen in to her hands.  Shy by nature and full to brimming with self-doubt and the kind of neurosis only an adolescent could know, she doubted he’d done much with the girl beyond a guilty fumble or two in the back row of the local picture house.  In fact it had been his anxiety when it came to ‘going further’ which had brought him to her door in the first place - and she doubted he’d even known what ‘going further ’had meant at the time; he knew a lot more now when it came to pleasing a woman!  And right now she was very much a woman in need of pleasing!


CHAPTER 6

A DOMINANT WOMAN TAKING HER PLEASURE; AND AN ORGASM DENIED

Taking her seat, and having arranged the youth to be standing by her side facing her, she pulled him closer, lightly pinching the loose flap of foreskin at the tip of his penis between her finger and thumb.  For a few seconds she amused herself drawing her shocking-pink painted fingernails gently up and down the underside of his veiny pulsating male member, glorying in his tortured groans. Then stooping and, pulling out a lower desk drawer on her left, she drew out what was obviously a dog’s collar, a broad band of thick red leather studded with stubby, conical silver metal spikes and attached to a long brown leather lead with a wrist loop at its other end.  

Standing, she quickly moved around behind him, buckling the collar around the youth’s slender neck and leaving the leash hanging down his front.  Then, without a word, she briskly traversed the room, striding across purposely to where the short phallic-handled toilet brush was still lying on the floor alongside the leather strap head harness where she had discarded it.  Picking up the loo brush she strode back across, retaking her seat.  

The ‘business end’ of the toilet brush was in the form of a rubbery plastic loop spiral-wound with pink and white nylon bristles, the central lumen or hole so formed within the doughnut-like structure having a girth a little narrower than the thickness of the humiliated youth’s penis.  As such – and taking in to account the flexibility of the relatively soft bristles – it made for a perfect fit once slipped over the lad’s member.  

For several long, drawn-out minutes – surely of ecstatic eternity to the sexually tortured, handcuffed, youth -  grasping the toilet brush’s handle in her gentle palm she drew its toroidal head tortuously slowly up and down the frustrated lad’s desperate penis, from its thick engorged root where it emerged from the tight elasticated hole in the front of the silver hotpants, to its tip where bead after bead of pre-orgasmic ejaculated now gathered and fell like gentle pearly rain.  When the lad began to rock back and forth in a lewd simulation of the sex act, she stopped.  

Three more times she repeated the process before he began to beg, piteously, his voice, wavering high and low in that barely-broken way she found so enchanting about him, his words muffled by the gag of her soiled knickers he still had stuffed in his mouth.  This was the signal Adelaide Swanley had been waiting for; now it was time to move on to the next phase of his treatment.  



She’d had him bring himself off countless times in the past in front of her using the toilet brush; in this way she had encouraged him to develop a healthy (most would say, un-healthy) association between the toilet brush and his eventual sexual release.  These days, though, she was attempting to help him develop an altogether different association, a connection with his sexuality which had very little to do with the relationship he was trying to develop with this ‘girlfriend’ of his.  

But these were early days.  She expected defiance, and was ready for it.  She had a metal beaker of iced water hidden away in the bottom drawer of her desk - from whence previously she had retrieved the dog lead - and a tube of local anaesthetic on standby in the central top drawer. The thing she variously and euphemistically referred to as ‘the device’ or, alternatively, ‘the cage’ she also had ready and waiting, together with the spring-steel waist belt it came attached to and the gold-coloured brass padlock which would lock it off once put to use; this apparatus she had stowed in the corresponding bottom drawer on the opposite side of her desk.  

From the centre top drawer, the one positioned directly over her desk’s foot well, the richly lingerie-clad woman now withdrew a thick bunch of glossy magazines, taking the opportunity to wedge the phallic rubber handled loo brush in the top side drawer on her right, its ‘business end’ still firmly impaled by the youth’s seemingly eternally rigid penis.  Almost immediately, doubtless stimulated by the vibrator buzzing and pumping between his buttocks and now beside himself with passion, the lad began desperately rocking backwards and forwards thrusting his snake-like narrow hips hopefully, as if he were fucking the most delectable of his peer-group girl acquaintances rather than fucking the brown-streaked soiled nylon-bristled head of an especially adapted toilet brush.  

The top magazine of the pile Adelaide Swanley had conjured from her office desk was titled ‘ZIPPER’.  The front cover featured a lad’s almost hair-free but wiry, hand suggestively hovering over the fly of a pair of denim jeans – the message was obvious.  Watching his eyes as the youth rocked and rolled in nearing ecstasy, daring him to look away or close his eyes in protest, she turned a page… then another and another…  before settling on a suitably homoerotic image, one featuring a youth not unlike himself in looks, girlish in a clean chiselled kind of way, not so overtly masculine as to frighten him unduly while at the same time clearly exactly that; a lad in a frock with another lad’s stiffened member between his lips.  

For a while Adelaide Swanley looked up at him from her office chair perch, happy to see her youth looking on glazed-eyed, the lad staring glassily – almost leering - at the imagery being presented before him, almost as if sightless,.  Then all of a sudden, just as his moment of crisis seemed fast approaching, the lad seemed to snap out of it, throwing back his head, shaking his shaggy carpet of blonde ringlets and pulling away from the sexual doughnut of toilet-soiled nylon bristles he was busily fucking. 

Adelaide Swanley’s reaction was as instantaneous as it was decisive. Without hesitation she landed a slap to the youth’s engorged, twitching organ, then another to its other side, sending the lad’s member swinging wildly from side to side like some sort of spring-loaded horizontal pendulum.  Then, jumping to her feet, she sharply slapped the side of the lad’s face likewise - first one cheek and then the other – before dragging the discarded and lust-saturated, satin French knickers she had used as a makeshift gag from his mouth.  

Retaking her seat, Adelaide Swanley whipped open the bottom drawer on the left-hand side of her desk, briskly whisking out the pewter beaker containing the ice cube-laced water.  Without further ado, and reaching across to the wan blanched-faced waiting youth, she unceremoniously stuffed the lad’s ‘equipment’ – what he himself oft referred to as his ‘wedding tackle’ – in its entirety, in the grey-metal beaker, dunking the whole set and affair - from sagging testicular sack to iron-stiff blue-veined wand - in the freezing, stunting water, having first painfully dragged the lad’s testicles through the opening in his hotpants. 

Yes, stunting indeed!  Within seconds of this treatment the lad’s proud ‘staff of life’ had been reduced to a shrivelled pink, wormy shadow of its former glory, his testicles shrivelling like a pair of dried prunes,  Then, in a few brief seconds that shallow, flattened centre drawer sited over the desk’s leg-well was re-opened, and then closed.  A goodly handful of pearly blue-grey local anaesthetic gel was rapidly and efficiently extracted from a pleated, creased, beige metal tube and gathered in two large fried-egg globules in Adelaide Swanley’s palms.  

With practised fingers Adelaide Swanley then systematically began to dose the lad’s retreating, shrivelling manhood with the anaesthetising gel, working from its very root to it is dribble-glistening tip, massaging the numbing, medicated gel well into the lad’s testicular sac and the sensitive purplish glans at his member’s end.  By the time Adelaide Swanley had had her way, all that remained of the youth’s proud, rampant lusty exuberance was a pointless fat, flaccid curled pink maggot of useless, desensitised flesh welded to an unattractive wrinkled bag of skin which looked for all the world like one of an old hag’s sagging tits.   


CHAPTER 7

A LAD TAKEN IN HAND

Twisting to one side - and stooping a little - Adelaide Swanley rattled around in the bottom drawer on the right-hand side of her desk.  She quickly resurfaced with a springy, bright, broad circular steel band in her hands.  It was an object which to the uninitiated could easily have been mistaken for barrel hoop but which was hinged at its centre, from which locale a strange cage-like structure was suspended.  The latter was fashioned in the form of a globe of silver wire, but one which possessed a short but thick finger-like protrusion of basket-woven wire at its front and which also had a wide silvery-metal strap extending down from a hinge at its base which in turn curved upwards towards the rear, at which point it possessed a ‘U’-shaped clasp.  

It was while Adelaide Swanley was encircling the youth’s slim waist with the spring-steel band that the youth first spoke up, his voice uncertain and yodelling awkwardly between high and low and sounding young even for his tender years:  “Please miss… don’t… I’m sorry… But I’m supposed to be seeing ---------” His voice quavering like a whipped Dickensian child he’d named his squeeze of the moment, or his would-be squeeze.  “What if she…?”

Clicking shut the miniature yet sturdy padlock at the rear of the steel band, where it passed across the small of the youth’s back, over that narrow, lumber region, Adelaide Swanley cut the lad off mid-stream, laughing out loud at the lad’s protestations.  In actual fact, if truth be known, the lad’s pathetic whimpering was something she found frankly exciting, but it wouldn’t have been in her interest to give anything of that nature away; so she wouldn’t.  Nevertheless she also resisted the temptation to allow a hint of sneering or disparagement to enter her voice as she set about laying down the law: Throughout; even if it killed her she would keep that same, impersonal, serene expression on her face – she was that determined!

“What if she what? What if she should make a grab for your groin?  Does she do that sort of thing, fumble around in the dark in the back row of the cinema, stick her hand down your crotch?  It all sounds rather sordid if you ask me – I’d have thought you’d be better off without her.”  Laughing lightly she hinged up the wire mesh cage swinging from the front of the steel-banded waist-band, tucking the lad’s heavy-hanging fleshy testicles inside the globe and moulding his now flaccid member to the constrains of the wire projection extending out from its frontage.  With a sharp snap she brought the wide steel crotch band securing the metal cage up between the youth’s legs to meet the protruding ‘U’ bolt at the rear of the metal waistband, slipping a second compact yet sturdy padlock in place with a sharp snap.  

Shaped like a truncated carrot, the wired cage-like protrusion was scaled so as to just barely accommodate the lad’s manhood when flaccid, as it was at present.  On the inside the steel banding making up the steel construction was lined with needle-sharp steel pins, the longest of which, protruding lengthwise from the fingerling’s protruding cage, was centred on the eye of the lad’s manhood itself.  The intention was as obvious as the consequences would be made all too obvious to the lad himself.  The very first, the very slightest, sign of masculine excitement or arousal would be met with instantaneous spiked, pain-wracked retribution.  Effectively from that point onward he was for all intents and purposes emasculated.  

The testicular cage was a device designed with sexual training in mind, it always had been.  It was actually a Victorian device, a genuine antique; and the way Adelaide Swanley implemented this devious device was a case in point...  Once clamped in place within the cage the lad’s adolescently tight testicles were corralled within a steely crown of thorns; his aching manhood was likewise restrained, limited to the length and girth of a chipolata sausage within a spiral armament of sharpened pins and needles.  

Satisfied as to the security of the arrangement and driven by her own sexual demons Adelaide Swanley drew her sanded filed nails along that sensitive tract of flesh between the lad’s anus and the root of his member, the point at which the orchid flowing of his testicular sac opened up within the pin-cushion prison formed by the chastity device he was now locked in.  The lad’s frustrated groan was something almost tangible; she could almost tastes the lad’s drooling penile excitement on her plump lipstick-augmented lips.  From within its imprisoning cage the lad’s twitching member quickly glistened with tiny trickles of blood as its rapid engorgement was equally quickly met with a barge of pinprick needling discipline.  

“You’d better keep her away from playing with that!”  The grin painted on her beautifully made-up face was as broad as the Cheshire cat’s as she brought one of her fine delicate fingertips up to his lips, the other tickling its way teasingly around his anus, feeling its way around the pulsating vibrator still stretching out his bottom and pressing obscenely outwards from beneath its  maypole of silvered fabric restraint straps.  Anticipating the lad’s likely response she continued, still smiling pleasantly as if she were doing little more than passing the time of day;  “…If you don’t want to disappoint her, just tell her you’re queer… Or I will for you, on your behalf – it’s about right, anyway!  

Nancy boy… Anyone one ever call you that before?”  Red-faced, the tousled-haired youth shook his head dumbly, indicating the negative even while his blushing cheeks were busily betraying the exact opposite.  “No?  Really?  And here I am, thinking of putting you in a dress – what AM  I thinking?  



But tell me… What does it say written across the front of your hotpants?  Across that lovely, silvery bib?”  She waited patiently for him to form the words on his lips, watching the reluctance in his eyes, knowing full well he knew what the embroidery she had made him carry out in his own fair hand read.  Finally, pressurised beyond belief, he managed to stammer out the shaming word picked out in shocking pink thread against the silky silver velour background…  “POOF!” he managed, eventually, almost choking on the word which was picked out in bright pink block capitals across the bodice of his girly hotpants.  “Yes, that’s right”  she agreed with smiling glinting eyes “Poof… And what a poof you are – it’s just that you have yet to learn to admit it to yourself; and that’s what we are going to be working on together, from now on, having you come to terms with your homosexuality, bringing out the girl in you…” 

And even the lad himself, catching sight of himself in reflection, could hardly of argued with that evaluation.  Yes, what with bib-and-braces silver velour hotpants worn drum-tight over a pink angora singlet and having a massive pulsating vibrator shaped like a spectacularly virile man’s erect penis sticking out of his bottom, he hardy made for the perfect image of heterosexual manhood.  Even so, there was something abhorrent in that description Adelaide Swanley had used of ‘Nancy boy’, something demeaning beyond tolerance… but tolerate  it he would… he would have to… she would make him!  

‘Sissy boy’,… she used that term too, if and when the mood took her.  And there were specialist ‘sissy boy’ shops that sold ‘sissy boy’ fashions, too!  These were specialist purveyors of all things girlishly frilly, premises where a woman so minded, as Adelaide Swanley was so minded, could purchase all manner of frilly knickers and dresses and corsetry – and all of it designed to fit the male figure.  All this she’d told him, several times before; and it frightened him to death.  He was a shy lad  by nature, and he’d never really tried to stand up for himself against Adelaide Swanley before, he’d just sort of drifted under her control.  In fact he’d have been hard-pressed to even explain how it had come about.  But today was the day to finally stand his ground.


CHAPTER 8

A MISTRESS QUELLING REBELLION: THE SCOTTISH TAWSE IS CALLED FOR!  

“I’m not a bloody homo…”  Despite himself he found he’d stamped his foot down like a spoiled child.  If truth were told his outburst actually frightened him.  But it was too late now; he had to follow through with his protest:  He tugged futilely at the handcuffs restraining his wrists behind his back, simultaneously nodding downwards with his chin to where his shrunken manhood was bound in its metal hoped prison of pins and needles:

“Get this bloody thing off me now…right now!”  He wanted to shout but seeing the mock amusement in the woman’s eyes, something about her and the way she was regarding him, one finger tapping on the curve of her neat chin, reduced his voice to a reedy wheedling tone which was more pathos than anger.  He was staring defeat in the eyes even before the words had left his lips.  

With surprising agility Adelaide Swanley reached for the dog leash dangling from the collar she’d earlier buckled around the youth’s throat, catching him off balance and causing his slightly built figure to come tumbling across her lap.  With one hand she gasped the lead tight, gathering the slack before then holding the coiled leather leash under her foot, preventing him from rising.  With the other hand she deftly stripped back the arrangement of straps securing the vibrator in his bottom, extracting the still pumping phallus and switching it off.  Then she unbuttoned the flap at the rear of the hotpants, a drop-down seat arrangement such as might have been found in a child’s pyjamas, secured by a row of three vertical buttons each side.  

The two-tongued split leather tawse was something she always had c lose at hand, waiting coiled and oiled in the centre top pull-out drawer of her desk.  Now she put it to work – and in no uncertain fashion.  Bringing her hand and arm well back behind her head she brought the supple leather strap lashing down across the lad’s backside again and again and again, all the time lecturing him, punctuating her words with the crack of leather on taut buttocks.  

This was not a tanning designed to arouse him; this was a full-blooded thrashing designed to break him to tears.  Arousal had its place; that was the other side of the equation, the side that would bring him back to her again and again.  This was the disciplinary aspect designed to impress upon him the control she wielded over him, that this was not just some sort of game he could walk away from when the mood took him.  Crrraaack,  cccrrraacckkk,  crrrraaaack.  



As he wriggled across her lap she tattooed a basket weave of crisscrossing lived purple-red outlines over every square inch of his bottom, setting the flesh blazing as surely as if he had been branded with a red hot iron.  This was the sort of beating which could – and would – leave an impressionable lad such as Adelaide Swanley had in her hands psychologically scarred, and deeply so!  And that was the point.  She wanted this punishment to be something the lad would never forget, something which would stay with him for life.  When he left at the end of this particular session he’d be a very changed boy; she determined he’d leave the better part of himself back here in her office, his spirit, his defiance he’d be leaving behind, here, the defeated, crushed husk she’d allow home, safe in the knowledge he’d be back for further treatment, returning again and again while she moulded, corrupted, changed and trained him.  

“I was going to take that restraining device off you next time you come…”  

She was sounding breathless now, and not just from the effort she was putting in to the strapping “…but you’ve just earned yourself a week in it… No, a month…I’ll make it a month… there’ll be no masturbation for a month”  Somehow she still kept her arm slashing down, the heavy leather tawse cracking down again and again.  “In fact if I had my way I’d have that girl of yours in here too – I’d soon curtail her fun and games.  

The Victorians knew a thing or two when it came to controlling wanton hussy’s urges.  They had a lovely little device – and I’ve got one here in my desk; a tiny little cage that fits over the clitoris.”  She was tiring now, but somehow still managing to land a hearty shot or two across his scalded bottom, the lad having passed clean through the struggling and then the openly weeping phases, was now lying flopped over her latex-girdled lap like a wet blanket and whimpering like a whipped puppy dog.  

By now the softly weeping youth had suffered some three dozen or more strikes from the tawse, all of them delivered with all the force Adelaide Swanley could muster.  But if he thought this would be the end of the consequences of his attempted defiance he was sadly mistake.  There was more to come; and it was a real bombshell.  Slashing in three last lashes in quick succession for good measure Adelaide Swanley made the announcement that made what was left of his heart sink :  

“Well’ if I can’t get your girl to attend here – and I don’t imagine that would be possible – and there is going to be a problem about that restraint device I’ve put you in, I think the best thing would be if you were to no longer see her.  So…I’m going to let you up in a minute, and when I do I’m going to remove the handcuffs from your wrists and then you are going to sit here at my desk, all nice, calm and quiet and write to this girl of yours explaining that you can no longer see her.  I’m going to dictate the letter to you - and with what I am going to have you write, she won’t want to see you ever again anyway.  And there are going to be no other girlfriends, either – I’m going to see to it!.  Now you can do this for me, with no argument, or we can have a little discussion with my riding crop.  Shall we say half a dozen… to begin with?  What’s it going to be?  It’s up to you – I don’t care one way or the other!”                  


CHAPTER 9

POST HASTE!  OR: RACING THE MAIL MAN

It was after midnight by the time Miss Swanley deemed to let him go home...  What else could  he do now other than rush over to his girlfriend’s place, a select yet relatively modest (for the area) detached double-fronted cottage style house on Barnes Common down in South West London where she lived with her parents nary a decent volley from Wimbledon?  But how best to get there?   The letter Miss Swanley had dictated to him, forcing him to write out carefully in his finest hand, she would most likely have popped in the post that very afternoon; she had 'popped out' for a short while at one point, after taking steps to ensure he was going nowhere, and would very easily have caught the late afternoon collection.  

The letter would undoubtedly arrive at his girlfriend's parents' house by first post later that very morning, likely as not even before the breakfast things were cleared away: he would have to be quick!.  The Royal Mail might no longer be the infallible institution his parents had fondly remembered, but this was the 1960s after all.  All that automated sorting office technology the Post Office had invested in of late now ensured next-day delivery was the norm, at least when it came to First Class post.  

But yes, he would have to be quick; Barnes Common was not easy to get to from the Hampstead area, not without a car – and he didn’t own a car.  His beloved Lambretta motor scooter with its chromed spray of rear-view mirrors, red, white and blue bull’s-eye decals and its tawny fur 'rat's tail' trailing like a medieval pennant from the sprung whip aerial at its rear was off the road, having come to grief at the hands of local vandals back in early February outside his home.  And to make matters worse, thanks to his ever-mounting debts to various people he knew (the local bank manager vehemently and repeatedly refused him an overdraft facility) a situation not entirely unconnected with Miss Swanley’s equally ever-escalating fees, he couldn’t afford a taxi.  

Now, had he stayed over-night, as Miss Swanley had offered – and had pressured him to - and had he been starting out first thing in the morning from Miss Swanley’s place, the journey would have involved a mad rush down Roslyn Hill to Belsize Park tube station (no closer, but an easier walk than climbing the heights to Hampstead Station itself), a sweltering crushed and crumpled crawl south along the Northern Line - nicknamed ‘the misery line’ by his fellow Londoners – and then a flustered sheep-dip-run change to the Piccadilly Line at Kings Cross & St Pancras.  And all of that before finally heading out westward and southward on the less crowd-crushed - and thankfully more open and breezy - District Line from South Kensington; less crushed because at that time of the morning the general commuter tidal flow would be inward, towards the centre; come late afternoon and those tall green liveried carriages would be as much like cigarette-fogged wheezing perspiration-drenched cattle trucks as any on any other part of London’s overloaded 'tube' network.  

The new underground railway service everybody was taking about, the 'Victoria Line', was mooted to relieve much of this congestion when it opened in 67.  But that was years away, and he, like most Londoner’s, had his doubts:  A white elephant, most said; and trains designed to do away with guards to keep an eye open and to open and close the doors? Sheer madness surely!  And some newspapers even claimed that the groundbreaking rolling stock being built for the new line was designed to be fully automated, to do away with the driver as well as the guard – now that really was sheer science fiction:  How could you ever do away with train drivers?    

So, now let free – now let slip from Miss Swanley’s leash – his first instinct was of course to rush headlong over to sweet Lizbeth’s parents’ place.  But not right at that moment, of course.  Even as psychologically battered as he was, he was still sensible enough to realize that, however he travelled, to set out at that time of night would involve his arriving at an embarrassingly awkward and difficult to explain ungodly hour of the night – most unseemly.  Besides there were precious few options when it came to travelling in London once Big Ben had chimed twelve.  No – first of all there had to be an eternal night of restless sleep-deprived tossing and turning, anticipating the shrill ringing of the alarm clock, counting down the hours - and then the minutes - to the industrial acid orange-yellow dawn and the hectic work-rushed hours beyond.  

He knew Miss Swanley hadn’t been bluffing where this part of her threat or plan or whatever was concerned; she would have shoved the envelope through the slit of the first post-box she had encountered on her short sojourn that afternoon – and the nearest cherry red iron pillar-box stood on the street corner at the end of the street, mere yards from her office and consultation rooms.  And beyond that anxiety - yet interwoven with it - there was that gnawing frustration born of the restrictive needle-lined cage still crippling the expression of his sexuality, forever mindlessly monitoring and responding to his urges… but soon he’d be FREE of that – and, if all went to plan, sweet Lizbeth would be the agent of his emancipation…  

First, of course, he had to beat the postman – and the tube route would be too daunting, too slow and ultimately too unreliable.  But he had a trick up his sleeve… he oft referred to it as his ‘steed’ - and it presently stood waiting patiently outside his aunt's house, chained to the railings surrounding its basement steps, just a jogging trek across the heath, off Pond Square, Highgate Village…

At the first clanging of his bedside alarm he was up and running, flinging back the covers, the blankets and the sheets, and reaching for his cycling togs. Just minutes later and he was rushing through the sun dried, dusted, brown-leaved side-roads of Highgate, and then Hampstead itself, the pencil-width tires of his drop-handle Raleigh racing cycle at first hissing on the tarmac.  

Hacking down through London, bobbing and weaving dangerously in and out of the honking traffic, passing across Trafalgar Square, passing The Houses of Parliament, running along Milbank, crossing the Thames at Chelsea Bridge, up past Battersea Park, the famous Battersea funfair visible through the trees, he turned right at Clapham Common before plummeting down through Clapham Junction following the road heading out towards Richmond.  Passing through East Cheam, it wasn’t long before the chrome-molybdenum frame began rattling over the cobbles along the last stretch running down to the line of flower-basket and sweet pea-fronted cottages lining the heath opposite the iron-railed allotments – it had seemed an eternity!  He was breathless; he dripped sweat; he looked dishevelled…  He felt dizzy… He was not at all in any condition to face what was to come next…

He pulled up alongside the bleached white picket fence fringing the last cottage before the end of the road and the public footpath style leading out on to the heath itself.  Propping his bike up against the arrowed woodwork he reached for the front gate which led on to the wavering section of crazy paving running up to the front door.  He was elated; he  was far ahead of the postman, easily in time to intercept the letter Miss Swanley had had him writ; he smiled; all was right with the world.  

The wondrously flaxen haired, inspiringly skittish, Lizbeth appeared at the front door practically at same time, as if through some sort of psychic link.  Her hip-length amber-hued hair was anchored behind a honeyed hoop created by two entwined plaited ropes of hair originating from the front of her head, from her temples, creating the impression of a pre-Raphaelite princess vision of medieval purity.  Her face, on the other hand, ordinarily open, fresh, cool and breezy – as all blonds should be, he considered – this day was pinched and frowny and dark.  His heart sunk immediately:  He didn’t yet know why, but he could instantly see that sweet Lizbeth’s countenance was as grim as the gathering storm, as vibrantly, dangerously, electric as the kind of hair-raising early-warning electrostatic build-up which would drive anyone, with any sense, to fling themselves headlong, prostrate themselves across the ground in terror.  And he didn’t have long to wait to ascertain exactly what manner of terror had inveigled its way into this part of his life:  



Her mint-green nightdress billowing on the early morning breeze, his wondrous flaxen-haired Lizbeth rushed down the garden path to meet him, her plait-tamed locks flowing out behind her like a wedding veil caught in the golden licks of first dawn’s light.  Only her anger made the difference, her right arm raised behind her head, the way she brought the palm slashing down across his face, first to the right, and then to the left… and then again – left, right, left…crack,crack,crack!

“You…”  Words had clearly failed her, her usual eloquence deserting her for strings of earthy, Anglo-Saxon oaths and curses...  “You, you, you….Queer!”  He’d rarely seen such spite – and never from her.  It hurt, it stung; but there was more to come. .. And it went on and on – with nary a breath drawn.  And – his heart sinking - he knew exactly from whence the tirade had originated:  He had to ask though, it seemed the thing to do, the only thing he could do.:

“What?  How?  I…mean… How?”  He knew his answer sounded hesitant, unconvincing. 

“Well, you should know!  You did it!  It must have been you who put it through my door…  What if my parents had seen it?  Why couldn’t you have said it to my face, told me directly, if you knew you were a…a …a … POOF… from the start?”

“B-b-but I-I’m not… I’m… I mean… she made me…”  Dumb denial was all he had left in his arsenal – but even allowing for that; had he let too much out?  Time would tell.

“WHO made you?...  Do WHAT?”

“That therapist…” he stammered.  “She made me…”  She cut him off, suddenly more assertive than he’d ever known her before:

“What fucking therapist? 

He suddenly felt like crying:  He had rushed, he had hurried; he had beaten the postman to the door.  So what had gone wrong?  He had to think on his feet – and he wasn’t particularly good at that:

“Err…she’s a psychotherapist I’ve been seeing… yes… a woman… but she’s terribly… so terribly…. Well, bossy, you see…”

“Bossy?  Fucking  BOSSY?  What the fuck does that mean?  What did you think she was she going to do for you – make you a – a – a… man?”   He could tell already Lizbeth was now very much his EX-girlfriend – he didn’t need any further explanation; he had never heard her sound so hard, nor use such course terms or language; in fact he had never heard her so  much as swear before!  But now she was sounding like a fishwife!  

He knew now; it was as clear as day.  ‘It must have been you who put it through my door’ she had said – so that was it; Miss Swanley must have driven down the previous night and posted his ‘letter of confession’ through his girlfriend’s letterbox personally.  The lovely, if highly-strung, Lizbeth would have had all night to read, re-read, digest and fester on its contents… Disaster!  DISASTER!  But he had to try; he had to at least attempt to retrieve the situation.  Laughing it off as a joke, a leg-pull, was obviously off.  

The way Miss Swanley had worded her dictation to him had been too convincing for that.  And what else had she included in that envelope, what other ‘evidence’ had Miss Swanley chosen to package up along with his ‘confession’?  A photograph?  An extract from his ‘diary’ detailing some kind of sordid homosexual tryst?  Both?  Neither?  Did it matter?  Was it irretrievable anyway?  All he could do now was try to explain, tell the truth in the hope that truth and honesty would win out over blackmail, coercion, duplicity and invention.  Looking at Lizbeth’s set jaw, pressed thin lips and accusing, disgusted eyes - eyes now as narrow as horizontal arrow slits - it seemed a vain hope; but he would try anyway.  What else could he do?  And so, drawing a long laboured breath and feeling his cheeks fill with colour he spluttered:  He was standing on quicksand: and he knew it:

“Look… honey…I didn’t… I mean… It was Miss Swanley, my therapist.  She must have driven down here last night, slipped the letter quietly through your letterbox while everybody was asleep – but I thought she was going to post it you see, and I…”  He was floundering like a drowning man – an apt analogy he thought.  But she was interrupting him again, cutting him off in full flow, clutching at her hair now, tearing at it with blood-red nail-varnished talons and screeching like a harpy, spittle frothing from between her teeth: Whatever had she seen – whatever had Miss Swanley sent as her ‘convincer’?  

And now  Lizbeth’s father was coming up behind her, coming to see what all the fuss was about.  A thick-set ex-commando who had fought the Japanese in Malaya he was the reason for their comfortable situation here.  They were a family not unlike his own, and from similarly modest backgrounds – albeit from different sides of the Thames - Lizbeth’s family originating from SE 17, Bermondsey, a dark-streeted, rough-hewn grey-grim area in South East London bordering on Surrey Docks and peopled by railway yard shunters and dockers living in un-modernised Victorian terraces and ‘prefabs’, prefabricated temporary housing built of asbestos and hurriedly thrown up in response to Herr Hitler’s attempts to bomb everyone into homelessness during the blitz.  Lizbeth’s father was employed to safeguard a much larger building and its grounds which bordered the Thames and backed on to Barnes Common.  The cottage came with the job and in effect constituted the gatehouse; or at least it once had, back before the huge ornate gates had come down to be recycled for the iron they contained during the war, and their post-war replacements had been sited elsewhere.  



Well-muscled, stocky and sporting one of those receding-at-the-temples Brylcreem -slicked ‘batwing’ haircuts one associates with trilby hats and Sohospivs, you didn’t argue with Lizbeth’s dad!  And Lizbeth clearly wasn’t going to give up squawking – he was getting ready to run, grab his bike and skedaddle:

“And why would this… this… WOMAN do THAT?”  Was Lizbeth’s cat-spit interjection “If there was nothing in it?”  Lizbeth quickly added on, before asking the obvious question: “What would be in it for her?”

“She wants to break us up because…”

“So there IS another woman…  SHE is that woman – this Miss Swanley of yours”  Lizbeth spat, venom dripping from every syllable, her head shaking from side to side in inconsolable bereaved disbelief .  “What IS she then?  what is she realy?  A man dressed up, a travesty, a… whatchamacallit… a , a, a drag queen… a, a poof… like you, a ‘Mary-Anne’?”

“No, no, no, honey, she’s a real woman…”

“So you admit you have been cheating on me with this… this… woman…”  Lizbeth, he could tell, was becoming irrational.  She was not making sense, not even thinking through the logical basis behind her own self-contradictory arguments now – ironically, he could see that here was a chance to get through to her:

“Of course not, honey… but…”  He’d hesitated too long – before he’d had time to finish his sentence she had come back at him in a flash.

“Of course not, Of course not, honey…”  the frenetic Lizbeth mimicked with that sneering condescending smile women do so well when vexed.  “No, that’s right – ‘of course not’ – no, not if you are a queer boy” she sneered.  “Ok then, ‘bum boy’ tell me this:  Why would this woman be trying to break us up?  Hmmm?”  She folded her arms, no longer appearing quite so incendiary; her father hovered in the background like a fused bomb with a hair trigger trembler mechanism; his arms were folded also, military tattoos on show.

“Because… because…” he felt lost, slipping inexorably over the lip of some deceptively down-curling cliff edge, his fingers clawing at rain-soaked instable chalk. “…because…”  He took a deep breath:  “Because she says she thinks I might be… I might be…” 

“What, what?  A queer?  A polo neck shirt wearer?  Spit it out for god’s sake!  You… you… little queer boy!”

“I, I went to her for help… And she said… she said…”  He gathered his courage with both hands:  “Alright!  SHE SAID SHE THOUGHT I WAS A LATENT HOMOSEXUAL… ALL RIGHT?”  



He had suddenly shouted at her without realizing, his voice coming through like flood waters released from a dam-burst.  

“So you admit it - you ARE  a queer boy then!”

“No, no… she’s wrong – and she said ‘latent’ and… and…”

So… ‘latent’?… What does that mean?”  Her hysteria apparently ebbing, young fair Lizbeth raised one straw eyebrow quizzically – so often the calm does indeed come before the storm: “…Quiescent, like a bomb waiting to go off – now, in a minute, tomorrow, next week, next year?  WHAT?”

“It means something she says I have below the surface, something she says I subconsciously cover up, something about myself I might not even realise in my own consciousness…she says… SHE SAYS… DON’T YOU GET IT?”

“So if it is a case of ‘she says, she says’…” she mimicked mercilessly “…then why did the letter come IN YOUR OWN FUCKING HANDWRITING!!!”  Behind her back he could hear her father muttering ‘here, come on. Less of the language’, could see him becoming more restless, beginning to shift his weight from foot to foot like a coiled spring beginning to edge its way past its retaining ratchet: it was beginning to look dangerous.

“BECAUSE SHE MADE ME WRITE IT!!!”  He shouted back, before he could do anything to stop himself.  “She dictated what I was to say…” He added, calming down.  “She made me write it…”  He appended in an apologetic tone, the emotion audible in his voice, tears beginning to well:  Suddenly he felt he no longer had the deceptively fragile, diaphanous veil of masculinity to hide behind, as if all that had suddenly been stripped away from him; it was almost a relief.  “…She made me, she made me” he repeated, whimpering almost.

“She made you?”… SHE BLOODY WELL MADE YOU?  SHE MADE YOU WRITE A LETTER TELLING THE WHOLE WORLD YOU ARE A PERVERT, A SODOMITE?”  Lizbeth’s voice was soaked with incredulity.  “How… I SAID HOW!!! HOW, HOW, HOW, FOR FUCK’S SAKE?”

“She caned me…”  He heard himself whimper in a small voice he barely recognized as his own, disbelieving his own ears.”  Her father was edging forward - he was sure - rolling up his sleeves.  Or had they been rolled up already?

“What?  WHAT?  BLOODY, BLOODY WHAT?  She did WHAT to you?  WHAT DO YOU MEAN?”

“Ok. Ok… look, ok… she, she…  OK… SHE CANED ME ACROSS MY BARE BOTTOM WITH MY PANTS DOWN AROUND MY ANKLES UNTIL I GAVE IN… 



HAVE YOU ANYIDEA HOW THAT FELT? HAVE YOU?HAVE YOU?.... have you… have you?”.  His voice failing and fading as his outburst dwindled he began to sob, his voice – what was left of it – shuddering as his shoulders heaved…

If it was mercy he was seeking now, he was getting none: His once-beloved Lizbeth’s voice was as scathing as it was cynical in what was to prove her final condemnation of him:

“So this Miss Swanley spanked little babykins bottom for him, did she?  That’s what you bum boys like, isn’t it?  Bottoms?  A big ‘man’s thing’ up you bottom. Eh?  Warm it up nicely, did he – I mean she?  Why I wonder?  Because SHE found you were as useless to man or beast as I did?  That’s it, isn’t it?  She found you out – she discovered the reason you are so useless when it comes to making a girl happy… is because you always have your mind on some young lad’s bum all the time.  That’s what this is really all about, all this.  And now she is blackmailing you – clever woman (good luck to her)– and you haven’t paid up….  Hmmmm?”

“No, no… I said!  No!   I’m normal… normal…”  his voice trailed off, he could no longer keep up the battle.

“You are ‘normal’…  You are normal…  YOU ARE NORMAL?”

“Yes, yes… please believe me…”  He felt like dropping to his knees now.  What more could he do?  Defeat was soaking in to his soul, inundating every fibre of his being with the deadly coffin-liquor soup of utter hopeless defeat.  But still his ex-love had to drive the knife deeper, twist the blade, apparently relish, bathe herself, in his agony.

“Then how do you explain those diary pages?  They were in your hand writing also.  Did this Miss Swanley dictate those events to you too?  The poof you met on Hampstead Heath, the public toilets episode, the hole drilled in the toilet cubical wall?  Hmmm?   Hmm?  Did she dictate those to you verbatim?”

“No, no… I mean… not exactly… I mean, she made me keep a diary but…”

Lizbeth had obviously heard enough.  Miss Swanley had carried out her task of ‘poisoning the well’ with panache:   Young sweet Lizbeth was clearly going to slam the street door on him, and equally clearly he was not going to get any further opportunity to have his case heard:  He was desperate:  Without thinking he rushed forward, intending to embrace his beloved one last time, perhaps jam his foot in the door and gain a few more precious seconds…  

Ironically, it was not the clubbing back-handed right from Lizbeth’s father that had done the damage – that had just put him on his bottom, on the cobbles and in the dust; the worst he had got from that had been horse muck down his trousers, and the loss of one of his bicycle clips.  His trip to the local cottage hospital had come courtesy of Lizbeth herself, from her fastidiously filed, varnished and manicured nails raked hysterically down his left cheek.  The skin had come off in four bloody and near parallel furrows – and no, they couldn’t stitch it up, and yes, it would scar!!  Most definitely so!  

Strangely the news had come with mixed emotions:  He had lost the person he had seen as the love of his life, his very reason for existence.  It might yet prove he had largely lost the likelihood of ever achieving the same again, of having had an unbelievably beautiful young woman – in truth out of his league – fall in love with him; what he saw as his disfigurement would see to that!  

On the other hand that self-same marring of his appearance might be his saving grace:  Perhaps now the predatory Miss Swanley would lose interest in him, would leave him alone, let him go free…  Somehow, at some level, he doubted it.  Some gnawing instinct told him the loss of his girlfriend, the marring of his looks, was just the beginning.   It wasn’t that physical aspect of his being Miss Swanley was after: Miss Swanley wanted something more…         


CHAPTER 10

THE PRODIGAL’S RETURN OR: BACK IN THERAPY

Her nurse will have let him in, sent him straight up – she left strict instructions.  The hesitant knock on the surgery door was not entirely unexpected, therefore.  But, saying that, there had always been some room for error, always the possibility she wouldn’t see or hear from him again.  Not voluntarily, not without her having to resort to applying what would be overt blackmail, forcing him to return for further treatment lest he be reported to the police and prosecuted to the full extent of the law for homosexual acts, gross indecency in a public place and all the rest she had cooked up evidence to.  And she had already put the fear of god into him good and properly: she had several times threatened to have him locked up, ‘put away’ in one manner or another.  But she had always much preferred he returned of his own volition; it acted as a demonstration to the lad himself, as much as to her own professional satisfaction, just how dependent on his therapist he had become, just how powerless he now was to resist her manipulations.  And she'd only just started on him!  He had a way to go yet – a long way!  

“Come in” she called out cheerily.

As he gingerly walked through the door the ever-astute Miss Swanley smiled to herself:  She could see straight away how the lad’s cheeks were blushing, blooming in that bright apple red shade she had come to associate with his overt physiological response to shame and embarrassment.  And his body language too spoke volumes; he looked crushed, cowed.  She could tell from his sheepish and apologetic demeanour that her little gambit had paid off; he had gone in, rushing headlong like a bull in a china shop without a thought in his head beyond blind panic… and the rest was doubtless now consigned to history.  And now he felt in need of support, from a psychological perspective, almost instinctively returning to his ‘safe haven’ to weather the storm like a wandering lamb returning to the fold – it was a strange mishmash of an analogy, true, but it was one which gelled with her, in her mind.  

The lad’s relationship with his girlfriend had been acting as an anchor, subconsciously aiding him in retaining some modicum of independence from her influence.  That particular anchor had been cut loose, and he hadn’t even the gumption to stay away, even knowing what had been perpetrated had been done to him quite deliberately.  There were two more to be dealt with before he would truly be cut adrift – that aunt of his and his place in her home, and his blessed job at that department store over in Queens Park; and for that he needed his bike; the public transport system was diabolical when it came  to travelling westward across London. It was simply part of the process of isolating her subject from society.  She had made good progress thus far; now it was time to move on.  But she would have to tread carefully, not proceed too quickly, lest he still manage to break away, even at this late stage.  For now she would get him changed and then he could wait on one of the chairs at the side of the room while she dealt with another very intriguing case, a patient she had been working with for quite some time before the lad had been delivered into her hands.  The girl and her carer were due any minute.  The session should prove quite an education for him.  Perhaps she might even have him participate in some way – THAT would be an education for the pair of them, the lad AND the girl!  And she had an idea forming in her head.


CHAPTER 11

THE SCHOOLGIRL, THE NURSE AND THE WOMAN IN A CORSET

They made for an odd group.  A striking, busty middle-aged businesswomen-type entered hustling along before her an apparently reluctant, hesitant girl dressed in school uniform who was perhaps a little taller than she was herself.  Glancing around the room with dark flashing eyes, the woman beamed a confident bright smile at Miss Swanley.  Doing his level best to shrink in his seat, staring fixedly at his feet, the shaggy-haired lad glanced up, startled, without meaning to; it was a natural reflex reaction.  

To his chagrin his eyes briefly met those of the woman who - glancing across at him - smiled what he feared or imagined was a knowing smile.  Feeling himself turning bright red, the youth briefly managed a shy smile in return, before hastily averting his eyes as if suddenly extraordinarily fascinated by his hands folded in his lap.  Out of the corner of his eye he watched as, firm-lipped, the woman gently yet firmly herded the girl she was with through the doorway, steering the pale faced schoolgirl from behind by her shoulders with determined, white-gloved hands.  

Once safely through the doorway, the girl, as if now resigned to her fate - and having been released from between the woman’s kindly-guiding hands – began to trail the woman across the room, walking quietly and sedately a respectful two short paces behind her.  Even to the young lad - himself presently plumbing the depths of near-despairing, shuddering red-faced humiliation - something about the girl’s demeanour didn’t seem ‘right’.  The girl’s contriteness brought to mind a house-trained puppy, called to heel – in his mind’s eye he could almost see an invisible leash.  

Following close on this odd couple’s heels, a second, younger, woman bustled in, bringing up the rear.  From where he sat - head down contemplating his hands and surreptitiously watching events unfold out of the corner of one eye - it was the shoes, ankles and calves which came in view first.  Whereas the older woman’ the girl obediently padding along behind her as if on an invisible tether, had come clicking along in high heels and stockings, this woman, her gait equally self-assured, moved across the floor accompanied only by the mousy squeaking so typical of rubber soles on lino.  

She too wore nylons, but these were nearly opaque, jet black and of a ‘serviceable’ weight rather than the filmy, gossamer-fine light tan stockings Miss Swanley favoured and the older of the two women was wearing, while still retaining the same pencil-straight seams running up the backs which always made his heart thump so.  But whereas the elder woman was in black courts with high stiletto-slim heels which wouldn’t have looked out of place on a fashionable Paris concourse, the younger woman was wearing chunky, black, rubber-soled lace-up shoes of the type he’d sometimes heard referred to as ‘sensible’, functional rather than stylish.  

Tentatively letting his gaze drift upwards, the functionality of the low-heeled lace-ups gave way to trim ankles and long, sensuously symmetrical calves suggestive of long, long shapely legs, and at mid-calf a light-brown hemmed dress.  Briefly risking glancing still higher revealed the woman was indeed as tall and as slim as his initial impressions had suggested.  But rather surprisingly the manner in which she was dressed was the last thing he would have expected. 

Perhaps in her mid-twenties to early thirties – certainly no older – he could instantly see she had been blessed with high, haughty, cheekbones, striking piecing blue eyes and full generous bee-stung lips, all set within a pleasing, if long, slim oval face.  Fresh of complexion and apparently cosmetic-free, the young woman’s face was framed by a striking blaze of Nordic-blond hair held in check by hairpins and combs.  The majority of her hair was in fact hidden behind a high-fronted white headpiece which curved around at the front like a plain, starched white fabric tiara and which doubled back towards the rear to form a folded white scarf which reached down to her collar and out to the sides where it seemed to frame her almost pre-Raphaelite head in a halo of starched cotton.   To each side a single spun-gold tendril had been allowed to escape, corkscrewing down in front of her ear to the edge of her refined jaw line, the symmetry too precise to have occurred by chance.  

The light-brown skirt hem he had seen hovering around mid calf belonged, he now saw, to a rather severe-looking light brown dress reminiscent of the uniform of an old-time district nurse, except that it had more style to it, more tailoring than function demanded.  The skirt was panelled and semi-fitted; darted at the waist it closely followed the contours of the upper part of her hips and bottom before falling to mid calf with a subtle, barely perceptible, taper, the latter tending to augment her already statuesquely trim silhouette.  An already exceedingly trim waist was further neatened and refined by an elasticated crape belt sporting a fabulously ornate silver ball-clasp buckle in the form of two filigree butterfly wings.  

Over the upper part of her dress, the bodice, she wore a short dark chocolate brown cape which fastened at the neck and which fell open-fronted with a distinct flare from her shoulders to a point just above her waist, its hem coinciding with some precision with the upper edge of her broad crepe nurse’s belt.  Immediately above the silver clasp fastening the short cape, the clasp styled like a pair of hands in prayer, could be seen a stiff-looking starched white circular collar edged with light brown piping.  The dress’s long sleeves terminated in close-fitting deep-section white cuffs, trimmed light brown piping to match the collar.  

As the newcomer angled slightly towards him in catching up with the other two he glanced away urgently, quickly returning his eyes to his hands, where they lay crossed in his lap, palms downwards.  But not before taking in a little more detail:  The woman’s dark-chocolate uniform nurse’s cape, he now observed, was trimmed with a light-brown ribbon fabric, outlining the shape of the cape but inlaid two or three inches from its edges.  A silver nurse’s fob watch could be glimpsed pinned to her dress under the cape as she moved around and the cape opened up to a greater or lesser extent at the front, and the cape itself was emblazoned on one wing, above the notable swell of her breast, with a large embroidered letter ‘N’.  A flash of recognition hit him.  He had seen a cape like that, embroidered with a badge like that, somewhere before - but where?  

The answer came to him slowly:  It had been – to him at least - long ago, way back while playing around in London’s Kensington Gardens as a child.  In fact he’d seen it many, many times - triggered by that badge the memory was gradually coming back to him.  The brown nurse-like uniform, the dress and the little cape; these were things he seemed to associate with exceedingly pretty young women and bright sunny days and babies crying.  Young women like that were almost always to be seen pushing one of those huge military-tank-like prams with huge wire wheels and an extending hood over one end, the pram itself boat-like, often (usually?) blue and silver and suspended within the carriage’s framework on four huge springs, sometimes coiled, sometimes leaf springs.  

He’d been perhaps eleven or twelve years of age at the time he’d first heard the term used, but he’d been in the park, and he remembered an old lady explaining to a young mum - a note of awe entering her voice - that the ‘N’ stood for ‘Norland’ and indicated that these young women were graduates of Great Brittan’s foremost nursing school for training nursery nurses.  The woman was a children’s nanny, a Norland nanny, a top people’s nanny.  He’d heard of people on occasion employing nannies for ‘babysitting’ older children, but there were cheaper options and once a child was off to school there was little need for a nursery nurse’s particular specialised expertise, let along for a girl who physically, now he came to consider it…  No, he decided the nanny must be in charge of some other member of the family…perhaps there was a baby in a pram left parked up outside in the corridor.   

Mystery solved to his satisfaction - and happy that he hadn’t been spotted looking - he turned his attention to the older woman, the one who had just led in that crestfallen sop of a girl in her prinky, over-fussy school uniform, noting as he did so how this uniformed nanny seemed so much taller than either the older woman – presumably her employer – or the schoolgirl, who might or might not be her charge.  Despite her low heel ‘sensible’ shoes, the nanny was very nearly as tall as Miss Swanley was in her heels – she was willowy like a model, and yet stern-faced, and as authoritative in her demeanour as the young girl was submissive in hers.  For some reason the vibrator humming quietly in his backside seemed almost to pickup pace, the plunging and popping head seeming suddenly to become more invasive with each stroke, more stimulating; he could somehow sense the sharp, fine needles lining the chastity device his manhood was locked in getting dangerously close now to his most sensitive flesh, especially the long centrally-mounted needle which was set so as to be aimed at the very eye of his penis.  

With a supreme effort of will he dragged an appraising eye over the fully-fleshed heavy frame of the older woman, all the time trying glance out of the side of his eye, trying not be noticed looking – or noticed at all for that matter.  In doing so he found he had first to hack through an entire thicket of questions and notions rising up in his mind like beanstalks from a handful of magic beans:  Did that children’s nanny smack that girl’s bottom over her lap?  Would she smack HIS bottom over her lap if she were given half the chance?  Would she masturbate him with one hand while tanning him with her other hand the way Miss Swanley  did?  

Of course, Miss Swanley would never let him find relief under such circumstances; but perhaps in this woman’s hands he would be able to keep his excitement hidden from her long enough; perhaps, not knowing him, she would make a mistake, run her soft fingers up and down his cock a couple of times too many… and… and… and he’d let go… shoot all his manly pearly spirit all over her lap, spill his seed all down the front of her Norland Nanny uniform…  And what would she do?  She’d make him fetch Miss Swanley’s cane or Miss Swanley’s horse riding switch or dressage whip… And oh God it would hurt!  So much!  Oh God it would be so, SO humiliating to be beaten by a children’s nanny or nursery nurse!  It would be agony, worse than agony… just like…. Just like…  

In fact, he was already IN agony…  He was in a world of intimate pain right this minute.  Right now!  The pain was for the moment tempered by all those brain chemicals, endorphins, released in response to extreme, prolonged arousal; that was how it had crept up on him.  And now he could feel all those case-hardened steel needles skewering his flesh, pricking the sensitive glans, piercing deeper and deeper with each passing moment, the centrally-mounted needle actually within his urethra somehow - by some blessed miracle - not yet scratching or catching the hyper-sensitive inner lining, somehow having missed all else on the way in.  

But on the other hand the fact that Miss Swanley had kept him as massively, as unrelentingly, stimulated for as long as she had earlier on now ironically came to his aid.  It was a biological fact of life: Even in as young and virile a lad as he was, the erect member could not remain so indefinitely.  What it amounted to - for now at least – was that a simple wake-up shot fired across the bows in terms of the painful consequences of gaining – or beginning to gain - an erection, mixed in with a little concentration effort on his part and his determination to take his mind off anything sexually arousing, was enough for him to begin to feel his manhood returning to its flaccid state, the torment diminishing.  The young lad, finding himself back in the ‘driving seat’ as it were once more, now refocused his attention accordingly: Surely there could be nothing erotic about a woman who was old enough to be his mother – perhaps older. 

The elder of the two women was possibly in her early to mid-forties, as judged by her relatively unlined, firm-fleshed face, although it was difficult to tell for sure through her apparently salon-applied make up.  The woman looked as if to have come straight from the beauty parlour.  Her perfectly coiffured flowing chestnut hair scrolled gently, even romantically, around her shoulders, the colour just that little bit too perfect, just that little bit too even to be entirely natural.  The inwardly-curled fringe – a triumph of the curling tongs – framed a rounded, well-fed over-indulgent face.  The first hints of a developing double chin were balanced by full sensuous lips picked out in a rich peach lipstick chosen to match her blouse and her rounded apple cheeks were skilfully played down by deftly applied blusher of a similar shade designed to emphasise the underlying bone structure and draw attention away from the consequences of easy living, rich food and sun-drenched foreign holidays.  

Even from across the room he could see the woman’s eyes were wide, rounded and long-lashed, simultaneously bright and dark, like twin ponds of molten hazel chocolate flecked with hints of dark honey.  They sparkled intelligently - if in some manner, darkly – like sunlight twinkling off treacherously deep waters within a perimeter margin of subtly applied eyeshadow and less-subtly applied mascara set against a background of pale foundation which together with her suntan gave the woman’s skin an appealing, slightly tawny look.  

The woman’s nose was slightly upturned, giving her a natural haughty appearance - although a little too broad to have been considered really pretty when a young girl - and looked to have been recently powdered, which added a certain refinement.  This potential for haughtiness and the gravitas inherent in her bearing, however, were to a certain extent offset by her lack of stature.  While not exactly squat by any estimation, neither was the woman particularly tall, perhaps standing five feet five inches in her heels.  

She was well-dressed, in a strangely dated, yet stylishly overblown sort of way, like someone’s glamorously theatrical well-to-do aunt who may once have trod the boards on the West End stage.  Her bountiful, some might even have said matronly, big-busted figure was somewhat ill-advisedly packed, squeezed into a tailored, close-fitted dark navy twill suite with a fox fur wrapped around her shoulders and a large cameo broach pinned to the front of the jacket.  

The woman’s curve-hugging knee-length skirt noticeably struggled to constrain the exuberance of flesh, the heavy maturity of her bottom and the over-enthusiastic swell of her hips seemingly placing in jeopardy the integrity of its darted seams.  The fitted peplum jacket seemed to veer inwards to a remarkable extent around her waist, considering the generosity of the portly woman’s figure elsewhere, before the peplum itself - that flare around the lower half that was like a tiny skirt in miniature - flowered outward over her broad hips like an inverted navy blue poppy.  Viewed from the front, where one might realistically have expected a pronounced, even if not unsightly belly, any excess had somehow been tamed to become no more than a quietly fertile gentle swelling in the front of her otherwise flat-fronted skirt.  Under her woman’s jacket could be seen a high-necked peach satin blouse with a triple string of pearls strung around its frilled neck, the fabric swelling aggressively outwards over a dangerously full, high bustline which seemed to strain at the leash as if in desperation to escape the confinement of the heavily-reinforced, sturdily underwired ‘boned’ corsetry which doubtless underlay it all.  

What the woman lacked by way of natural stature was made up for to some extent by a pair of high heeled court shoes.  These were navy to match her skirt suit and while not precipitously high were high enough nonetheless.  The change in posture brought about by the stiletto-heeled shoes had the additional benefit of helping sculpt the woman’s quite large, yet toned, shapely, calves, an effect which was further augmented by a pair of silkily-fine, tan-coloured nylon stockings with dark seams running up the backs.  

To the young lad quietly looking on out of the corner of his eye, although he would have been hard-pressed to explain it, the woman, the woman’s overblown figure, the way she was dressed – all of it – was like feminine eroticism written in large print, in blaring capital letters.  He would have thought the lithe, coltish young girl with whom the woman had walked in would have been more to his taste, but no… Although he had to admit there was something about the way the girl was dressed which caused a stirring in his groin.  But then again he had to beware of such stirrings in his present condition, with his penis and scrotum all bottled up and under constant threat of spiny retribution for harbouring ‘thoughts and notions of an impure nature’.  

He had asked Miss Swanley what might constitute a thought or notion ‘of an impure nature’.  Not that he was being obtuse, just that so much of what Miss Swanley exposed him to within the course of one of her sessions seemed to him - with his relatively sheltered, deeply Christian background - to itself be steeped in impurity.   

He hadn’t intended to be impudent – he wouldn’t dare - nevertheless Miss Swanley had swatted his cheek with the palm of her hand; and it stung still!  Then she’d simply told him that the chastity device she was locking him into would be the judge of what constituted an impure thought.  It would, she said, if she left him in it long enough, ‘condition’ him against having such thoughts; at any rate it result in his being rendered unable to respond to those thoughts if and when they did arise; it would all depend on ‘circumstances’ and the ‘stimuli’ he was exposed to.  And when he complained, she’d simply pulled out another of her desk drawers and extracted a device which – as he remembered it – resembled the device his male member was presently locked inside of, but which was made of opaque soft plastic rather than being an open-mesh metal wire cage, and which had electrical wires and connections emanating from it.  He was lucky, she had told him.  This device, with its colour-coded wires and gold-plated connectors, was something she had purloined from the ‘clinic’ she worked at – or had worked at; he wasn’t sure.  

Miss Swanley often alluded to this ‘clinic’ – it was like a sort of ‘bogyman’ she employed to frighten and intimidate him.  Sometimes, as she told it, it sounded like she ran the place, at others as if she were speaking using the past tense and it was some establishment – perhaps a hospital - where she had been employed at some minor phase of her career, at still others she would be vague, alluding to secrecy as if she were referring to some place she shouldn’t, someplace decidedly unofficial and hidden away from public view.  Then there were those other occasions when, from Miss Swanley’s description of events, one would have been forgiven for thinking she was referring to some fantasy fetishistic ‘clinic’ - very much in inverted commas - wherein paying ‘clients’ would visit what were glorified ‘ladies of the night’ for ‘special treatment’.

He’d heard of such places as that latter scenario conjured up, through scandalous outraged headlines on newsstand placards; he wasn’t THAT sheltered!  Besides, when he’d answered the subtly-worded advertisement he’d come across – half-hidden in the back pages of his local paper, in the classified section under ‘personal services’ – wasn’t that partly the sort of scenario that had sort of sprung to mind, in a kind of less ambitious, seedier way?  Wasn’t it true he’d imagined his problem being tackled in the soft hand of some eye-pleasing young thing dressed in a kind of sexy, short-skirted ‘Carry-On’ film approximation of a nurses’ uniform?  The British comedy movie, ‘Carry On, Nurse’, had recently been on at the cinema  and… well…  And when he’d plucked up courage - something which had taken several weeks, and more than a couple of swigs pinched from his aunt’s gin bottle when she hadn’t been looking – when he’d ‘phoned the number, stumblingly spoken with Miss Swanley, and when she’d said she could ‘treat’ his ‘sexual tension’ by helping him focus his desires elsewhere?  

Well, what had he thought she meant?  He might have expected the form-fitting tight black leather skirt and close-fitting sweater or blouse combination Miss Swanley often wore, emphasising her high-breasted figure.  He might have expected the fine, seamed, ‘fully-fitted’ nylon stockings and high heels.  But he hadn’t expected the white doctor’s coat Miss Swanley habitually wore over the top – and he certainly hadn’t expected all the psycho-analysis stuff.  And if he’d expected a young attractive woman in a nurse’s uniform… Well the closest approximation to that particular vision he had ever seen in Miss Swanley’s presence, since commencing his visits here, had just come striding in through the door; and sour-faced, the uniformed children’s nanny was neither particularly young nor short-skirted.


CHAPTER 12

IN PUNITIVE DETENTION: CANED ALONGSIDE A MARRIAGEABLE GIRL DRESSED IN SCHOOL UNIFORM

Faced with all these conflicting images of this ‘clinic’ place conjured in his imagination he had begun to take its existence, whatever its form, with a pinch of salt.  But the device Miss Swanley had shown him earlier had not looked like some fantasy toy mock-up or Soho sex shop gizmo.  On the contrary; it had appeared to be a well-engineered piece of serious scientific medical kit.  The device – one of several, apparently - had been, she said, constructed for use in a small-scale study they (whoever ‘they’ were – she hadn’t elucidated) had conducted aimed at treating and combating ‘deviancy’ in sex offenders and some other group she euphemistically referred to as ‘others’.  

There were nothing as crude as pins and needles on the inside of this little beauty, he had been informed:  This little beast relied on precision-calibrated micro-pressure switches, electrical skin conductivity sensors and internal electrodes which could deliver graduated electric-shock-based ‘negative stimuli’ - by which she meant that the device was capable of delivering a range of painful, yet harmless, bursts of electrical discharges to the ‘subject’s’ genitals, which were variable in both frequency and amplitude.  This nameless clinical device came - she had told him, smiling – with a companion wand-like ‘anal probe’ which could either apply electrical stimulation through its tip to a region close to the subject’s prostate gland - which was pleasant and which could stimulate an penile erection - or alternatively it could apply a stronger shock higher up which would cause the anal sphincter muscles to contract painfully.  

He’d half-heard of something similar in connection with experimental attempts to ‘cure’ homosexuals in prison.  It had been a well-meaning intervention, one aimed at helping other’s - as yet without a conviction against their name - avoid receiving a criminal record by being able to seek medical attention for their condition… But hadn’t he read in the newspapers about how those types of studies had been outlawed, branded as ‘unethical’?  And the latter part of Miss Swanley’s explanation had sounded cruelly conflicting.  After all; wouldn’t stimulating a person’s so-called ‘erection centre’ - thus causing his penis to become erect - automatically lead to the arousal being detected by those micro-switch things she had spoken about and a electric-shock punishment being administered to the poor chap’s organ?  



Perhaps he had it wrong, maybe he’d misunderstood – he’d wanted to ask at the time; but he dare not!  And now all he was left with was his febrile, fertile imagination running wild, working overtime.                                  

At one point, as the party settled itself in the room, the over-abundant older of the two woman found some reason to pass close by where he was sitting, her expensive perfume and scented make-up both preceding and trailing her like an erotically head-spinning cloud, her stockings hissing together hypnotically.  And the young lad found his eyes being drawn irresistibly to where her large bottom oozed within the confines of her fitted skirt, somewhat heart-shaped despite its size.  

She seemed to turn away from him slightly as she passed, as if to make a point of bringing her behind close to his face, even, he fancied, bending slightly (he felt sure) to deliberately thrust her big womanly bottom out towards him; although how much of that was within his fevered imagination, driven to distraction by the vibrator throbbing between his buttocks, is open to question; and he certainly couldn’t tell.   All he knew was that despite himself, despite the way in which he once would have disregarded a woman of that age - perhaps as old, or older, than his own mother, God rest her soul - he almost fainted with desire.  And that was despite the knowledge that all that sensuous shaping and moulding was an artifice, the result of tight corseting or perhaps of a heavier-duty version of the type of roll-on girdle he knew from firsthand experience Miss Swanley had on at the moment.  

But the thought that underneath that tailored skirt might be some kind of heavyweight rubber or elastane girdle - perhaps of a type and style he had yet to encounter and which he couldn’t even begin to imagine - now drove him to distraction.  In fact even the thought of the girdle itself - even in the absence of the exuberantly womanly figure filling it out – the double-stitched reinforced seams, the diamond panels of silvery-white satinised elastic fabric, perhaps some arrangement of straps and buckles at the sides to further constrain all that bounteous flesh; all of that the seemed able to drive him delirious with desire, doubtless as a result of all the time he had spent with Miss Swanley, the way she had been moulding him, manipulating his desires.  

That latter thought alone was enough to remind him of just how dangerous he now considered Miss Swanley to be - and how important it was he now break away from her grasp; it was as if he had suddenly woken up…  But for now here he was, still clad in the ridiculous silver hotpants she made him wear for his ‘sessions’, still with a vibrating rubber phallus sticking out of his bottom, now with his manhood locked in a little pin-lined metal cage, and now under the scrutiny of others.  And it was surely hours after his session with Miss Swanley would ordinarily have ended.  And yet that last thought, that Miss Swanley could, and would, detain him from going about his everyday business – and make him pay extra out of his own pocket for the privilege - also somehow excited him.  

It was at that point the newly-arrived matronly woman had turned around and caught him staring at her broad backside; she had indeed bent slightly, stooping to retrieve a magazine from a pile Miss Swanley had put out.  She tut-tutted but said nothing, stepping towards him as she went to return to the other two of her group, the slightly younger tall woman and the young girl who were no standing at the coat rack and hat stand.  He quickly averted his eyes, feeling his cheeks blush almost painfully hot, but not before he saw her smile slightly and caught the glint in her eyes, a sparkling flash that seemed to say something about what SHE would do to him, what SHE would have him do for her, if he were in her hands.  And in that instant he knew that despite her big-bosomed, well-to-do, matronly appearance, here was a woman who could – and  would - make a young person such as himself, or even the young girl she had just come in with for that matter, do anything she so desired, however demeaning, however degrading.  

Suddenly, in his mind’s eye he was tucked over the woman's broad lap - as earlier he had lain over Miss Swanley’s lap - while she brought a leather strap, or perhaps a bedroom slipper (where the devil had that thought come from?), down hard across his bare buttocks over and over again.  Or she’d have him lying across her divan up in her bedroom, obliged to keep his arms folded across the small of his back, while she caned him remorselessly… perhaps while that young girl she was with, that pretty teenager, a girl perhaps of his own age, looked on – perhaps she would snigger, that young thing, as broken to tears, he would weep piteously under the onslaught; as he had at the hands of Miss Swanley earlier… 

But perhaps it would be the two of them, the girl and himself, being caned together, perhaps side by side… No, they’d be lying bent across the woman’s bed from opposite sides – the pretty teen and him - obliged to look in to each others eyes, perhaps holding hands, and each obliged to watch the other’s spirit being broken as their expressions changed, tears welled then fell in torrents and defiance crumbled, the woman taking it in turn to slash the cane across one pair of buttocks, then the other while that other woman who had come in with her, the one who looked like a nurse, looked on.  He’d have on his silver hotpants, with the rear drop-seat flap pulled down out of the way and the girl… the girl… Why, the girl would have on that dress she had just arrived in, that oddly outdated-looking school uniform summer dress, the skirt hem tucked in its belt – and they’d both be being caned (why?)… Because they’d both refused to perform some demeaning, degrading act on - or for - the woman, something so abhorrent that neither could bear to submit to it, despite having been obliged on many, many occasions to submit to giving pleasure in the manner he himself had been obliged to give pleasure to Miss Swanley earlier.  

And of course they’d both have been trained to work together for the woman’s satisfaction, he in his poofy sissy-boy hotpants emasculated by that pin-cushion cage thing his manhood and testicles were wrapped in and she, the teen girl, in that childish school frock, neutered in her own way by that device Miss Swanley had described, both denied their own release, denied their own sexuality.   She’d have the two of them kneeling side by side, each being guided by a dog leash attached to a dog’s collar locked around their throat and shuffling together between the woman’s hungry thighs, while, lounging back in a soft-cushioned easy chair, her legs spread as wide as the lower part of her girdle will allow, the woman would be awaiting the loving attentions of their twin tongues, just as Miss Swanley had made him crawl between her thighs, earlier in the day, making him lap at her fragrant damp crotch like a cat at its milk bowl.  No that woman would want something more, she’d want to use the two of them to far greater effect.  

But as to WHY they’d be being caned together, he now understood, his mind had formulated something, though not the sordid details – those, through blessed inexperience he could only guess at; he now saw the two of them, the girl an himself, shuffling behind her on their knees, their hands cuffed tightly behind their backs, both their heads bowed in the sort submission that only comes from countless stepwise spirit-crushing defeats.  And what they’d be facing together would be yet another one of those steps, designed to strip the pair of them of yet another layer of self-respect and dignity… Up ahead a toilet or bathroom door would be ajar, alongside it, holding the door open, might be that nurse-like woman who had arrived with the stout woman and the girl, a big thick white rubber apron – like the aprons the women wore at the high street store’s fish counter – over her navy-blue dress… and then what?… they’d pull back, try to scramble away from the unknown horror… but it’d have something to do with bodily functions – and the woman’s pleasure…  And he couldn’t imagine more.  

The woman’s way to get the most from them, the best, most pleasurable, indulgent, way his subconscious could conjure for her to employ two tongues, would be for one of them to have his or her face pressed between the woman’s thighs and the other to have their tongue up between her bottom cheeks delivering the sort of wonderful spine tingling sensations he was presently wriggling his bottom around to, dancing to the rhythm of the anal vibrator’s teasing.  But they’d have done that countless times for her – the cane could make a person do anything, wielded in the right hands.  And the woman would be standing, legs spread and hands on hips… in much the way she was presently standing in front of him… And it’d be his turn to be around the back, his nose pressed between her bottom cheeks, his tongue lapping around her anus… And she’d have him so trained, so conditioned – to use a word Miss Swanley was fond of - he’d be aroused by the shame of it, and excited and becoming erect… His penis would be beginning to swell against all those prickling needle-sharp steel pins lining the interior of that ‘anti-masturbation’ device his member was locked in…And the pain would be building…and…and…  



He suddenly found himself in agony, his penis, partially swollen within its pin-lined penitentiary, already beginning to subside as he forced himself to concentrate on something else, consciously blocking out the sight of the high heels and nylon stockings pausing in front of him, the smell of the woman’s perfume and cosmetics, and replacing the image with something he abhorred, that bothered him most about Miss Swanley’s ‘treatment’… 

Deliberately he focussed his mind on the memory of one of the homoerotic images in the magazine Miss Swanley had made him look at, on the photograph which had worried him the most, the one in which a guy dressed as a woman in a frilly French maid’s uniform was sucking another guy’s cock… That was the word Miss Swanley had used, cock; it had been while she had been stroking her fingers up and down his own cock… up and down, up and down, up and down… he’d been so close when it had stopped, his cock so hard, throbbing… and…and…  

He was becoming erect again, the pin-prick needling pain actually making him harder… He stared down at his feet in an effort to regain control, thankful that at least curled up in its short stubby steel prison as it was, his penis didn’t protrude out through the elasticated opening in the front of his hotpants; indeed there was a flap at the front which buttoned over the opening which doubled his security.  And if he sat still, didn’t draw attention to it, the phallic vibrator jutting out from his rear couldn’t be seen, not from the front, although sitting did involve leaning forwards slightly so that the stubby protrusion poked out through the narrow gap between the chair’s seat and its back.  

For a moment he prayed to God the vibrator’s humming couldn’t be heard.  And he was sure it couldn’t – not unless someone was close up.  But the stout yet curvaceous woman WAS close up; he could see her expensive fine-denier stockings, surprisingly neat and shapely ankles, and those glossy high heels.  And he HAD been drawing attention to himself, wriggling his bottom in his seat.  But what could he do?  He couldn’t help it… the sight of the woman’s large bottom, the thought of her in her heavyweight girdle, of being placed in her hands, under her care - as he now imagined that young girl must surely be in her grasp in some manner or other… And then there were those delicious sensations in his bottom, the vibrator buzzing away, the vibrator’s bulbous head pushing in and out, in and out… like… like being fucked up the arse… That last though made him freeze, made him shudder – and for the moment he regained control, felt the needle-sharp pain recede as his semi-erection subsided.  But the woman was so close now… so, so close…


CHAPTER 13

HUMILIATION WRIT LARGE

To his utter mental distress the woman leaned across, him, her rich erotically musky perfume filling his nose, placing one hand on the wall over his head to balance herself so as to get a better look down the back. As she did so part of the frontage of her tight skirt brushed his cheek, then the out curving of her belly brushed his nose through the fabric of her skirt - and he swore to himself, convinced himself, that he could smell the scented rubber of her girdle.  

He knew now she was staring right down the back of his chair, the wobbling outer end of the vibrator jutting from his bottom clear for her to see – and as his cheeks burned red with shame, so did he feel the cage device again tightening its needling grip; indeed, the vibrator seemed almost to have redoubled its efforts at stimulating his prostate gland… he would have sworn it had speeded up!  He gasped, first in pleasure, then in pain as one or two of the sharper of the needles pierced the sensitive flesh around his shaft.  She didn’t say anything but brushed his cheek gently with her lily-soft fingers as she straightened up to move away, running two of her fingers over his lips as she moved off – and he was assaulted by yet another barrage of spiked pain as despite his best efforts he responded, his tortured penis again hardening within the constriction of its spiked cage.  

Quickly searching for another focus all he managed was to alight on the notion, the possibility that the girl the woman had brought in with her, all prim and proper in her modest school frock, was indeed somehow under her control in much the same manner as he himself was under Miss Swanley’s control.  That notion only made it worse and he blocked it from his mind, convincing himself there was nothing untoward going on here, that it was just a case of Miss Swanley acting in her professional role as a ‘behaviourist’ or ‘behavioural therapist’.  After all, as he understood it ‘patients’ such as himself (and he assumed there were others) were just a sort of ‘hobby’ – or perhaps there was simply not enough money in being a straight ‘behavioural therapist’… or perhaps… perhaps… Miss Swanley herself got some sort of ‘kick’ from it all.  

Even in his own mind he could hardly dare frame the thought.  Did women harbour such perversions?  But then again, hadn’t he heard her say as much on the phone earlier?  And hadn’t she used him to her own ends, sexually?  And in a most demeaning manner?  And would she risk having him on show in this humiliating way, in his ‘queer-boy’ silver hotpants, if this were all conventional and above board?  Unless… unless… Unless she had told these clients of hers beforehand what to expect, probably that he was a gravely disturbed, yet quite safe, patient whom she was treating out the kindness of her heart to prevent him shaming and convicting himself and whose male rape-victim fantasies were driving him to the edge of exposing his true nature… which of course would get him arrested, given Britain’s draconian homosexuality laws.  

He had no idea where that thought had popped up from – and somehow the thought of Miss Swanley having branded him a fetishistic homosexual was even more humiliating than being seen dressed as he was, let alone that one of the party now knew about the vibrator stuffed up his bottom.  But at the same time it did provide him with a get-out clause to escape from his spiralling fantasies, if all was indeed as clear cut as it first seemed.  And really, all that stuff which had been running through his brain was ridiculous – such things didn’t happen; and besides, the girl looked like butter wouldn’t melt, and the other woman, the slightly younger woman: well, she looked to be professionalism personified.  With all that clear in his mind, the tumult between his thighs began yet again to subside, the prickling discomfort easing as once again he regained control of his emotions.  One thought  struck him, though:  If he could summon the courage to overcome his shame and humiliation at the position he was in, he could call out, draw attention to his predicament and involve the relevant authorities in his situation.  But if they thought he was some kind of fantasist…  

He’d thought of seeking help before – professional help - as he found himself being drawn deeper and deeper in to Miss Swanley’s web of lord knows what.  But she had begun taking photographs by then, what she said were incriminating ‘queer boy’ photographs she’d be only too pleased to share around the gutter press and which would get him locked up - and more than likely kill his aged aunt, once she saw the story plastered all over the front page of one of those lurid Sunday publications.  Since then bit by bit she’d tightened her grip, having him write ‘diagnostic confessionals’ in his own hand, at first fairly tame, but then getting more and more explicit, lurid, even obscene.  

Of course he often refused.  But at each step he had been threatened with the result of the previous step - and then made to bend for the cane or Miss Swanley’s horsewhip, or that oiled leather strap she kept in her desk… And if he didn’t submit to being disciplined in that manner?  Well, it would be simplicity itself to pop a couple of his earlier efforts in an manila envelope - perhaps alongside a couple of the less incriminating yet still embarrassing and socially damaging photographs – and slip it somewhere it might be found, perhaps through his letter box when his aunt was in or left lying somewhere around his place of work.  

Miss Swanley now had in her nefarious, controlling hands what amounted to a day-by-day diary, detailing all sorts of fictional trysts between himself and various men and boys – and in the most intimate, filth-engrained detail imaginable.  Some of what he had been made to write, some of the acts she’d made him describe, had actually made him feel physically sick at the time of writing – but still he’d written them.  He only had himself to blame for being so weak, Miss Swanley herself was always saying that.  But a hard caning from Miss Swanley – one of her really hard ones – could make anybody sign or write anything… anybody; he was sure of that!  And if, God forbid, for any reason his handwriting was not up to scratch, he’d catch it!  Miss Swanley would have him write the whole piece out again and again in his finest hand until she was satisfied - and of course there would be a repeat of the caning or strapping each time a piece was rejected.  

In the early days the pieces were mostly romantic, poetic things Miss Swanley would dictate, pacing up and down like a Victorian schoolteacher, sometimes tapping her cane or horsewhip against her tight leather skirt, or if in her underwear (if warm she sometimes like to discard her skirt, blouse and slip), perhaps slapping her leather tawse against her rubberised girdle or the boned, reinforced corselet she sometimes wore.   More recently – now that the content had grown more explicit - he was expected to apply his own imagination, creating an entire tale of homosexual debauchery from scratch, detailing tastes, smells textures, sensations – and all of it gleaned from the underground magazines and books she made him study; he was presently mercifully free of having experienced the real thing.   

But Miss Swanley was clever, often drawing up her chair and taking her seat alongside him as he stood writing at her desk, the vibrator forever buzzing away in his bottom.  As his imagination struggled to construct all these thankfully unfamiliar scenes and experiences, his mind wrestled ungainly with introducing sufficient eroticism to keep Miss Swanley happy - and so avoid feeling the bite of her cane across his bottom - so she would draw her painted, filed fingernails up and down the underside of his penis, keeping him rock–hard, throbbing and yearning while he painted pictures in words on the page before him.  

Sometimes, if Miss Swanley considered he was doing particularly well or she liked the direction the tale he was writing was going, she would let him know so by gently curling her slender fingers all the way around his manhood and slowly working her hand back and forth.  On some such occasions she might simultaneously reach behind him with her other hand, tucking a couple of her fingers through the opening in the seat of his skin-tight hotpants, wriggling them in past the protruding vibrator and gently tickling him around his anus, stretched wide by the bulbous sex toy, or along that sensitive tract of skin between the anus and the root of the penis.  And she would coax, she would whisper things; things he’d rather not remember, specially give how aroused she’d have him at the time:  

“… That’s it, my little sissy boy, you let it all out; tell me all those delicious fantasies running through your head; you just confess all those things you have been doing in the week, all those young boys you have bummed…”  

The thoughts of those words, even in recollection, made him shudder; the fact that at the time his erect penis had been swaying over the page trickling pearly drops of pre-cum (as Miss Swanley described it) here and there making the ink run, made him feel as if an ice-cold steel blade were being run through his mortal soul, slicing it from his body. 

“Oh!...  REALLY?  Oh, I LIKE that bit… the part about the toilets on the heath… Oh, but what a brazen little hussy you really are… A complete stranger pushing his big fat cock through a hole in the cubicle side wall… and you’ve just bent over and impaled yourself on it; without a word you’ve just pulled your bum cheeks apart and taken it up the arse... And was it nice… did it feel like this?”  Cringing inside he remembered how this was the moment of his deepest shame, how this was the moment Miss Swanley had begun wriggling the vibrator in his bottom, simultaneously twisting the concentric ring around its base which controlled both the intensity and frequency of the vibrations and the depth of  penetration of its piston-action head.  “Yes, that’s it, isn’t it?  That’s how it felt… Tell me how it felt…tell me it is true…come on: IS it true?  It is, isn’t it?...”  

Hazily he remembered adding some sort of description to the page, equating the experience of being what Miss Swanley crudely referred to as ‘being bummed’ to the tingling and frighteningly satisfying pummelling sensations being created by the vibrator in his bottom.  He remembered how even as his pen had settled back down on the page so Miss Swanley had begun to more rapidly run her fingers up and down his shaft, bringing him breathlessly closer and closer to culmination.  Then of course - like so many countless times before - just as his penis began to twitch, just as he felt sure he could feel the magma rising to the surface, bubbling and boiling with lust just below the surface… she pulled her hand away!!!  But to his eternal shame this time, this occasion he was recalling, had been different – and he felt his face burning as it came back to him…


CHAPTER 14

A DOMESTICATED, MANAGEABLE GIRL IS MADE NOT BRED

He fervently wished he could cover his face in some way, perhaps pretend to be wiping his brow.  But he knew Miss Swanley might see; she was pottering around all too near, her professional-looking white nylon doctor’s coat unbuttoned and swishing around her tight tweed skirt and the white satin blouse she wore and which seemed to be straining to accommodate her impressively high bustline.   Miss Swanley had told him he was to sit still and upright throughout, keeping his hands crossed in his lap.  The latter, she had told him, was as much as anything to disguise the bulge in his shorts caused by the locked wire cage encasing his genitals; and he didn’t want THAT to come to light, now, did he?        

In particular he didn’t want the young girl who was with the group to see him blushing; he wanted to somehow ‘tough it out’, perhaps make light of it with a smile, as if it were some sort of joke or he were in fancy-dress.  Although that would never work if Miss Swanley had told them he was some sort of mental defective.  On the other hand, it was unlikely the girl had been told that; she looked too young.  Or rather she had looked too young at first sight, when first they had walked in, the three women and the girl.  But then, at that time, all he’d taken in was a crestfallen, glum expression, downcast eyes set in a bleached-out near porcelain complexion as pale as the older women’s face was tanned; and of course the school dress.  He hadn’t even taken in her hair colour – although from her complexion anyone would assume she was blonde; and blond was how he saw her.  But in actual fact he now realised not a strand of hair was showing below the cloth beret-like hat the girl was wearing.  

The latter was in a sort of non-descript dark greenish-blue, had some sort of cloth badge sewn at the front and which was kept in place by tight white elastic which, passing over and around the rear of the girl’s ears before passing under her chin and tending to make her ears stick out.  A school blazer of the same colour was fully buttoned - all four buttons being done up despite the particularly warm, stuffy spell of late - and was trimmed along just about every edge - lapels, collar, pockets, cuffs, long the bottom and up the front and even around the buttonholes - with a piping of a rich glossy ribbon-like fabric of the same greenish-blue diagonally-striped with old-gold, making it look like a blue and gold barley twist.  A brief circle of fabric, vividly striped with that same darkish green-blue, expanded outwards from beneath the confines of the bottom of the blazer, its hem rustling around long bare coltish legs at mid thigh, certainly little lower than that, its front fastened by three, perhaps four, chunky, semi-transparent, glassy-looking plastic buttons.  

The upper part of what was obviously a school uniform summer dress could be seen framed between the smartly-ironed lapels of the blazer, where two more of the ungainly yet practical glassy greyish buttons could be seen, with a third employed in fastening the high, snowy-white Peter Pan style collar just below the jut of the girl’s neat chin.  The dress collar too benefited from a curling piping of that diagonally-striped edging fabric, although here it seemed not as glossy, somehow making an institution garment seem even more institutional, somehow even more impersonal.  

That the close-fitting, high-buttoning and undoubtedly over-warm collar was uncomfortably tight about the girl’s slim throat could be seen in the way she kept moving her head around, but also in the way she seemed obliged to keep her chin up, despite looking as if she wished the ground would open up to swallow her whole.  The neat, seemingly overly-dainty white cotton gloves on her hands just finished off the look nicely, adding that final touch of repression and restraint; they looked like something a young girl might wear as part of a bridesmaid outfit or with a communion frock.   

The girl had, he now observed, the most tremendously long, long legs – made to appear more so by the school frock’s brief hem – not just coltish legs but skater’s legs, tapering up from tiny-looking ankles by comparison to full, promising thighs.  Pure virginal-white nylon knee socks emerged from flat-soled plastic T-bar ankle-strap shoes that each fastened with a bright silver buckle and which were the same colour as the blazer and dress.  Even the tops of the socks, childish enough one might think in any case, had benefited from an extra, institutional touch, as if  someone had found it necessary to make the statement that these were not ordinary, everyday - if perhaps overly juvenile – socks; these had nothing to do with choice, nor the girl’s taste nor fashion sense – poor or otherwise.  

These were regulation socks, part of a uniform, a school uniform, a very strict school uniform – surely the uniform of a school with equally strict standards of discipline to match, if such a senior looking girl could be made to wear such juvenile looking items.  The latter statement could practically be read in the finishing touches; a goodly length of ribbon, diagonally striped in the school colours and of the same pattern as that used in all the fancy trims and piping elsewhere, had been threaded in and out all around the ribbed tops, terminating in two free ends each side which crossed each like short ribbon tassels on the outsides of the girls calves and which fluttered in the breeze, catching the eye, as she moved around.  

In short it looked as if there had been some regulation or stipulation applied governing every inch of the girl’s attire, from the soles of her juvenile-looking school pumps to the top of that floppy beret, as if in an attempt to completely swamp any attempt at personal expression, block any and every avenue that might be explored to ring the changes.  It was that impersonalised image, he now realised, which he had seen as she’d been manoeuvred in.  At first – or even second – glance, all he’d seen was the school uniform; and his conscious mind had instantly written her off simply as a schoolgirl, no more; and a young preparatory or primary school girl at that, perhaps twelve, thirteen tops, and even then he’d expect her to be somewhat red-faced over those socks; the socks somehow looked more suitable for the kindergarten.  He’d somehow completely overlooked the fact that even in her flat-as-a-pancake school shoes she still stood slightly taller than the elder of the two women she was with, and who was in heels.  

And now with the lass standing side on to him he could hardly miss the fact that the lapels of her blazer, despite its expensive-looking tailoring, possessed a distinctly outwardly-angled appearance, the upper part of the jacket’s frontage curving gently outwards and then in again above the tight buttoning and accommodating what looked to be a quite substantial bust.  Similarly the lower part of her blazer tended to spread, almost peplum-like over a noticeable swelling of the hips, and from his side-on view he could see a promisingly curvaceous shelving effect in the way the skirt of her school frock fell at the rear.  

These were all features quite well-disguised by the school uniform; in that the cut of the blazer played down the bustline, the tiny anklet socks, while drawing attention to the girl’s willowy tallness - and doubtless raising a few titters from passers by, and blushes from the girl, along the way - drew the eye away from the swell of her hips and bottom, as did the fullness of the short-skirted school frock.  Put her in a breast binder or corsetry designed to reduce the bustline, and had she been shorter in stature – even the height of the woman who had brought her in - she would indeed have passed for a child in the latter part of a preparatory school.  Much of the rest of the effect was due as much as anything to the power of expectation; you saw a school uniform, and all things being equal you saw a schoolgirl.  

Whether the cut and design of the uniform had been deliberate in that way or the effect had come about by chance, he couldn’t possibly know.  How old she was in truth, he still couldn’t gauge.  But he did know that at least in his subconscious mind all those biologically-mature curves had registered as soon as she had entered; why else would she have slotted in to his fantasising the way she had?  In fact the latter now worried him in case she did turn out to be as juvenile as she looked, sexually developmentally precocious as it is called.  There were words that applied to chaps like that, chaps who pursued young girls, bad words;  words he knew Miss Swanley would use against him if she knew what had been going through his mind.  

He’d have to be very careful where his imagination went, take his eyes of that girl’s curves.  The trouble was; there was just something about that conflicting mix of sexually mature womanhood juxtaposed against that initial impression he’d had of a coy, disciplined schoolgirl… a STRICTLY disciplined schoolgirl… perhaps…perhaps… lying across that stout corseted woman’s lap, knickers around her knees being spanked… no… strapped… yes, strapped with the kind of oiled leather tawse Miss Swanley used on him…  Hmmm… Knickers around her knees – or around her ankles, around those silly little kindergarten knee socks with their pretty little fluttering nylon ribbons.  School knickers? He wondered suddenly for no particular reason.  Would she have on some sort of special school knickers under that unflattering school uniform frock?  Did those strict, oh so strict, rigidly straight-laced school uniform regulations, rules and stipulations extend to her underwear...? 

The sharp sting of the spiked penis corset (as he’d decided for some reason Miss Swanley’s ‘chastity device’ or ‘masturbation-trainer’ should be called ) forced his mind quickly off the uniformed schoolgirl’s attributes - as it was supposed to - and forced him in desperation to once more reach out for some sort of imagery to cool his ardour.  And once again he alighted on that homoerotic imagery, for some reason the latest piece Miss Swanley had made him compose himself, off the top of his head.  

He had been standing there, writing at her office desk, and she had been seated beside him.  Pleased with what he’d written she’d vamped up the rate and amplitude of the vibrator he’d had sticking out of his bottom – just as he had now – bringing him to fever pitch with her velvet-soft hand stroking up and down his pulsating manhood while he wrote some revolting homosexual nonsense about having been ‘bummed’ by a stranger in a public convenience in a park (or was it on the heath – Hampstead Heath was notorious for such goings-on’s).  Then, typically - just as he was on the verge of exploding - as so often before she’d pulled her hand away.  But this was still that incident that had made his face blaze to such an extent when he had recalled it a few moments previously; that occasion when things had turned out differently.  And it really had been to his eternal shame.  In fact he could already feel his face blazing as scarlet as a car’s rear brake lights as the memory returned… He felt sure the girl would notice now… 

No!  It was hurting – already.  The pins - as sharp as glass splinters – were again pricking and piercing the skin all around the full girth of his penis as it engorged; he had to get his mind off the girl… and the idea of her getting her pert bottom tenderised over the lap of the elder of the two women… AND whatever the lass’s underwear might or might not consist of… For heaven’s sake - he told himself - he could be fantasising over a very young girl, for all he knew, a far too young a girl.  How could he tell?  

…So, there he had been, fountain pen still poised above the paper - the ‘diary’ Miss Swanley was making him write - teetering on the verge; and on the verge of tears if truth be known.  Not tears of pain – although there had been plenty of those that session – but tears of frustration, humiliation and the deepest, darkest shame he’d ever known.  He had felt he was ready to do anything for release - and Miss Swanley had known that.  The woman was nothing if not perceptive; besides, she’d set it up that way; and she knew what she was doing.   He’d written all this queer homosexual stuff both to please her, and to avoid punishment – a point he felt conflicted on (something else she was good at – making him feel conflicted).  Miss Swanley had known well it had all been a fabrication – of course she did; she’d told him to make something up from his imagination.  But then she had wanted him to ‘admit’ it had all been true all along – verbally!  And then she had drawn her nails along the underside of his penis, just as his thick veiny rod had just barely ceased twitching – and he’d found himself crying out in the affirmative:  “Yes, yes… it’s true…it’s all true!”  But it wasn’t, of course it wasn’t: and he’d sworn to God that it wasn’t, under his breath.  

Yet even that hadn’t been enough, not for Miss Swanley.  She’d drawn her hand away one more time; now she wanted him to recount the mythical experience in his own words with his eyes closed, while she read along with his account, crosschecking its veracity against what he had written as he went.  And as he mumbled away red-faced, so she had resumed her skilful knowledgeable manipulation of his manhood, running her fingers up and down his pulsating shaft faster and faster.  

Then, gripping his cock in a rough approximation of the sex act, just as his story culminated so she made him culminate also, going in to a frenzy of wrist jerking while simultaneously turning up the vibrator embedded in his bottom to its maximum setting.  Jerking back her hand one final time he remembered she had simultaneously directed the resulting pearly-white spray at the pages lying open on the desktop.  “What a good boy…” she’d said, “but oh dear, look what you’ve done all over your diary, you silly little homo – that’ll stick the pages together” she’d laughed “I expect it was the thought of that guy’s cock fucking you up the bottom that did it… I ask you: what a queen!” she’d giggled, putting the emphasis on that last word ‘queen’ and allowing a faintly mocking tone to enter her voice.  

But he hadn’t felt like laughing, not when still filled with that guilty sense of remorse which so often followed in the immediate aftermath of release, he had been treated to Miss Swanley rubbing her hands together in poorly disguised glee and expanding on how the authorities, the prosecutors, loved to find evidence of semen stains in such circumstances.  Apparently, to a jury it set the seal.  There was nothing to quite match the police having uncovered some sort of autobiographical confessional of perversion or sheaves of pornographic material stained and glued together with the outpourings of male lust when it came to validating evidence of an individual’s guilt.  

Of course, a pair of frilly women’s knickers or other item of lingerie found crispy, yellowed and soiled with the evidence of long-term multiple emissions was often the icing on the cake.  And the latter was the angle the popular press most liked to grab hold of, along with all that even seedier stuff about hanging around in men’s public toilets in parks and of strategically sited holes drilled or burrowed through toilet cubical walls.  It brought home to him, a chill running down his spine, the number of times Miss Swanley had brought him to climax with a pair of her old lace-trimmed satin French knickers wrapped around his cock, careful to catch his spurting deep within the scrunched fabric, the soft silk satin fibres soaking up the goo like a sponge.  He didn’t doubt the various items of women’s underwear Miss Swanley had put to use in a similar role were stashed away somewhere, waiting to be ‘discovered’ along with his journal, or some part of it, if he ever was to step out of line.  And then he would be branded, forever!  

And just to put a seal on the matter, Miss Swanley had stepped back and snapped a few photographs of the scene, of him standing there with semen still dripping from his rapidly deflating organ, the stringy beading thread drooling down on the diary pages like a long strand of sticky cobweb.  “Urgh!  Filthy!”  She’d added, snapping away with the little brown and cream plastic Kodak Brownie she kept in her desk, an expression of sickened disdain creasing her otherwise stunning features.              

It wasn’t fair:  He wasn’t a ‘homo’; he wasn’t ‘queer’, a ‘poof’ or ‘Nancy boy’, as she claimed.  Yes he was not a very big built lad.  And yes, it was true that with his thick mop of Shirley Temple curls, if he let it get too long - and it fell into ringlets - he could look a little bit ‘girly’. But he liked girls - not boys!   He liked women - not men!  And sometimes a little too much; that was why he had come to Miss Swanley in the first place.  That had been his problem; becoming overexcited in the presence of his girlfriend, ‘spending his load’ too quickly, in fact so quickly that…Well, the poor girl never had a chance – nine times out of ten it would happen, he would let go, before he even got close to her.  Sometimes just putting the condom on would be enough.  

Yes, it was true she was his first girl, and true he’d never actually managed it with her – not as such.  And it was also true his girlfriend had been getting jittery about their relationship because of it.  But he loved her and she was his girlfriend.  All of which went to explain why he’d worked so hard at complying with Miss Swanley and her demands.  And in the beginning it had been working, he’d been getting so much better.  But part of the treatment had always involved keeping his girlfriend at arm’s length; so thus far she had yet to benefit.  But she was still hanging in there, so he did still have a girl friend… 

He stopped himself mid stream… the realisation striking him like a hammer blow.  It was all past tense… He’d had a girlfriend, he corrected himself, he didn’t have a girlfriend; or rather he wouldn’t have a girlfriend much longer, not once the letter breaking off their relationship, which Miss Swanley had made him write earlier, reached her.  And it had been a very nasty, very acidic letter indeed Miss Swanley had dictated to him.  Unless… unless of course he could get the letter back off Miss Swanley somehow before she got the chance to post it or, failing that, he could get to his girlfriend’s house in time to somehow intercept the letter.  But it was all filled with this notion of ‘somehow’, all so very vague; he could not come up with any specifics for either scenario.  And the former, the idea of retrieving the letter before it reached the post-box, was not tenable in any case; Miss Swanley would simply retaliate by letting some part of this damming, incriminating diary she’d been having him write leak out where it would do the most damage…  So it had to be the latter, he would have to arrange to be at his girlfriend’s home when the letter arrived; it would be a close-run thing, but it could be done; for now it gave him hope… But hope could so easily, so cruelly be dashed; he knew this instinctively; it had happened often enough. 

At least all this worried, troubled deliberation had achieved one thing; his partial, painfully restrained, erection had subsided, all thoughts of matters erotic, sensual and / or sexual having for the time being been sent fleeing from his mind.  How long would that last for?  He would see.  It helped that he’d managed now to banish all those inappropriate notions and fantasies which had flashed into his mind when the group had first walked in, having now decided that although a little odd – what with the presence of the uniformed children’s nanny and all – it was all above board and was just Miss Swanley acting in her day-to-day professional role (which he hadn’t really appreciated) as a ‘behaviourist’ (whatever that entailed).  

He decided that the young girl in the school uniform must be suffering from some kind of behavioural problem, despite what on the surface seemed an attitude of apparent resigned docility.  The children’s nurse was obviously a sign of smaller children or a baby in tow, although the woman’s lack of urgency in leaving to attend to her charges was a puzzle.  With all this in mind - and while still trying to remain as invisible as a young lad dressed in silver hotpants sitting slightly bent over on a straight-backed chair could – he watched the proceedings unfold through a series of  furtive sideways glances, all the time still making out to be staring at his hands folded in his lap.

As he looked on, Miss Swanley, her white doctor’s coat flapping open as she moved, came across to greet the group, smiling broadly with undisguised delight as, lips pouting with indignation the young girl addressed a low curtsy to her, the girl placing one foot behind the other and bending her knee while simultaneously averting her eyes and demurely dropping her chin.  The apparently traditionally-styled school summer dress the girl was wearing terminating halfway down her plump thighs as it did, the youth was treated to a glimpse of satiny-white, almost glossy, knicker fabric and tight flesh-dimpling leg elastic before she rose from her humbling genuflection, clasping her white-gloved hands meekly in front of her, one across the other, as if in the presence of royalty.  Placing her hands on the girl’s shoulders, much to the young lad’s surprise, Miss Swanley matter-of-factly, wordlessly planted a gentle kiss on the girl’s forehead in response by way of greeting.  

Seeing the girl in close proximity to Miss Swanley for the first time brought home just how tall the girl really was for her age (whatever age that was – he was still making assumptions) - nearly as tall as Miss Swanley was in her high heels.  Still resting her palms Miss Swanley looked straight past the girl, over the girl’s shoulder at the elder of the two women standing behind her, the busty heavy-hipped woman presently busy divesting herself of the red-brown fox fur:  With its sinister looking claws intact the fur looked almost like a taxidermist’s sample draped around the woman’s neck or a strategically placed lapdog, he thought, pondering for an instant just what sort of woman would wear a fur stole on a summer’s day – even in Britain.  As he watched, trying to look disinterested, not to be noticed (any more than he had been already), he saw Miss Swanley smile: “And how’s our little miscreant’s behaviour been since our last chat Mrs……?”  Miss Swanley enquired her voice ingratiating, almost syrupy.

“Things were a little… shall we say… sticky at the start of the week, Adelaide – and we did have a little fuss before leaving home today – but overall she’s been far more contrite… more what I think you would describe as ‘malleable’ in terms of her attitude towards those in authority.”  The woman’s voice was very much cut-glass; perhaps not so much cut-glass as honeyed fine lead crystal, stirred around with the proverbial silver spoon; an old-money voice, a voice dripping with the kind of drawn-out affectations a woman of her class would likely have refined through several years steeped in the humanities at an Oxbridge ladies’ college by way of a prestigious Swiss finishing school, and an elite private education before that.  

Her smile was wide and generous, her eyes sparkling - and seeming to sparkle even more as terms such as ‘contrite’, ‘malleable’ and ‘attitude towards those in authority’ rolled off her tongue:  At Miss Swanley’s next words her eyes seemed to sparkle all the more – and then those dark chocolate pools positively blazed when Miss Swanley asked the next question of her, growing coaly black and incandescent with something he couldn’t quite put his finger, something akin to ill-disguised passion, as she answered in the affirmative.

“I see you’ve taken her along to the school outfitters I recommended.”  Miss Swanley commented “She’s a good little seamstress, Miss Orsted is - if getting a little long in the tooth now.  Her sister and she really understand the requirements, more importantly how those requirements can change once a girl is being home-schooled rather than being in mainstream education.”  She went on.  Then, as casually as if passing the time of day, Miss Swanley tacked on the question: “Tell me… Have you had to use corporal punishment in any form, particularly today?”   The other woman gazing back at her quizzically, Miss Swanley decided it would be wise to further qualify her query, adding quickly:  “…other than for her scheduled procedural spanking I mean…  I take it you are still putting her across your lap twice daily?”  

Earwigging, the tousle-haired youth felt his pulse quicken.  Had he not known Miss Swanley as well as he did, he would have naturally assumed her to be joking.  As it was, he was still not entirely sure he wasn’t being made the butt of some elaborate prank or jest carried out for the amusement of all concerned - and at his expense.  But something about the seriousness of Miss Swanley’s facial expression, the way her smile looked as if on the verge of waning, and the uncomfortable awkwardness written across the other woman’s face, told him neither woman was joking.  

And as if further confirmation were needed, he saw the pretty young thing’s face ignite like a petrol-soaked rag, a blazing fire-iron-red blush spreading like spilt artist’s colours from her dimpled fresh-faced cheeks to the whole of her pale china-doll features, painting her entire face in a vivid shade of shamed scarlet.  He watched as the girl’s cornflower-blue eyes, welled up like morning dew gathering within nests of petals, saw her furtively glance across in his direction, while nervously she began to gnaw on her fleshy full lower lip, the faint worry lines furrowing her brow shadowed by her felt school hat.  

Whatever was going on here, jest or not, there was clearly precious little humour in it as far as the girl was concerned.  Momentarily their eyes met and he saw her blush deepen to a dark beetroot at her cheeks as she rapidly averted her gaze, as if by a hair-trigger reflex born of many such moments and encounters in the past.  He felt certain he saw her shoulders shudder as if stifling a sob, perhaps a couple of tear drops tumble down a red-hot cheek; he heard her sniff, watched her instinctively bring a cotton-gloved hand up to her face, as one does when one’s nose becomes blocked…

“Hands back to your sides if you please, child; Miss Swanley is speaking…  Sorry about that Miss Swanley.”  

It was the younger woman in the nurse-styled children’s nanny uniform, whom he still thought looked a little like a district nurse.  Her voice flowed like a soft confection left out in the sun yet had a no-nonsense firmness to it running like an undercurrent just below the surface, her lilting Devon or Gloucestershire west country village tones coloured by a note of authority; just sufficient gravitas to obtain the desired result, but no more.  It was a gentle voice, a coaxing voice, but one which he sensed could harden at a moment’s notice if required to deliver an admonishment; it was noteworthy how contritely the girl dropped her arm back to her side in response, her face seeming to burn an even brighter shade of red, if that were at all possible.      

“That’s all right.  Instilling good discipline takes time…” Miss Swanley was smiling approvingly at the uniformed woman “…I’m sure she’ll learn…”  She momentarily turned her attention to the girl herself adding:  “…won’t you dear” and planting another tender, almost motherly kiss on the girl’s forehead.  Then, with that tiny acknowledgment of the girl’s presence, Adelaide Swanley turned her attention back to the two women standing behind the girl.     

Miss Swanley still had her palms resting on the girl’s shoulders and was once again looking past the red-faced girl as if she wasn’t there, still waiting for the answer to her question regarding the use of corporal punishment and the application of what she had termed ‘procedural spanking’.  Behind the girl’s back the other, elder, woman seemed to shift her weight uncomfortably as she answered.  The younger woman in the Norland Nanny uniform smiled sheepishly (he thought) as she fiddled with the clasp fastening her chocolate brown nurses’ cape at her neck before slipping the summer-weight cape off her shoulders, its glossy light brown lining catching the light: awaiting her chance to hang it on the coat stand, for the time being she was content to fold the short cape over her arm.

“Well, to be honest; she hasn’t been very happy about wearing her new school uniform and we did have a little fuss before leaving home today, which I dealt with as you suggested, with a few swats from the back of my hairbrush across her bottom – and I then backed it up with the threat… no, the promise… that any more fuss and I’d use it across the backs of her thighs, where it would show.  That seemed to do the trick.”  

The busty, overdressed woman smiled as she spoke, her dark eyes twinkling with undisguised excitement like a child at Christmas, yet her voice revealing just a hint of uncertainty as she continued:  

“I do have to admit to having fallen back on a certain degree of compromise, in that I did decide in the end to allow her to wear her blazer over the top of her school dress; but only with the strict proviso that she kept it fully buttoned up at all times.”

Miss Swanley nodded her approval: 

“I think that is perfectly acceptable on this occasion, just as long as you impress upon her that it is your decision and not hers that counts…  And the procedural spankings?”

“Hand spanking, twice per day – just as you suggested, Adelaide – half a dozen before bed and half a dozen immediately upon waking…”

Miss Swanley nodded, her smile broadening as she replied:  “Good!  As I’ve said before: a procedural spanking doesn’t have to be particularly hard; it’s more a sort of ritualistic or symbolic thing rather than punitive as such.  In fact it can be delivered in an almost playful manner; it’s enough that she is made to feel she has to submit to it.  It is that element of submission that needs to be emphasised.  She should prostrate herself over your lap without physical force being required - and always pull down her own knickers herself beforehand; that shows her acceptance of the situation.  You see, the ritual itself is as important – if not more so - than the actual spanking; as far as possible it should be unvarying, habit-forming, with a sufficient element of humiliation incorporated within the ritual to firmly impress upon her that none of this is by her own choice.”  



To the lad Miss Swanley’s tone seemed suddenly to have taken on that professionally neutral aspect doctor’s sometimes had.  It was as if she were discussing how many aspirin or spoonfuls of cough linctus to dole out rather than prescribing some sort of dubious régime of corporal punishment and discipline.  Odd, even disturbing, it might have been, but with Miss Swanley dressed the way she was in her white doctor’s coat – and given the medical-clinical surroundings of her ‘consultation room’, with its leather-topped couch, weighing scales, wall-mounted height measure, framed diplomas and all the other paraphernalia – well, it all seemed to lend an element of legitimacy to the proceedings that was difficult to question.  

He surreptitiously glanced again at the blushing schoolgirl out of the corner of his eye, watching how she awkwardly shifted her weight back and forth from one foot to the other, wondering as to whether that notably well developed bottom of hers was at that moment still stinging from the hairbrush spanking he’d just heard about her having received that very morning through disbelieving ears…  And he felt the first sting of needle-sharp reprisal, the cruel internally spiked tubular ‘training cage’ containing his masculinity quickly becoming too cramped for comfort.  Biting his lip the young lad did his best to focus his attention elsewhere, redoubling his efforts to let the conversation – and the imagery it conjured – flow over him:

The eldest of the two women escorting the girl, plump, over-generously endowed and notably corseted, made apologetic noises.  She spoke as if afraid whatever it was she had done off her own back might offend the woman she was so obviously close to in some way ; the woman was after all the only person he had ever heard address Miss Swanley by her Christian name; Adelaide. She started hesitantly:  

“I’ve… err… made one or two changes… yes, changes.  Nothing too drastic, mind you; and I do still supervise the procedural punishments.  It’s just that… Well, since employing a nanny – and it was something you yourself suggested I did; you did after all put me in contact with her… and very good she has been too I might add; most amenable to dealing with the situation with the girl…”  

She turned her head slightly towards the younger woman in the brown nurse-styled dress with its snow-white collar and cuffs, smiling at her in acknowledgement.  The younger woman smiled back pleasantly, unconsciously fiddling with the broad elasticated nurses’ belt encircling her trim waist, straitening the large ornate silver filigree butterfly ball-clasp buckle at the front.  The latter glinted under the florescent strip lights, sending out dazzling clusters of starry pinpoints of light matched only by the silver nurses’ fob-watch she wore pinned to her uniform dress, the chromed frame of the leather couch in the corner and the diamond cluster ring on the older woman’s hand.   



Something about the fob-watch shining under the florescent lighting in particular seemed to capture his gaze; Miss Swanley sometimes wore a watch like that, pinned to her blouse; there was something about it, something about the way its second hand would sleepily glide around and around, something he couldn’t quite recall…  

“…I’m not sure exactly how to put this…” the woman was continuing.  “Basically, rather than spank her myself I have been having my nanny, here, put the girl across her lap – while I… supervise…”  There was a definite excitable ‘edge’ entering the older woman’s voice now, a slight speeding up of her speech, a barely perceptible breathiness, the occasion quavering in pitch.  She went on:  “But there is still a definite prescribed ritual to the proceedings; I have been careful to make certain of that.  Nanny, here, sits herself down on the side of the girl’s bed – and I sit across from her on a chair propped against the bedroom wall.  Then Nanny pats her lap and tinkles that little silver bell you gave me - and our cherub here flops herself across her nanny’s knees, folding her arms in the small of her back, with each hand grasping the opposite elbow.  Nanny then deals out six slow swats with the palm of her hand – spaced a strict five seconds apart - resting her palm on the girl’s bottom and between each spank.”

Miss Swanley nodded, still with her hands resting in a controlling fashion on the girl’s shoulders, still talking over her as if she didn’t exist, as if none of this had any bearing on her.  “I’m not sure why you’re being quite so reticent, Millicent; why, it seems an exemplary modification to the régime…”  


CHAPTER 15

A CANDIDATE FOR CLINICAL DETENTION?

A reassuring tone had entered the tall, white-coated woman’s voice, her eyes smiling in approval.  She wasn’t going to say so, but this had always been the route she’d hoped to see events taking, the pathway she had had sketched out from the start; it made for a good dry run for this new project she had planned, the scheme through which she hoped to ensnare the self-important milk-sop of a woman she had been on the ‘phone to earlier in the day.  Millicent was a friend; a friend, who, having inherited what she had seen as an intractable problem in the shape of this girl she had with her today, she was only too happy to guide, to help out.  

This other woman she had been on the telephone to all afternoon (it felt like) on the other hand, she would milk for every penny she could get out of her.  And then she would milk her of her self-confidence, then her pride, then every last vestige of her self esteem, AND that of her precious stepdaughter.  And then - when she was finished with the two of them – then what?  Well, she had connections – and there could always be space made for a couple of patients on the clinic’s long-term secure ward.  

In fact some part of her was longing to see the girl she had presently standing in front of her dressed in stripy pyjamas twenty-four hours per day, being ‘potted’ under close supervision on a bedpan balanced on a chair set beside one of those bar-sided hospital crib beds that from some angles looked more like cages than somewhere to sleep.  In her mind’s eye she could see this somewhat over-plump teen being spoon-fed the tasteless gruel they served up by one of their nurses, a rubber bib around her neck and her hands locked in mittens and retrained in padded leather wrist cuffs behind her back.  

And there could be no denying the approach she had recommended to Millicent was working.  The girl’s demeanour was already somewhat subdued, to put it mildly, in comparison with how she had been behaving when first she’d set eyes on her – and she hadn’t been particularly defiant to begin with, not a particularly difficult case, not particularly strong willed, and certainly not what one might have described as intractable in any way shape or form.  Deep down inside that prettily pouting young thing, however - Miss Swanley knew - there would be a reservoir filled to brimming with defiance, dammed up at the moment behind her naturally bookish, shy nature.  



Somewhere in there was a pool of frustration – sexual (undoubtedly) and otherwise - and repressed anger that might be tapped at any moment if the girl were to be pressed too far.  But given a few months spent on a hospital psychiatric ward, under the right régime, treated in the right way, and that hidden spirit of defiance would be broken for good.  

And the right way to treat her was to surround her with GENUINE mental cases, the unreachable, deeply withdrawn sort who would say nothing, not respond in any way to attempts at initiating chatter and social interaction of any kind, who would not even make eye contact with her – and then you simply treated her as if she were one of their number, indistinguishable from the rest.  

You didn’t inform the staff – not the junior faction who did all the dirty work.  You just dressed her like all the rest (dressing the subjects alike was important), labelled her with a prior diagnosis recorded in her medical notes and – in one study that was trialled, most efficaciously from several viewpoints – perhaps labelled her in a more direct manner too, by way of lumbering her with her described ‘condition’ embroidered as a badge on the breast pocket of her pyjamas or hospital issue gown.  Then you waited for the staff member’s preconceived expectations to do the rest in governing the way in which they responded to and treated the ‘patient’ or ‘patients’, albeit aided and abetted by stipulations handed down from a seemingly unimpeachable authority, a previously planted and difficult to contradict figurehead whose word would be deemed law under such circumstances.  

And if and when the subject eventually began to ‘act up’, object to and rage against her treatment, protest her healthy ‘normal’ mental state?  What of it?  With the statement, ‘DELUSIONAL’ or perhaps ‘DEMENTIA’ or ‘PSYCHOSIS’ depending on the ward – any one of the three small six bed units they had at the unit - stitched like a leper’s wounds in block bold scar-black thread over the red and gold hospital crest decorating the pocket of her pyjama jacket or regulation hospital examination gown…   Well, wouldn’t one surely come to expect the stream of misguided, deluded, allegations and protestations that would undoubtedly come spilling out of such a patient’s mouth at the tiniest opportunity?  

“I’m not supposed to be here – it’s only an experiment” or perhaps “I’m a clinical study volunteer – there’s been a terrible mistake” or in a case such as Millicent’s girl here or the young woman presently the responsibility of that ‘Lina’ character (perhaps ‘Lina’ herself?  Eventually?) “I’ve been put in here by my guardian, my stepmother…” “…some sinister ‘doctor’ character I approached to control my stepdaughter…” “… kept here while she plunders my inheritance… sells my house… takes everything I’ve got” (the vision of herself in the role of ‘the sinister doctor’ made Adelaide Swanley smile inwardly – she wasn’t even a doctor, just a highly skilled manipulator with a natural gift) “...I’m not sick, I’m normal…”.  



All such outbursts, all that manner of stuff, would be expected – and taken with the proverbial pinch of salt as merely confirming the diagnosis prominently displayed on the patient’s mental hospital-specific garb and echoed on the clipboard at the foot of her bed and the sign on the wall above the iron-rail headboard.  It was ironic that the greater and more vociferous the protest, the safer the diagnosis was considered and perceived as being.  

Any approach to a level of excitement which might be considered ‘hysterical’ was of course immediately taken without question as being a one hundred percent confirmation of diagnosis, whatever the supposed condition.  Histrionics and tears, an inevitable consequence of any young woman finding herself in such a situation one might think, would be thus met with a recommendations of medication, and a darn good over-the-knee spanking (once the patient had been calmed) if she should refuse to accept the said intervention or attempt to hide the capsules under her tongue.  The latter was the linchpin of control.  One just gradually upped the dose, and opted for one of the more addictive varieties of sedative drugs or tranquilizers - one of the barbiturate forms was best, they quickly led to an unassailable, unquenchable dependency – and you had your patient eating out of your hand.  

Even if a ‘patient’ managed to remain calm, at least initially, and as calmly as humanly possible began to relate her story, you could rely on the perpetually smiling, condescending, patronising and ‘humouring’ attitude of the staff member or members – the nurse or whoever might deign to listen – to eventually raise the patient’s hackles and provoke the requisite outburst.  And funnily enough (though not for the ‘patient’ one would imagine) the more eloquently the unlikely story (particularly that involving having volunteered for a psychology experiment) was related, the more likely it was found to be considered as bolstering the initial diagnosis; as often as not that very calmness was cited as evidence of mental illness in itself, along with the sheer unlikelihood of the tale of course.   

Again Adelaide Swanley found herself smiling inwardly as she considered that latter point.  An unsubstantiated tale, if unlikely enough, was as good as a falsehood when it came to passing itself off as fantasy, as delusion:  The ‘subject’ in such a situation would be far better off making something up on the fly to support her ‘soundness of mind’ than stick to some tale of a mythical research project nobody knew about being carried out under the auspices of some so-called ‘department of experimental psychology’ everybody knew well simply did not exist, and how she had been mistakenly transferred on to the ward in question, mixed in with ‘real’ mental patients, or had been ‘tricked’ in some manner into signing herself in as a voluntarily detained patient after having initially been signed up as some sort of ‘clinical trial candidate’.  All utter nonsense, of course.  

To go on to – or alternatively to – claim, as Militant’s pretty bright thing might well if she were to be delivered there, that her residency and detention in a private mental hospital or ‘home’ was merely at the whim of a harassed step parent or avaricious guardian in order to prise an inheritance from her grasp would of course be a convincing argument for appending and including the term ‘paranoia’ within the diagnosis; surely something to be flagged up to the referring psychiatrist.  

It was amusing to ‘sit in’ on a psychiatrist’s interview, taking notes in the guise of a secretary or medical records clerk - or to watch through a one-way mirror-window in the role of ‘observer’ - while some frantic young thing, her breasts heaving with emotion below an ill-fitting pyjama jacket or her chubby bottom squirming below an abbreviated, back-fastening, exam gown like two jostling fat piglets on the hard slatted wooden chair provided (slats too-narrow, gaps too-wide, a horrible concoction of calculated discomfiture) and her thighs clamped together defensively, while she stammered and stuttered and blurted her way to awarding herself an even more protracted, more restrictive and more thoroughly supervised term of detention through her efforts to extradite herself.  

Such delicious, pleasurable irony!  “That’s it dear” she’d be thinking “go on, dig yourself in deeper”.  It would be left to her, as often as not, to prepare the paperwork; mundane one might think, but no so!  The thrill that ran through her as the pen scratched through the words ‘voluntary admission’ and replaced them with ‘compulsory detention’ had been beyond compare, something animal and sexual – very sexual!  The word ‘indefinite’ was the prize… that was… that was…  She could feel something more than a ‘stirring’ between her stocking clad thighs, a ‘buttery’ fluttering warmly-damp feeling that was not really appropriate in company, that demanded some secret private space to withdraw to…. Indefinite’… ‘Indefinite detention’…Hmmmm…

She felt obliged to change her focus, but could do so only too a limited extent – she didn’t have THAT much self-discipline, there WERE limits after all!  For now she had to be satisfied with relying on reminding herself that these were not – nor had ever been – common, everyday occurrences, but in actuality were exceedingly rare moments.  The way her thoughts had been churning, if anybody had been able to read her mind they would have been forgiven for thinking this been some sort of mass conveyor belt process.  

The truth was VERY different, far more limited in scope.  In actuality there had only ever been six subjects in all (five still in situ at present, to her knowledge) – originally just three, the project expanding to encompassed two such ‘subjects’ installed on each ward at a later date; two ‘normals’ as they were referred to by those in the know, to four examples of the genuine article in each case.  And that fact raised another question, if not an amusing thought in itself.  This point about ‘unsubstantiated’ stories she had had running through her mind just now.   

Just how ‘unsubstantiated’ was unsubstantiated?  With two ‘normals’ likely to be bellyaching at the same time, might they not in effect corroborate each other’s story?  How many recalled versions of the same or similar tale would have to recounted before such tales, however wild, would be thought of as substantiated, or at least raise the POSSIBILITY of containing a grain of truth of some kind?  In the outside world, the answer would have been one thing.  Within the cloistered, confined context of a secure mental hospital – and particularly on a ward designated as ‘specialist’ – the burden of proof takes on a whole different weight, the answer becoming something else entirely, the outcome even finding itself pressed into use to justify further measures of control and restriction.  

You see it all boiled down to the belief, spread around and accepted almost as a cultural thing among the staff, that ‘delusional’ patients in particular - and others besides - were all too easily absorbed into each other’s delusional belief systems, particularly when it came to taking on paranoiac beliefs.  The opportunity for this occurrence had clearly been mistakenly left open during this small group’s period of psychological appraisal, prior to their having been allocated to one of the three different locked wards.  The other trick had been to install just one ‘normal’ per ward, well before introducing a second, so that the first was already well on the way to being quelled by the time the second arrived.  

The response to the observation regarding ‘propagated delusion’ - developed it must be said by the staff members themselves and requiring only the slightest ‘nudging’ by the ‘plant’ - was in the first instance to instigate a régime which allowed only for the most closely supervised of social interactions, with any conversation seeming likely to veer towards these ‘delusional beliefs’ quickly being broken up by the supervising nurse with the threat of all being sent straight back to bed, with no further ‘social time’ allowed that day for any.  This ‘one fails, all suffer’ régime quickly became self policing, with the genuine patients – and even each of the ‘normals’, telling on each other, once the effect of the régime really began to bite – being quick to flag up any mention of these tales and claims.  

The effect was magnified by an incalculable amount once corporal punishment had somehow threaded its way in.  In fact the use of a leather strap was introduced under the guise of therapy as a consequence of ‘delusional talk’, the rational being that, as such talk was likely to lead to the reinforcement of delusional beliefs, the use of corporal punishment in precluding such talk and sharing of ideas was for the patient’s ultimate benefit and as such was thus legitimised as a form of treatment.  Of course, people being people, and having been handed power over others in such an offhanded way as they had been, it wasn’t long before rules and restrictions were becoming more and more petty, the cane had become as common place as the strap, and talking between patients had become forbidden altogether.                                          

Yes, ‘volunteer the girl’, arrange to stretch out her residency for a year or two in that place, and she’d return – if she returned at all – a blank-faced automaton, capable of only the most menial, mundane of tasks and totally unable to function without specific, supervised instruction.  But some tasks only required the barest of intellect.  Put her in a black and white dress with an apron around her waist and a starched white cap on her pretty empty head, put her down on her hands and knees and set her to scrubbing and polishing the floors - and what else could you want?  And then there were those other, more personal, tasks a girl like that might be taught to fulfil – tasks like that didn’t require much in terms of reasoning, such tasks only required a girl’s unquestioning obedience.     

In the back of her mind Adelaide Swanley was beginning to wonder if, given the right circumstances – and perhaps if the advantages were explained to her - her friend, Millicent might not be persuaded to relinquish her grip on the girl, give the girl up to her own brand of care.  But even with the girl under Millicent’s care, if she were to provide Millicent with the right guidance and encouragement, it might still be possible to train the girl to the point of making her aim a reality.  

Of course she’d visit the girl; she had enough influence to arrange for a nice quiet institutional seclusion room to be made available for a few hours now and then.  And she knew from fondly-remembered experience the type of things it was possible to persuade a pretty late-teen girl or young woman in her early twenties to do in exchange for even the most mundane of ‘privileges’ once she had spent a few months living under the Ward Sister’s brand of discipline.  Yes the cane and the strap could accomplish many things, but the effects on an attractive, lively, gregarious and chatty late-teenager of being kept on a locked hospital ward having a strict no-talking rule, of being carefully watched and forbidden to communicate in any way with her fellow patients could be pretty devastating.   

A privately-funded psychological study, it had been intended at one point - (it was still on-going to a certain extent) – as an investigation in to a hypothesis being mooted by a professor at a prestigious University in the United States who was proposing a study into the causes of conflict between guards and prisoners in certain US military penal institutions.  His present experimental design involved setting up what amounted to a sort of make-believe prison populated by student volunteers who were to be randomly allocated roles either as prisoners or prison guards.  

But at the moment it looked likely to be many years yet before the good professor would get the go-ahead for his study.  He was presently battling all manner of opposition, his every turn impeded by some ethics committee or other – and without the university’s financial backing, let alone the ethical considerations, his potentially ground-breaking trial was increasingly looking to have been stymied at the very moment of its conception.  

And yet the whole ethics thing had been circumvented in the case of the variant of the study Adelaide Swanley had become involved in.  Sufficient money and influence could accomplish that sort of thing.  By the time she had got involved all those concerned had become so immersed that she came to believe that even the project’s mysterious shadowy instigators and financial backers had come to believe in their research aims.  She had even been on the verge of blowing the whistle at one stage, but she knew all those involved – a very small, elite, tight-knit group – would have maintained their cohesiveness in the face of any investigation, no matter how probing, and as for the other half of the equation, the ‘patients’…  

Well, that was where somebody had been very smart indeed.  

Their study differed markedly from the proposed US team’s design – there was certainly not much randomisation going on when it came to allocating the role of ‘guards’, most of the medical staff involved in the day to day care of the patients in this case, certainly the junior members.  Certain more senior staff members – the one or two placed as ‘plants’ - had been hand-picked, recruited from the general psychiatric nursing pool with the lure of instant multi-rung promotion based on psychometric testing aimed at identifying those individuals who displayed a propensity towards dominance within relationships, particularly with their own sex.  There were other criteria of course, not least of which was the possession of an avid – bordering on predatory - sexual interest in young women and girls coupled with a mild sadistic tendency.  

The patients – at least those few they termed ‘normals’  - on the other hand, were clinical study volunteers plucked form the street runaways population, each promised a nice fat payday some way off down the line as bait.  These volunteers too had been put through a battery of psychometric tests, but selecting for the direct opposite set of traits, probing for a tendency to acquiesce easily, submit to authority, looking for signs of shyness, evidence of weak self-esteem, fragile personalities and shaky self-confidence.  

There were other criteria also.  For one thing (she later discovered) the volunteers – as with the staff, all female – had been picked on a secondary basis to be likely to appeal physically to the staff members, and thus as far as possible had been aged between eighteen and twenty-one at the start of the study and generally pretty, typically in a very girlish, overtly feminine way, often appearing younger than their years.  

Other considerations included a lack of family or other ties:  Thus various runaways new to the city were picked, those whose disappearance few would notice - and even fewer would ask questions about; and there were surprisingly many that could fit that latter criterion, even a few from ‘nice’ backgrounds.  The experiment had been slated to run for three months initially; by the time she had joined it had been running over a year.  It was generally after a ‘volunteer’ had been ‘persuaded’ to re-register for her third consecutive ninety day stint that they got her to sign documentation changing her on-paper status from a clinical study volunteer to a voluntarily-admitted psychiatric patient; it wasn’t just cosmetic, it was an important distinction.  

That had been the clever part, it really had:  The thing was; under certain circumstances (the right circumstances, some with vested interests might say) - and in the absence of anyone willing or able to argue otherwise on their behalf - it could be a small step between being registered as having been voluntarily admitted and being documented as a compulsorily detained patient, ‘sectioned’ under the mental health act.  All it took was the right signature on the right pieces of paper, and all the protestations and allegations in the world would fall on deaf ears.  

There had only ever been a handful of these so-called ‘long-term’ girls dealt with in this way, but of those at least two, she’d since learnt, had not been ‘volunteers’ in any real sense at all, rather they had been sort of filtered into the system by certain influential parties with a vested interest in putting their argumentative, disruptive or obstructive teenage charges ‘out of harm’s way’.  As Adelaide Swanley understood it – and she understood it very well, nowadays – the term, ‘vested interest’ almost certainly indicated some manner of financial motive, although wresting control of trust funds and inheritances were by no means the only considerations to appeal to certain individuals.  ‘The powers that be’ had soon learned how an already lucrative source of income could be boosted still further if a blind eye was to be turned to visits by ‘uncles’ – or sometimes, ‘aunts’.  

So, yes there had been a point at which she just might have become a ‘whistle blower’, but in truth it had been a very brief period indeed. Yes, it was true a consideration holding her back had been the realisation that the manner in which things had been arranged, managed and set up meant that her credibility would have been undermined from step one – it might even have been career-damaging to have blown the whistle.  

The real truth, the real reason she had kept her silence, was in some ways even simpler:  She had become swept up in the institution’s culture herself; it was just so seductive, the process of undermining her morals and ethics so insidious.  And yet her conscience was clear:  She had read the report on the original experimental proposal they had been trying to beat to the punch - and certain other studies of its ilk which had been proposed in the peer-reviewed scientific journals pertaining to the field of investigative and experimental psychology – and could comfort herself with the conclusion that anyone less than a saint given near absolute dominion over a group of other human beings would have been seduced by the power exchange involved in exactly the same way.  

But that had been the point…  It was the staff who had been – were still - unwittingly the real guinea pigs.  Not the tiny unknown minority who had been handpicked and ‘planted’ - at least one of whom may actually have been one of the investigators and or financial backers – but the every-day staff members who routinely carried what were in actuality atrocities.  The test subjects were those once caring, quiet types who without blinking an eye would order a young woman to bend and grasp her ankles for the cane for daring to claim she was mentally sound and was there due to some clerical error, collusion or conspiracy, and who would mercilessly slash the cane across the patient’s bare bottom six or eight or even twelve times, or until the ‘patient’ admitted she was mentally ill.    


CHAPTER 16

THE REVEAL: A GINGHAM DRESS AND REGULATION HAIRCUT

Adelaide Swanley, realising her focus had drifted, shrugged of the thoughts running through her head and brought her attention to bear once more on what the other woman was still saying.  The young beetroot-faced lad looking on, while obviously not privy to any of this internal cut and thrust which had been taking place in the white-coated woman’s head-space, nevertheless saw her blink her eyes as if awakening from a trance, heard her ask her visitor to repeat some point or other, citing a sudden ringing in her ears… “…Blood pressure I shouldn’t wonder, Millicent…” he heard her say “…what with all I’ve had to deal with recently, I can’t say I’d be surprised.”  

Adelaide Swanley cleared her throat softly as she returned to the subject of their discussion:  

“Now, I know I’ve said these regular twice daily systematic chastisements need not be particularly hard.  And, yes, the palm of the hand is quite sufficient.  But nonetheless the palm should still fall with sufficient force to sting - just sufficient to make her yelp a little; and to set those deliciously deceiving little waves of tingling warmth spreading out, stimulating all those little sensitive areas those sorts of sensations can sometimes creep into.  

You see, there can be all sorts of confusion when it comes to sexuality bouncing around in the impressionable young head of a girl of that age; a young thing only just blossomed into womanhood.  And at that level, a stinging bottom, that mildly stimulating level of pain, especially as it infuses into the genital region, can become an enticing muddle of… not pain exactly, but discomfort… and pleasure, erotic pleasure.  So with these regular, scheduled procedural spanking sessions we are trying to set up internal conflict, confuse the issue, blur the boundaries between pain, humiliation and eroticism in such a way that the subject comes to subconsciously associate the erotic arousal she is experiencing with surrender to authority and the shame and humiliation that comes with the submissive behaviour being demanded of her.  Do you follow, Millicent?”

The full-bosomed, overly fulsome woman clearly did indeed follow, there was a distinct reddening visible around her apple-round cheeks now, the flush glowing through the layers of foundation and blusher as if an underlying light had come on, and her deep dark eyes fairly shone with enthusiasm: 



“Oh yes indeed, Adelaide; I’ve seen the way she squirms across Nanny’s lap during her spankings; that’s more than a stinging bottom making her wriggle her hips that way, the little trollop!  If she was over my lap I’d give her something to squirm about; but that’s been my problem with her, do you see, I spank too hard.  Nanny has it off-pat, she spanks just hard enough; you should see the girl’s cheeks when she’s let back up; the glassy eyes, the panting, the beads of sweat on her forehead…”

“Yes, yes, Millicent, all signs of sexual arousal – I know!”  Then, nodding towards the girl standing embarrassed and still pointedly ignored in front of her, Adelaide Swanley added:  “Well, let’s crack on; let’s get that hat and blazer off for a start; it’s too warm in here today for all that outdoor clobber.”  

From the phrasing employed it was not at all certain to whom the instruction was directed, the girl herself or the elder of the two women.  Either way, that detached, impersonal tone had again reasserted itself in Adelaide Swanley’s speech; and even more so this time, as if shifting mode from the informally helpful ‘knowledgeable friend-of-the-family’ to the consummate professional consulting child behaviourist.  It would perhaps have been apt under most circumstances, except that the more he saw of the girl, the less of a ‘child‘ in any conventional sense of the word she appeared – and he guessed – her to be.

As he watched, still surreptitiously out of the corner of his eye (the last thing he would have wanted was to have been reprimanded by Miss Swanley in front of the girl) he saw the girl hesitantly go to unbutton her blazer, watched her momentarily twiddle awkwardly with a button as if wearing winter mittens… 

“Such darling little, itsy-bitsy gloves!”   The stout yet curvaceous woman known as ‘Millicent’ suddenly intoned gushingly, nary a hint of sarcasm or irony in her voice, her face brimming with a strangely enthusiastic glow.  “They go perfectly with the uniform, set it off beautifully… But they’re not exactly suited to fiddly tasks I’m afraid…”  She continued, an uncharacteristically girlish excitement entering into her voice and at odds with her mature years.  “…Nanny… if you would be so kind, please.”

The younger woman in the light brown children’s nurse’s uniform stepped forward, as Miss Swanley, at last relinquishing her rested grip on the uniformed schoolgirl’s shoulders, stepped aside, moving round to stand by this friend of hers, this Millicent, her functional white coat coming to rest alongside one padded shoulder of the woman’s sharply tailored jacket.  

“Come along, young miss… you know it’s all too fiddly for you – you’re supposed to leave it for me to do for you.  That’s what I’m here for, to look after you…”  The austerely uniformed younger woman cooed.  She spoke as if she were addressing a very young child - a toddler – or a mental defective let out from the care home for the day – he couldn’t quite decide which; but he felt a sort of sinisterly cold shock pass through him in any case.  There was something very odd about those white cotton gloves the girl had on, he now decided as he watched the girl’s hands drop back by her sides.  

The girl was now standing quietly - and notably without argument - while the stern yet patronizingly smiling children’s nanny began the job of unbuttoning the girl’s somewhat tight-fitting school blazer.  The nanny, too, he noted, wore thin white cotton summer-weight gloves - presumably as part of her uniform - but her long slender fingers in them moved dextrously, making short work of the task.  The girl’s hands, in her apparently equally-thin summer-weight white school uniform gloves, she held down by her sides as stiffly as a guardsman at attention, her fingers karate chop-straight like a doll’s hands and aligned with the side seams of her summer dress’s skirt.

“Arms back please, little miss… let’s slip your blazer off…”  The nanny, deftly slipping round behind the girl’s back - sidestepping light-footed like a dancer despite her ‘sensible’ lace-up shoes and sliding her fingers inside the blazer’s collar - had now begun slipping the uniform garment off the girl’s shoulders.  It was as the girl obediently pulled back her shoulders and arms, stepping smartly forward to allow her nanny to lift the blazer off her by its collar and hang it on one of the waiting hooks on the hat and coat stand that he realised what it was about the girl’s gloves.  

As the short school jacket came away from the girl’s arms the girl brought up her hands involuntarily, as if to adjust the short sleeves of her dress which had pulled up slightly in the process.  Watching her awkwardness he suddenly became aware that, despite folding her hands as if to grasp the fabric,  the girl’s fingers had remained firmly together like a line of troops standing shoulder to shoulder, as if glued side by side.  The realisation hit him: the reason her hands and fingers moved as if in mittens was because the fingers of those gloves she had on had been sewn together – and possibly stiffened internally too, he judged, based on the stiffness with which he observed the girl attempting to grasp different objects.           

With her blazer and school hat gone the girl reminded him of a doll, an adorably puppy-fated teenaged doll, all hormone-fuelled fecund development squeezed into a little girl’s school uniform and as compliant as a marionette on invisible strings.  Something about her reminded him of a caged bird; but the cage she occupied was not apparent to any save the most perceptive. Her skin was pallid, as if other than for excursions such the one she was on this day the sun was a stranger to her.  She turned out, to his surprise, not to be a blonde - as he had previously assumed – but rather possessed disappointingly dull mousy-brown hair.  And what was more, it had been styled drastically short, like a young public-schoolboy’s might have been, far shorter than his own hair in fact, not so much as a thin wisp left untamed to frame her pleasantly heart shaped face.

In fact the girl’s hair was so tightly styled to her head shape it looked like a tight fitting helmet, moulded severely above and around her ears.  It appeared to have been razor cut as a finishing flourish, side-parted in an overtly masculine if boyish manner, and with a very fine line or furrow shaved in – a firebreak of bared scalp perhaps no wider than the thickness of a fingernail - to ensure it remained that way, the side parting naturally flopping back into place no matter how she might try to ruffle it.  At the rear and sides, as a finishing touch, the electric clippers had been applied with gusto, baring the nape of the girl’s slender neck as far up as the base of her skull and clearing a good finger’s width around her ears.  

And yet - despite someone’s best efforts (it felt like) - if anything the severity of the girl’s haircut somehow made her look even more angelic, elfin, perhaps pixie-like, although devoid of any of that carefree tousled spikiness that latter description somehow conjured.  And he’d got the girl’s eye colouring wrong too, he now realised: Relieved of the shade provided by the regulation school uniform-issue felt hat she had arrived wearing, the girl’s eyes now took on something of an aquamarine hue that seemed to reflect the check-pattern colour of her school dress.  

The latter, revealed in full for the first time as the blazer was slipped from her shoulders, had become even more incongruously juvenile looking once its powder-puff shoulders had come into view.  Technically – although he had no way of knowing – termed ‘mutton chop’ shoulders, the gently puffed and raised fabric added back an element of girlishness to what otherwise threatened to be an overly-severe formal look.  

The sleeves were short, tapering rapidly from the slightly raised and gathered shoulders down to contrasting white cuffs sited at mid-upper arm which were perhaps two finger-widths in depth and which seemed to button just a little too tightly for the girl’s comfort, dimpling the flesh.  

The modest, high-buttoning Peter Pan collar he could now see belonged to a shirt-blouse-like button-through bodice which fastened down the front with chunky glassily transparent plastic, yet slightly rubbery-looking, buttons and sported a shirt-like breast pocket emblazoned with an embroidered school badge of some sort.  Stylistically speaking, the one saving grace relieving the unrelenting uniform-dress-formality was the provision of a plain-finished trim or frill running down the front and extending out perhaps a finger’s width either side of the buttoning.  

The tailoring was somewhat sharper than might have been expected of a young girl’s school uniform summer dress and spoke of quality, and an obsessive attention to detail which in itself seemed incongruous in such a garment, let alone topped off by that boyish hairstyle; and it seemed incongruous in other ways too, not least of which was the girl’s silhouette.  The peculiarly-adult Princess-line seams and close-fitted darted sides tapering down to a notably narrow waist picked out and emphasised every nuance of the girl’s burgeoning figure, the darting allowing for the girl’s thrusting high bust-line making it very clear that there was nothing child-like, nor ‘little’, about the shapely frame underlying all that juvenile ‘little girl’ attire.  In fact from the maturity of the girl’s feminine development, if not for the first received impression presented by that schoolgirl uniform - and the girl’s submissive, shy deportment, it must be said – he would have put her age as something closely approaching his own.  Indeed, the girl was certainly of ‘marriageable age’, he judged, even if not yet the recipient of the ‘key of the door’.  

She was at that awkward stage of life, that sort of in-between age.  She was old enough to be considered a ‘consenting adult’ in some quarters and for some purposes, yet not deemed mature enough in the eyes of the law to be allowed to buy ‘top shelf’ magazines, watch certain movies at the cinema, nor buy drinks at the pub afterwards.  She was both legally and biologically able to bring a new life in to the world, yet not old enough to legitimise the new arrival in the absence of parental or guardianship consent; nor would she be able yet to vote, nor own real estate property, land, stock market shares or possess commercial business interests under her own name. 

For some reason - taking in to account his appraisal of the girl’s age as actually being in her late teens and the overtly sexual maturity of her figure – the brevity of her school uniform summer dress’s flared A-line skirt suddenly seemed indecent; in actual fact, almost obscenely indecent.  The skirt had a plain buttoned front, and was quite full, flaring and hanging in folds, yet came to no lower than the girl’s willowy mid-thighs.  Then there was that bewitching pause of bare pink flesh between the hem at mid-thigh and the tops of her ice-white schoolgirl socks just below her knees (shapely knees he noted – like those a senior or high school’s hockey or netball team captain might have).  

He felt himself involuntarily licking his lips, felt a bead of sweat on his brow.  He’d always had a ‘thing’ about girls in school uniform, ever since he himself had been at school (not so long ago, it must be said).  He had gone to a boys-only, single sex school, which had had no particular dress code.  On the other hand, by contrast, the girl’s school around a mile or so up the road from his old school had had a particularly strictly enforced school uniform; and he had watched them walk by, and they’d pass by his house; and oh how he’d wanted them, those older, bigger-built, more developed girls; that was the age when that school uniform they had to wear would suddenly become so incredibly erotic!  But their school uniform had been as nothing compared with the uniform worn by the girl being paraded in front of him right at that minute.  

While not exactly the archetypal skirted clown suit he’d heard other young women complain of having had to wear at school, nonetheless the school dress this girl had been forced to wear was far from something a teenaged girl would chose to wear off her own back – if she had a choice.  But it was increasingly becoming obvious there was little in life over which this particular girl could exercise free choice – that dreadfully unflattering, depersonalising, hairstyle, for example, could surely not have been of the girl’s own volition.  

That latter thought somehow added still more to the frisson; and he felt the sharpened needles inside the penis corset device his manhood was locked up in once again beginning to fulfil their function of reminding him to keep control of his ‘dirty thoughts’.  When that notion was confirmed… well, his eyes watered to say the least:

“Had it done in the high-street only today; on the way here in fact…”  The plump older woman nodded towards the blushing girl, who more than ever before was looking like she was praying for the ground to open up beneath her feet.

“What, at Jiminy Clarkson’s, the coiffeur?  Surely not!”  Miss Swanley smiled back, a faint trace of mockery in her voice: “…One of his new trainees was it?  She’s made a real mess of it, if it was.  I’ve seen young lads with more hair…”  

Her white coat fluttering, Adelaide Swanley took a couple of steps forward, pausing to comb her fingers through the girl’s boyishly short hair before leading her across the room towards a grey fabric-covered folding metal-framed screen that was waiting in the corner, placing an arm around the girl’s shoulders as if symbolically accepting transfer of control over the girl from her two minders:  

“…My, my!  Why; she looks like a schoolboy, straight out from some public school someplace… if not for the dress of course.”  She laughed lightly, plucking at one of the gingham-patterned school summer dress’s powder puff shoulders, tracing a fingertip around the contrasting white buttoned  cuff where it dimpled the flesh of the girl’s upper arm before adding:  “…Mind you; there are some boys who like to wear dresses, you know – you’d be surprised!”  Miss Swanley pointedly glanced across at him as she spoke, as if deliberately drawing the attention of all assembled – the humiliated girl included – towards him:  He felt his face burning with shame now; he shifted awkwardly in  his seat as he heard the cultured voice of the older woman in reply:    

“Oh God no, Adelaide!  As I told the little pampered fool:  I’m  not paying out for a top flight salon for a girl of her age; I’m not MADE of money… No, I had old Stavros do it; you know… the barber in the high-street?”

He had no doubt the girl felt violated, two adult women, the girl’s buxom presumed legal guardian and her younger children’s nanny assistant, seemingly conducting something approximating to a strip search under the appraising eyes of a third woman, a child behaviour expert, as if searching for contraband.  

Together the duo, with the behaviourist looking on smugly with her hands on her white-coated hips, seemed to conspire to compound the girl’s embarrassment at her undignified unveiling, showing little regard for her modesty and compelling her to shake out the deep stiffened cups of her long-line bra and the crotch of her high-waisted glossy white acetate knickers as she removed her clothing, as if to dislodge anything she might have secreted away there.  The description ‘physiologically traumatizing’ didn’t come into it.  By the time they had finished with her and the girl was safely in the hospital-style patient examination gown Miss Swanley had produced, she was in floods of tears, the naturally bashful teenager appearing thoroughly crushed and weeping openly as if having been beaten physically.  Looking on, hypnotically fascinated, he couldn’t help but think that the whole thing - his own presence included - had been orchestrated, choreographed, solely for the purposes of shame and ridicule.

The hospital examination gown Miss Swanley had the girl change into next, in replacement of her school uniform, was one of those lightweight flyaway things which fastened up the back.  It was in a woven blue checkered pattern and was made from some kind of manmade fibre such as polyester or nylon rather than cotton.  

The latter aspect gave the gown a slight sheen which - if viewed from the front where it lightly and breezily hung from the twin peaks of the girl’s extraordinarily high bosom like a dustsheet draped over the marble bust of some fertility goddess – gave the impression of one of those stylist’s capes he’d seen women wearing at the hairdressers:  The observation made his mind hop back to the image he had formed of the girl sat in one of old Stavros the barber’s trouble-worn leather chairs, a floor length cape covering both her and the chair from neck to floor in a tent of heavyweight maroon nylon, while in the background the elderly pot-bellied barber stropped his cutthroat razor.  For some reason the image of her, the girl’s waist-length hair coming away clumps, falling to the floor victim to the old barber’s incompetent shears, made his groin throb – he wished to god it didn’t!

At its rear, the exam gown or robe was open to the elements from the circular neck to the hem, save for at those intermittently spaced points at which the loose fabric was drawn together by thin ribbon fastenings fastidiously tied in lose butterfly-wing bows.  From the waist downwards the knee-length gown tended to fall open of its own accord like a pair of part-drawn curtains - the last and lowest positioned of the white ties being sited just above the outthrust of the girl’s notably plump bottom – prompting the girl to coyly gather the fabric together in her hand across her bottom in a way that looked quite comical: It was a shy expedient which also looked ungainly; it was not something she would be allowed to get away with for long:

The buxom, wide-hipped woman – the girl’s guardian, aunt, stepmother; he still wasn’t sure, though he doubted for some reason it was the latter – coaxed the reluctantly embarrassed girl along, the smile in her voice counterbalanced by the steely glint of determination in her dark eyes: 



“Come along now; we’re all girls together here.  Take your hand away from your bottom, that’s a good girl.  It looks awful - you walking around like that - like you have an itch ‘down there’ or something.  You haven’t forgotten to wipe your bottom properly, have you?  Perhaps I should ask nanny to check – or would you prefer Miss Swanley to find out for herself?”

The girl possessed willowy, coltish long legs that tapered down to neat ankles and flared out at the tops beneath broad, notably flaring, hips and one of those protruding bottoms that looked like an upturned cupid heart from one angle and a pair of small beachballs from another.  As she bent at the waist he’d got a real eyeful; indeed he couldn’t help but see all she had, that her glistening neat fig-shaped pubis had been clean shaven as pink and was as smooth as a baby’s bottom. 

He found himself conflicted somewhere between aroused delight and mortifying embarrassment as, red faced, the girl coyly glanced across at him over he shoulder.  For and instant their eyes met shyly, both victims of some kind of twisted (or twisting?) mind games beyond either of their full comprehension.  It was a conflict that was destined to be all too quickly resolved – and primarily at his expense; it left him floundering, wondering just exactly for whose benefit this little charade was being played out:

“Pay no attention to him, dear.  He’ll pay no heed to your state of undress: girls do nothing for him, either dressed or undressed.  He’s effeminate you see… he is a poof, dear… a queer?  Oh, for heaven’s sake!  He is a homosexual, a boy who likes other boys…”

That the comment came from the lips of the girl’s nanny or children’s nurse – not even the girl’s guardian or whoever the heavy-figured woman was who was accompanying the girl, which would have been bad enough – cut like a knife, slashing through the tattered remains of his ragged self-esteem.  

It would have been bad enough had it been Miss Swanley who had spoken out in such a manner against him – and he had doubted, up to that moment, that even she would have been so cruel.  But to have not only a third party but the employee of that third party - a glorified domestic servant no less – speak out like that, make such personal accusations (and in so offhanded a manner), was…. well… mortifying.  It showed that not only had Miss Swanley already shared her opinion of him with others, but that she had clearly not been particularly restrictive about who those she had taken into her confidence might themselves then go on to share the information with!  



It was a terrifying revelation, one which again only went to underline how dangerous Miss Swanley really was, how serious she was about her threats to spread her allegations about him - and the ‘evidence’ she had gathered on him - far and wide if ever he ‘stepped out of line’, by which she meant if he should do anything at all to resist her attempts to ‘re-educate’ him.  He knew now, she was serious.  She had already divested him of his girlfriend – what would be next, besides his pride; and that was all but gone already.  He dare not defy her, he dare not step out of line… He could only obey; he could only go along with her while she emasculated him!  He was powerless to help himself – and Miss Swanley knew it!


CHAPTER 17

HANDED THE CANE, OR:  A CHANGE OF WHIP HAND

In the background the white-coated Miss Swanley had been sitting on one of the spare seats at the side, thoughtfully scribbling away in a wire-bound notebook, just the scratching sound made by her pencil on the paper filling the silences between the various verbal interchanges.  Then she paused, looking up and presumably happy with her work, before swinging back on the chair, crossing her ankles, her stockings swishing together, while a satisfied smile suddenly bloomed on her face as if an idea or inspiration had just struck her.  Languidly laying down the notebook and pencil and smiling at Millicent, her friend, she got up and moved across the room.  

As he watched, Miss Swanley slipped out a set of keys from a side hip pocket in her white doctor’s coat and, walking across to a built-in wall cupboard in that leisurely, hip-swinging way she had, unlocked the cupboard door.  Within, hanging on a line of hooks, he caught sight of a large collection of spanking and caning implements, ranging from whippy, yellow rattan and brownish bamboo canes to leather straps of various weights, riding crops a two-tongued oiled leather tawse and a range of wooden and leather paddles.  In particular his attention was caught by a thin whippy-looking rod of a most unusual appearance; Miss Swanley turned round with it grasped in her hand, pressing the cupboard door shut behind her with her derriere as she turned; she slashed it through the air creating a whooping sound.  

The punitive implement she had selected was more than a cane, while not quite a horse-riding switch or dressage whip – rather it looked as if some demonically bastardised combination of both.  He had never seen it before:  Miss Swanley’s ‘weapon’ of choice usually consisted of a stiff and sturdy short plaited leather handle with a leather wrist loop at one end and a three foot (one metre-ish) length of fibreglass or plastic rod sprouting from the centre of the other end.  The rod itself, the ‘business end’, was as flexible as a green sapling, as smooth as glass and tapered smoothly from perhaps the width of a woman’s pinky finger at the place whereupon it exited the handle down to something substantially less than the diameter of a pencil near its tip; if swished through the air it doubled back on itself in a near-perfect half-circle arc.  It would sting like an enraged wasp.  Without speaking she strode across and handed the wicked looking implement to the young woman who had repeatedly been referred to as ‘Nanny’ 



Now that she was standing directly in front of him, albeit angled away from him giving him an oblique rearward side view, more than ever the nanny’s Norland light brown uniform resembled a hospital nurse’s dress – all she needed was a starched apron to complete the look – and with a punishment cane in her hand, there was something he found inexplicably erotic about that, the legitimacy the woman’s uniform somehow gave the scene.  

The upper part of the domineering young woman’s dress seemed to emphasise her youthfully pert bustline while the skirt hugged the swell of her hips and bottom pleasantly before gently flaring to just above the knee, the dress nipping waspishly around her trim waist, its fit augmented by the broad chocolate brown elasticated crepe or Petersham ribbon belt she wore; the way in which her service-weight dark tan, near black, nylons shaded the contours of her long shapely legs added a layer of feminine eroticism only slightly dimmed by the clunky lace-up shoes she wore; in fact, now he came to think about it, the contrast between the seamed nylons and the frumpy shoes, juxtaposed so starkly, actually seemed to augment the sensuality of all the rest in some manner.   

And in her white-gloved hand the vindictively supple length of plastic cane she now wielded seemed to buzz angrily as it sliced through the air, rather than whoosh or whistle or hiss, as if in homage to a silhouette that would have put a hornet to shame and spitefully determined pursed lips which might at that moment have suggested a hornet-hot temperament to match.  The latter would have been a misconception; in reality, beneath the surface, the crisp-uniformed young woman remained coolly - even professionally, some might say (if professionalism could be said to apply to such an act) – detached, as she always did when disciplining her shapely young charge; whether or not there might be a somewhat more hot-blooded recounting of the proceedings in recall once ensconced in the privacy of her own room later in the day or that night must be left open to conjecture; that would be a different story.  

None of that cool detachment was made manifest in detracting from the expertly driven efficacy of the punishment; that was where the vesperish analogy really came into its own; each swipe slashed in to resilient supple girl-flesh with the lightning speed of a viper’s strike and the boiling venom of the queen of all hornets, leaving behind a near-perfect finger-width furrow of swollen blue-purple across the girl’s rippling bottom, each centrally streaked with a pencil line of red as if etched by a fine spray of steaming acid.  And judging by the girl’s anguished screams, it was clear each stroke felt to her like a fine spray of boiling acid too – or a long line of angry red ants somehow trained to sting in unison.  Either way the girl’s suffering was unimaginable to him.  He had neither suffered, nor witnessed, such a severe, unmerciful, thrashing in all his life, and he doubted few others ever had, either - both Miss Swanley, who was holding the girl’s wrists, and the matronly plump older woman, who was pressing down on the girl’s shoulders and upper back from one side of Miss Swanley’s desk, were engaged in a battle royal to hold the wildly bucking girl down.

It was at that point that the REAL shock was delivered:  Relinquishing her grip on the girl’s shoulders and upper back for an instant the plump older woman suddenly held up a hand, halting the proceedings:

“Ok, that will do for the moment, Nanny!” There was something oddly 'controlling' about the way in which she used her employee's official job title as if it were actually the younger woman’s name; it somehow begged the question as to exactly how willing an accomplice the young woman actually was in these proceedings.  Turning to Miss Swanley, who was still gripping the girl’s wrists while dispassionately staring into her young victim’s eyes, the domineering older woman added:  “Adelaide, how about we have that young lad of yours – the queer – finish her off?”

Nervously he watched Miss Swanley straighten up, having quickly now relinquished her grip on the girl herself; she was, however clearly not going to relinquish her grip on the situation; she addressed the girl sharply, her words chilling and dripping with the most dire threat:

“You stay right there, in position, young lady, or it’ll be the worse for you…”  Miss Swanley spat the words in that way she had when she had no intention of being denied, fixing the girl with that commanding will-sapping look she had and that she herself described as ‘La Regarde’ – quite literally ‘the look’, from the French.  For a brief instant the girl looked as if about to rise, her hands, once released from Miss Swanley’s grasp, shooting back behind her and grabbing at her blazing bottom, rubbing and massaging the scorched cheeks.  Miss Swanley was having none of it:  “I mean it missy!  You get those hands away from that big fat piggy-bottom and those arms folded and tucked in to the small of your back… at once!  You move from that spot or as much as drop your heels to the floor…and I’ll ask your guardian if she wouldn’t mind considering my having you stay at my clinic for a few months!  You remember what I told you they did there, the ways they have for looking after girls such as yourself?  Girls with ‘issues’, hmm?”

In response to the threat the girl moved like a scalded cat, flattening her torso down on the desktop as if trying to sink through its surface and tucking her forearms tightly behind her back, each hand gripping the other arm’s elbow.   

For a moment he prayed he had been forgotten, or that Miss Swanley might not as much as even consider her friend, Millicent’s, request – it was after all decidedly ‘beyond the pale.  Then he saw the way she was looking at him… and his heart sank.  Through a purple mist of blinding panic he saw her beckon him, a slow hooked finger waving him up and towards her.  Through the sound of the blood buzzing in his ears he couldn’t believe what he was hearing:



“What a good idea, Millicent!  It’ll do her the world of good to be caned by a young lad her own age – most mortifying to the spirit; just what she needs to dampen down her vanity and self-esteem a notch or two.”  Then, looking directly at him and fixing him with that chastening stare she called “La Regarde” just as she had the girl, she added:  “Come along, child!  Get that chubby bottom of yours off that seat right now – unless of course you too would like to join this girl here in my clinic; a few months of psychiatric hospital discipline wouldn’t go amiss in your case either!”   

Reluctantly, and in a daze as if rousing from a dream, he rose from his seat, driven by a threat he still didn’t know whether to take seriously or not.  He approached the group gingerly, all the time endeavouring by fair means or foul to keep his backside facing away from the smirking women, afraid of the sight he made with that maypole-tent or wigwam-like arrangement of straps and that fat plastic phallus he had protruding from his bottom, poking out through the purpose-made elasticated hole in the rear of his skin-tight silver nylon hotpants.  It was the uniformed children’s nanny who made the first comment, passed the first hurtful remark, near-instantly spotting the protrusion without any prompting from her employer, who had spotted it earlier:

“Oh my!” She giggled, passing a hand over her mouth coquettishly, as if struggling to stifle full-blown laughter; she failed, breaking up into fits of bellyaching girlish cackling, near doubling over with fingertips pressed to her lips and racked with laughter half way between the tinkling of glass and the cackling of a mother hen.  If her reaction had been purpose-designed to humiliate, she couldn’t have done better.

As he looked down on the girl’s powerless prone form, bent across Miss Swanley’s desk, he realised he was actually beginning to resent, even despise the girl for her almost frighteningly subservient mannerisms, the way she followed the woman she was with about like a shadow and kowtowed to the girl in the brown children’s nurse uniform as if she really was the ten year old she looked as if dressed to resemble.    He was stating to consider the pathetic way she had docilely bent for the cane earlier - how she had whimpered under the kiss of Miss Swanley’s pliant length of rattan whistling through the air, yet had stayed in position grasping her ankles - with disdain.  But he realised also that the way he was now thinking constituted yet more evidence of the degree to which Miss Swanley was messing with his head, how dangerous she could be.  

And yet the simple act of the cane being passed across to him seemed to seal the deal in his mind somehow.  Numbly, without thinking, he accepted the pliant thin length of tapering bamboo as it was handed him.  His fingers seemed to know their own way, somehow instinctively curling around the point at which the bamboo was bound with a continuous crisscrossing rubber strip to form a grip without his looking, tightening of their own volition without any conscious input on his part as if he had been born to the task of disciplining attractive teenage girls.  He even found himself flexing his wrist with something approaching expert panache, slashing and swishing the implement back and forth through the air experimentally as if the long length of whistling bamboo was an extension of his own arm – and never once had he taken his eyes off the girl’s prone form, the young woman lying tummy down across the top of Miss Swanley’s consultation desk, her rounded buttocks seemingly taunting him with their magnetic allure.  As he watched, the muscles in the girl’s delectable bottom twitched, the girl’s buttocks clenching defensively, yet in his mind now, in deliberate sexual provocation. 

‘YOU know what you are doing, you little whore – exactly what you are doing’.  That was the thought now suddenly running around inside his head.  Like all these little tarts, all those mini skirted young scrubbers he saw daily swinging their hips up and down the high street, this one was showing off her wares.  And as with those ‘pretty young things’ he saw parading around the shops and department stores, he was well aware that the show this one was putting on was meant for certain eyes only, that she’d not want the likes of HIS kind getting too close, let alone to touch.  No, a guy had to drive the ‘right’ car, wear the ‘right’ styles and fashions, flash around sufficient cash; otherwise he was invisible.  But they were all streetwalkers at the end of the day, just prostitutes… just out for what they could get by wriggling their asses and swinging their hips – just like Miss Swanley always said!  

His hands were sweating, his palms clammy.  The cane he now held in his hand seemed to hum with energy like a warlock’s wand, as if it might endow all and any who dared wield it with unassailable power.  It was somehow like a talisman, a charm – and it certainly gave him power over this girl bent in front of him; it had the potential to make her scream, have her beg:  Why, if not for the circumstance and the supervision he himself was under, if he had her all to himself, if her were left alone with her – and with her secured over the desk in some way – the implement he now held in his trembling hand could soon have begging to do anything he wanted; absolutely anything!  And if it didn’t?  Well, he could take what he wanted anyway, if she were tied down; but he wouldn’t, oh no: he’d whip that temptress’s behind until she begged to have his fat manhood up her bottom, grovelled to be allowed to take him between her lips, lapping at him with her tongue.   

Behind him he heard a voice urging, egging him on:  It was Miss Swanley’s voice – and he needed little more motivation; it was as if he were coming unhinged, losing his reason.  He was aware of his lip curling, of his face twisting in hate and of his heart quickening even as he raised the cane for the first strike, raising his arm high and fully stretched well behind his head, his hand and the cane in its white-knuckled grip quivering in hateful anticipation.  



He exhaled noisily with the effort as he slashed the cane in, the crack of whippy plastic rod on girl-flesh startling, like a sudden lightening flash, the girl’s full throated scream and head jerking back driving him on to still grater effort in the next as all that insidious cruelty burrowed deep into his soul… and the next… and the one after that, and the one after that, as in rapid succession he rocketed in scathing cut after scathing, scourging, scalding cut…  He was out of control, and it was all that temptress harlot girl’s own fault – but she was paying the price, by God how she was paying the price!

And then it was over.  And he was spent and breathless.  And he was remorseful.  He couldn’t believe he had caned the poor girl so savagely, so heartlessly.  But he had - and there were threads and flecks of blood visible along the length of each throbbing cane line to prove it.   

Down ‘below’, its purplish head protruding from its spiked tubular hidey-hole, his painfully blood-engorged cock glistened; a small trickle of sperm was leaking out, leaving a telltale slime-trail of shame down the front of his shorts.

Of course the girl wasn’t being deliberately provocative when she’d been undressing, her hands having been finally released from their stiffened-fingered imprisonment in those handicapping gloves they forced her to wear.  Nevertheless, griping the waistband of her old-fashioned ice-white acetate knickers with both hands, one thumb tucked in either side of the broad and unrelentingly tight elastic, peeling the short-legged bloomer-style knickers down her willowy long, long legs, she had been obliged to bend at the waist, causing her big round bottom to jut out towards him.  

His unchained imagination had done the rest – and, together with his prolonged sexual frustration, it had infuriated him; he had hated her for it, for her damned attractiveness.  He’d made her pay for it; and he’d enjoyed it.  But now there was only that dull grey remorse that so often came along for the ride with repressed fulfilment, when there seemed something… illicit… ‘wrong’ about it.  

He was now suffering all the symptoms of pathological sexual repression, without having lived through the kind of background that more usually led up to such a condition.  He knew nothing of this; he knew only how he felt deep down inside.  But it was all Miss Swanley’s doing – that much he did know!


CHAPTER 18

SEXUAL REPRESSION AND CURTAILING A GIRL’S RELEASE OR: PUTTING AN END TO HER ORGASM

There could be no denying she was a very a beautiful girl, even with her face all puffy and distraught as it was at that moment – he could see it reflected in the mirror.  And that bottom!  The way the girl’s plump behind projected out through the tent flap folds of the hospital style examination gown – perhaps overly plump for some tastes – all heat-shaped and rounded out like two pink balloons, made his heart pound.  And then there was that secret darkened cleft between, glistening obscenely like a puckering over-ripe fig, juicing with inappropriate arousal, bubbling with dribble, positively screaming for his cock, for any cock, and there, at its most exquisitely sensitive apex, at the swollen little pink nubbin itself, the seat of her pleasure and release, a tiny metallic cage thimble sized, woven of fine yet stiff platinum wire shining brighter than silver could ever hope to, anchored by sutured loops of the same material, yet finer still, woven in and out of the flesh at its base with steady-handed surgical precision.  He didn’t need to be told of the little piece of intimate jewellery’s function - but somehow he knew he would be anyway; and with no little relish.

The stylish, if over-dressed, matronly woman stepped forward and to his surprise - if not downright shock - drew a kid-soft gloved digit up along the fleshy slit displayed in all its shaven glory between the girl’s splayed thighs without a by or leave, pausing to twiddle her fingertip over the protruding tip of the little wire mesh cage:     “Such a clever little thing, this is… don’t you think?  It’s based on a Victorian design of course… completely obsessed with the evils of ‘the solitary vice’ the Victorians were, came up with all manner of patent devices aimed at preventing or controlling masturbation… especially in women and girls.”  The plump woman paused, her breathing having become notably laboured, running two more of her white-gloved fingers up and down the girl’s glistening intimacy before again settling her attentions on the tiny basket-weave platinum wire cage at its upper apex.  “Of course, there had been those who advocated more radical surgical intervention, the complete removal of ‘the site of devilment’… if you follow me?”

“Oh, I think we all know what you’re getting at, Millicent...”  Adelaide Swanley just barely suppressed a giggle, stuffing her hands in the pockets of her white doctor’s coat as if to remind herself of her professional standing in all this.  “…And I’ve said before I know someone who would be more than happy to carry out the procedure if you should so wish...”

“I think, for the time being, I’d prefer to keep that in reserve, Adelaide; for now I think I’d prefer to pursue the problem from the psychological standpoint, as you first suggested.  And this little baby here…”  

The curvy yet over-full woman again twiddled with the tiny wire cage poking out from the top of the girl’s cruelly and unflatteringly exposed genitals with a podgy kid-suede gloved hand as she spoke, as if to make her point, drawing a throaty gasp from the girl heavy with long pent up frustration.  “…Yes, this little baby…” she reiterated, as if to drive home the point “…is performing that function admirably.  With this thing in place she can play with herself to her heart’s content, wank herself senseless for all I care…”  The woman was obviously being course with her language for affect; it didn’t suite; it sounded strained, forced.  

She slapped the girl’s ass with her free hand, laughing gleefully as she went on, watching the girls very full bottom as it wobbled, the youthful resilient flesh vibrating with ripples spreading outwards from her gloved palm, the two fat tight hemispheres rocking back and forth and in and out as one. 

“… and of course she won’t get anywhere, except over-excite herself.  I don’t even bother putting her in those special institutional pyjamas you got for me… well, I do, but I don’t bother with utilizing the attachment points for the sleeves and hands is what I mean… But I don’t want her wandering around unaccompanied or unsupervised at night, so I still have her firmly attached to her bed by the anchor points.  And because of that I have to have her placed in nappies at night – in case of little ‘accidents’…”  

Both the bosomy woman and her younger uniformed employee – ostensibly the girl’s nurse or children’s nanny - giggled gaily at that, exchanging amused glances as if it were the finest jolly little private jape ever shared at the expense of another’s humiliation. 

The thought of this eighteen-plus-year-old girl (having up-revised his previous estimate of her age) being put in nappies – or diapers, as those on the other side of ‘the pond’ would say – at night made him throb where he wished he wouldn’t throb: He could immediately sense the sharp needle-pointed, pinched retribution enforced by the penis corset Miss Swanley had his manhood well and truly swaddled in stamping its feminizing authority.  He tried not to listen as the woman went on:  

True, he dreaded the immediately painful consequences of his ‘filthy thoughts and lusts’.  But even more to the point; he was terrified of the longer-term consequences attached to his repeated subconscious correlation of the pain associated with impending arousal with what was after all a perfectly normal, youthfully hot-blooded, male response to the female form and feminine sexuality, albeit heightened by thoughts of the implications of someone wielding such power over it, of beauty tamed.  



In that worry, he completely missed the point of that other correlation he was himself helping to form within his subconscious as part and parcel of the fall-back stratagem he employed to control himself, whenever he evoked those taboo images he recalled from the underground homosexual publications Miss Swanley made him look at.  Besides, it was all but impossible to shut out the sheer enormity of the increasingly unfeasible sights and sounds he was now being exposed to:  The maturely-sensuous over-ripe woman seemed able to sense his inner turmoil, smiling at him in a knowing sideways glance as she continued:  She also seemed able to read his mind, illustrating the darkest, deepest of his own fears through her description of the tribulations of another, as if to deliberately underline for him at least part of the process he himself was going through:

“…But the point is, I leave her hands free to wander where they will.  And believe me – she wanks and wanks and wanks.  The oversexed little slut is up keeping herself awake wanking all bloody night at times.  She looks like ‘butter wouldn’t melt’, but believe me, she can’t keep her hands off herself – and I have the pictures to prove it:  I have a 16mm film news camera left me by my late husband and a Super Eight family movie camera I bought for holidays set up in the girl’s bedroom connected to a timer device my hubby designed for his wildlife filming projects – and you wouldn’t believe the wanton behaviour I have captured on film!  

The point is – as you yourself said, Adelaide – all that wanking leads to nothing; try as she may, with that wired cadge in place over her clitoris, she can’t ever bring herself off.  And so in time, deep down, psychologically she’ll be beginning to note that all she is doing is increasing her frustration, struggling and punishing herself, beginning to associate sexual arousal with distress, with suffering….  Of course, given ENOUGH time, the result will be that the forbidden behaviour – in this case, her constant seeking out of sexual pleasure and release – will become extinguished… In short – as you yourself have said, Adelaide – she will condition herself against achieving release. She will become incapable of orgasm… Through ANY means!”   

Breathing heavily, her own face reddened, the woman looked down at the prostate weeping girl, to where her fingers were still drifting up and down the girl’s puffy glistening slit:  Pulling her hand away she smiled, examining the sticky residue on her fingers with undisguised satisfaction: leaning across she wiped her hand unceremoniously through the girl’s hair:   “Right, up you get – nanny can take charge; I have something to discuss with Miss Swanley in private.”  

The girl’s bottom was bright red and covered with a purplish mass of swollen crisscrossing furrowed lines.  In fact she was covered with thick livid red throbbing cane marks from the upper reaches of her bottom to just above mid-thigh, where – if she were careful sitting and walking – the lower few would just about be hidden under the hem of her short school frock.  



True, a scant few had been landed across the backs of her knees, but here the folds of the skin would provide sufficient camouflage.   

The lad watched open mouthed as the girl straightened up, her movements stiff and painful.  The teenaged girl’s face was the perfect picture of a well-chastised child.  Her face was a bright scarlet red and saturated with tears, her pretty upturned nose dribbling mucus and her cupid bow mouth distorted and held wide open in the throws of a continuous wail of agony, her tongue lolling out almost as if she were in a catatonic state.   Pointed towards a corner of the room by the stern faced, brown-uniformed, nanny the girl moved in a slow, miserably compliant, way, her wide eyes swimming with tears.  Incredulously he realised she had begun sucking her thumb as she continued whimpered, like a small child might, as if her ordeal had had the effect – intended or otherwise - of regressing her back to childhood.  It was truly frightening to see a young woman, probably old enough to marry given a different set of circumstances, reduced to such a state.   

The purpose of this most vigorous caning had been to teach a firm, memorable lesson.  It was supposed to hurt, and hurt greatly.  And it HAD hurt, both physical and – more importantly - mentally.  As he looked on the girl went to wipe away the tears streaming down her face, now puffy from crying, but the stern, firm-lipped nanny was having none of it:

"Silence is a virtue, my dear.”  The children’s nanny put a finger up to her lips, warning off her very un-childlike, very adult charge:  “Let’s have less of that caterwauling, young lady!  Come along, you know my rule; lets have those hands on your head!" The uniformed nanny instructed, injecting just sufficient sharpness in to her otherwise syrupy sing-song West Country accent to ensure compliance; it worked, the humiliated teen rushed her hands to the top of her head as if galvanised by an electric shock, interlocking her fingers and wincing at the thought of the intimate goo glistening like sticky gossamer strands through her locks and which she could now thought she could sense on her fingertips.  

It was yet another psychologically defining moment in a life which had come to be filled with many such…  

Looking on Adelaide Swanley was pensive:  There would be a whole lot more of the same to look forward to where that girl would be going – possibly, be going...  It remained to be seen.  There was much that would have to be arranged... and for the lad too!  Meanwhile, she’d have to get back to that ‘Lina’ character.  Now there WAS a project worth pursuing!   The woman was already eating out of her hand; she could practically feel the purse strings running through her fingers…  She’d have the hospital accommodate the two of them together; the snobby woman and her – by all accounts, the woman’s own account in particular – uppity stepdaughter locked up together in a single shared room with nothing to look at but the bare walls, the bars on the window and each other.  



After a few months they’d most likely have to be restrained in straitjackets just to keep them from each other’s throats – especially once it was ‘leaked’ to each of them that the other was to blame for their twin, shared incarceration.  Yes, that would be interesting – a real test of human nature:  She’d ‘befriend’ each of them individually, ferment distrust, impose ever stricter, ever more restrictive rules on their behaviour, whilst simultaneously encouraging each to ‘snitch’ on the other if she stepped out of line in order to receive even the most pathetic of ‘privileges’.  

Oh, the delicious irony of it all:  The two of them hated talking to one another, but after a few months of being monitored twenty-four hours a day, locked up together while forbidden to speak and subjected to the cane, riding crop or the strap for the slightest of utterances, each would be willing to sell her soul to as much as just whisper a few words in the other’s ear, even if only words riddled with utter hatred.  For the ‘privilege’ of being placed in interview with a therapist, each would gladly sell the other down the river, whether that be attesting to evidence of the other’s ‘illness’, or signing away all financial interests, or both.  

A thought struck her – it made her smile:  She was like a sort of serial killer, except she left the physical, the corporeal, intact.  It was what was inside she killed – or rather she let others do the killing for her.  SHE just pulled the strings.  SHE couldn’t’ be held to blame… could she?          


CHAPTER 19

THE LAST CHAPTER?  

OR JUST THE START?

The sounds of the place were daunting enough in there own right: soulless drafts, more like winds in miniature, wandered aimlessly from some distant opening somewhere whisking tiny whirlwinds of dust, the powdered remnants of blistered one hundred year-old-plus Victorian paint - as likely as not loaded with brain-damaging lead – whistling through unseen cracks with low mournful sighs, flapping decayed ceiling plaster with a noise like distressed pigeon wings, anxious, crippled and spastic.   

The winding windowless corridors – undoubtedly subterranean – were bleak endless high-ceilinged rectangular man-made caves, as wide as they were high, comprising chipped institutional cream and green layer-cake walls lit by iron-caged bulkhead-style lamps throwing barely enough yellowing light beyond their rust-encrusted wire mesh coverings to make out the blackened steel doors inset every so often into the walls, each with a patina-darkened brass fob covering its fish-eye lens viewing port.  

The greying whitewashed concrete flooring crunched in places all grouty and gritty underfoot where cement had worked free.  Deep-set concrete beams periodically bisected the ceiling overhead and echoed sound vacantly back at all angles, magnifying the purposeful step of the nurse’s rubber soled lace-ups, the metallic-clicking high heels of the blue uniformed hospital matron striding alongside, the rattling of the wheelchair, the taut leather creaking of the chair’s restraints and the heavy canvas straitjacket.  And in the distance, ghostly, from time to time similar sounds; perhaps the rattle of another wheelchair, the rustle of a another nurse’s dress and raspy starched apron; perhaps the hesitant pointless bare-footed pad, pad, pad of one directionless nameless inmate or other being led from featureless bare room, to near-featureless consultation or counselling suite.  

Distant iron-railed gates clanged – no, crashed - shut sequentially like a string of choreographed stage maroons detonated one after another in some diabolical pyrotechnic display, the floor to ceiling security grille each was set within ringing on discordantly and joining with the next and the next and the next as if to form a harp-choir born of Hades itself; it was a sound which sung of despair, which wailed of hopelessness, a cacophony of voices which rose up as one to exult the end to freedom each clang recorded...



He was glad to snap out of it – it had all been imagination, of course; his fevered interpretation of all those apocryphal warning tales Miss Swanley had regaled him with so often, about the ‘clinic’ where she had once been employed, with whom she still had a far too-close-for-comfort relationship.  It had been not so much a daydream as a waking nightmare…  Or had it?    

The young lad’s mouth fell open; for a moment his face looked as gormless as a goldfish gaping at its own reflection staring back goggle-eyed from the glass wall of its bowl.  He was stunned into silence, deprived of the wherewithal to express himself, beyond gasping behind a hand hurriedly thrown up to his mouth… Then, hesitantly at first, he spoke – or rather, he babbled, all the while staring near nonsensically at the red imprint of lipstick-coated lips left on the back of his hand: 

“Wha… wha… what ‘ave you – you… What ‘ave you done to ‘er?”  

Not for the first time, the not inconsiderable effort he customarily poured into disguising the oft jarring, oft negatively discriminating, vocal clues to his East End origin failed him and he slipped into his native Paddington Green flavour of the Cockney accent; not quite the real thing of course, even though he had indeed been born within the sound of the bells of Bow church, which was the criterion for claiming to be a genuine Cockney.  

The slap around his face he should have expected, and ordinarily would have accepted with his head hung low in submission like the pathetic doe-eyed whipped puppy he was.  After all it was ‘justice’, as Miss Swanley had sometimes put it:  He had spoken out of turn, without permission, and without being spoken to first:  What could he expect?  Here, in this institution speaking without permission was strictly forbidden, and even then, when spoken to first, it was never to rise above a whisper: mental patients, like naughty children, were to be seen but not heard.  

As it was, this time it was different, his response was different: Fuelled with disgruntled, buried self-denied mourning resentment over the loss of his girlfriend who – he fondly still believed in his deluded way – was soon to be fiancée, primed with the shock of the appearance of this girl who had just been led in front of him and goaded and targeted by the shock of the slap around his chops, for the first time in his life he struck out, he hit back.  

Afterwards - in the quiet, irritatingly peaceful surrounds of the mental hospital’s ‘seclusion room’ – he would ponder the ridiculous spectacle he must have made; a slightly-built, even fey, young man with over-long tousled hair pulled back like a blond sunburst behind a blushing pink Alice band - all hissing peach organza and blushing rustling taffeta - his waist, tapered, squeezed, down, constrained within the moulding grip of an ‘Elastane - rich’ corselet, his bottom encased in goddess flounced and frilly knickers, framed like a ballerina’s in a tutu skirt as if a pantomime princess.  And there he had been, attempting to throw punches with his slender muscle-free arms swinging wildly like a windmill– a girly thrashing, someone had giggled - from the puffed, satin, cap sleeved fitted bodice of an oversized, wide-skirted child’s fairy dress.  No wonder there had been such hilarity!

Of course, again he shouldn’t have expected anything else.  After all was said and done,  hadn’t Miss Swanley made much of how she’d ‘made her way up through the ranks’, never tiring of  regaling him with how she’d once – back in the ‘early days’ – worked as an orderly in a real roughhouse of an institution, well before she achieved all those certificates, diplomas and qualifications she now held?  Hadn’t she made a point – on more than a few occasions – of mentioning (just in passing, you understand) just how proficient those orderlies and nurses who worked in such institutions actually quite often were in Aikido and various other related forms of martial art? 

Well, suffice it to say the poor deluded lad’s one single act of aggressive diffidence had persisted just as long as it had taken for his dolly-lace-gloved hand to have formed a girlish dainty fist and to have lunged, travelling perhaps the length of his forearm out from his torso, certainly no more… Then the largest built of the nurses had reacted, her woman’s hand and wrist moving intuitively like a cobra’s strike.  His right wrist she had deftly caught with her own right hand.  

The nurse’s grip, tightening like an iron band, her thumb pressing painfully into one of the many pressure points she knew so well and which could freeze muscles, had shocked him, paralysing his mind as much as it had his arm.  His uselessly flailing left arm she had ignored entirely, disregarding the crazily off-target attack as she pulled back on his captured right wrist, using his own momentum to spin him around, before yanking his right wrist and arm up behind his back in a painful hammerlock hold, forcing him to bend forward from the waist while simultaneously encouraging his compliance with a shockingly sharp punch landed in the area around his left kidney with her left fist, instantly rendering him breathless.  Then in one single movement the young nurse, her crisp blue uniform dress and equally crisp white apron fluttering wildly, skirt swinging out like that of a somewhat abbreviated ballroom gown, had thrust him forwards over the leather-topped examination couch, yanked down his darling girly frilly panties with her left hand before deftly switching grip on that paralysing, imprisoning hammer lock.  Changing to using her left hand and arm to keep on the hold – and with her thrashing, kicking patient still pinned, bent helplessly over the couch – she had at this stage employed her now freed-up, right hand, hunting blindly for the leather strap she felt sure she had rolled up in her dress hip pocket.  

And then – the nurse’s nimble fingers having located and coiled around the oiled leather strap she had been reaching for largely by instinct – the ‘fun’ had begun:  Kicking his legs apart, roughly shovelling to each side the sparkling white silver-buckled leather Mary-Janes he’d been made to wear for the occasion, and flinging up his skirts and petticoats out of the way, the nurse had brought down the unforgiving heavy leather prison-weight strap across his bare bottom with full force, with all the strength she could muster; not once, not twice, not six times… but again and again and again – without number… until finally the nurse’s arm had literally sagged from sheer exhaustion… 

He had lain there like a rain-soggy neglected rag doll… And he had known - all the way through – that she had been watching, the girl he had been moved to try to protect, watching her would-be hero being broken to a snivelling sissy-doll, one ready and willing to pull his bottom cheeks apart for his first male deflowering, should Miss Swanley, who had been looking on, amused, have so ordered.  In truth, in that moment he would have done anything rather than take another beating, even taken another man’s cock in his mouth, just like he’d seen in those magazines Miss Swanley had made him, not just read, not just look at, but masturbate over, wank over…  The latter was a horrible notion, one that still left him clammy with dread.  But it was something that was not destined to happen, not on this particular day – not yet, at least not as such!  

For now Miss Swanley’s plans for him would follow subtler, more sophisticated, twists and turns than simple direct anal rape at the hands of some idiot-grinning mental asylum inmate, some tame imbecilic pervert he now well knew Miss Swanley would find little difficulty in conjuring up if she so wanted.  Thus, still aghast, and yet whipped into submission, he was once again presented - newly tamed - to the girl, the girl he had seen so many times before in Miss Swanley’s office and surgery suite, the girl Miss Swanley had made him cane on more than one occasion, and who, to his eternal shame, he had ENJOYED              caning.  It shocked him to the very core to see, to realise, that Miss Swanley had arranged for the girl to be locked up in this place too.  

With his girly knickers now pulled back up and his skirts and petticoats resettled around his girlish bottom and hips - and with mascara running and tears still flowing freely down his rouged cheeks - he knew he didn’t cut much of a heroic figure, could offer little by way of hope to the girl if any modicum of defiance still burned within her breast:  It was notable that, when directed to, he curtsied this time, as he should have done the first time, crossing his ankles and with his skirts and petticoats raised in his fingers and thumbs.     

The girl - for her part - had been blushing all the way through the scene; and every bit as deeply as the lad himself, perhaps even more so, if such might be credible.  And little wonder.  Somebody - either Miss Swanley herself, the nursing staff or that flouncy blousy over-fat woman he had first encountered the girl being led around by (or the children’s nanny that woman employed) – had somehow squeezed the girl’s burgeoning figure into a pair of tailored boys’ regulation grey pinstriped flannel school shorts.  

A red, green and old-gold banded elasticated belt snaked through the belt loops and fastened at the front with a snake of its own; a traditional schoolboy’s wire clasp buckle.  The legs of these childish short trousers the girl had on reached just a smidgeon past mid-thigh and bit slightly in to the flesh at the hemmed openings which were ringed with green and old-gold piping, presumably representing ‘school colours’.  The seat was so close-fitting as to allow for nary a crease, nary a wrinkle of fabric while still properly covering both bewitching hemispheres.  The centre seam snuggled intimately deep within the crease between her bum cheeks, while the crotch at the front pulled embarrassingly high and uncomfortably close in to her groin.  

The overall effect was of someone - some strangely androgynous someone - having been shoehorned into something a couple of sizes too small or – given the rest of the outfit – having outgrown some kind of hand-me-downs.  If not for the somewhat sinister context of an old, disused Victorian mental asylum the result might well have been somewhat comical.

Tucked in to the waistband of the Boyish school short trousers, where was a close-fitting buttoned dazzlingly white school shirt that rendered her so flat chested as to suggest that only a tight rubber ‘breast binder’ worn beneath could be responsible for the vestigial half-apple suggestions of the veritable melons she had once sported.  A green and old-gold diagonally-striped school tie was knotted about a stiff starched high collar of the Eton type which looked as if it threatened to throttle her.  Over the top of this was a short school blazer or jacket of the Eton ‘bum freezer’ type, a short and very masculine jacket worn open fronted and cropped at the back, a feature which made it look as if the girl’s bottom was particularly large, protruding unflatteringly.  Green, red and old-gold diagonal piping trim decorated the cuffs, lapels and pockets and a school badge, incorporating a crest of some kind, was emblazoned on the top pocket.

A pair of thick grey ribbed socks were pulled up as high as her knees, where a ribbon tab in the same three school colours as everything else which constituted ‘trimmings’ fluttered at either side like a broad little snake-tongue pennant.  And on the blushing, now boyish-looking, girl’s feet were a pair of lads’ lace up school shoes, flat heeled and polished within an inch of their lives, just as a guardsman’s boots might have been.    

In short; the girl was dressed in the typical uniform of an English public school schoolboy, her close-cut, boyishly side-parted haircut adding to the illusion, the school cap she had perched on her pouting, prettily blushing head, doubly so.  

While he sat, legs dangling, on the side of the couch he had only minutes earlier been thrashed over, his skirt and petticoats ruched up around his waist – arranged by Miss Swanley herself – the girl was brought across and made to kneel on a low plastic-toped stool in front of him.  The idea was clear enough:  The girl was to kneel there in front of him, dressed as a lad, to take his manhood in her mouth, and – not to put to fine a point on it - to ‘suck him off’ as Miss Swanley delighted in saying.  While he himself sat there like the sissy to end all sissies, the ‘Mary-Anne’ to eclipse all ‘Mary-Annes’, dressed in his flouncy satin skirts, organza, nylon net and taffeta and soft silky satin knickers, with ribbons entwined in his hair like some odd school lad’s twisted wet dream – or some little girl’s doll’s wedding day fantasy.   And under different circumstances – and minus the humiliating outfits – it would surely have been any young chap’s wet dream, or so one would have supposed.  And so it might have been, had it not been for his understanding (and perhaps the girl’s grasp, for all he knew) of what it was really all about, what the experience was supposed to do to them, how it was supposed to twist the two of them – change the both of them, both himself and the girl. 

He wasn’t going to go along with it, he would think of something else, not allow himself to become aroused – that would stop them.   But think of what else?  Those magazines and pamphlets he had been made to study? And then Miss Swanley reached down in to his knickers, her knowledgeable fingers twirled and twiddled, and nature began to take its course the thin satin-finish nylon tenting around a humiliatingly rigid jutting pole of flesh.

“Hmm, you like that, don’t you child!”  She ruffled the kneeling girl’s boyishly side-parted hair with her other hand as she spoke, now addressing the girl-dressed-as-a boy:  Don’t you think that is so pretty, just the sort of lollypop a poof-boy like you would want to get your lips around, even though I know you prefer to have your head buried in a lady’s knickers, don’t you, fellow my lad.”  Miss Swanley’s voice was somehow mocking, yet coaxing, all at the same time.  The girl-dressed-as-a boy just looked up, adoringly, at the woman standing over her, a soppy, nonsensical and slightly idiotic smile on her face – and once again he saw what had made him react so badly when first she had been brought in.  It was not so much the bizarre way they had the girl dressed up as the glazed, stupefied look in her eyes, otherworldly as if she were walking through a dream, someone else’s dream, one manufactured for her.  Then Miss Swanley was slipping down the waistband of his silky knickers, easing out his throbbing purple-knobbed manhood from under a overhang of taffeta and nylon, at the same time pressing the schoolboy-girl’s head forwards, guiding his manhood towards the boyish lips.  And then those soft yet firm lips were around it, sliding up and down the extremity, tongue lapping over the head, then the lips drawing it in, then the tongue lapping again…  

Already he could feel the sap rising, the first few pearly drips entering that hungry mouth, his balls contracting, his ‘thing’ quivering with shear unadulterated lust… in… in … that… schoolboy’s mouth… Completely involuntarily, to his horror he found he was taking in the shorts, the shirt and tie, all that boyish imagery.  His mind was flashing up afterimages of all those magazines, books, photographs and films he had been shown all those times, when one nurse or another had stroked him to orgasm, made him spray into her hand or all over one of those magazines or books or in a scrunched-up satin wad fashioned from a pair of the girly frilled and flounced knickers they made him wear here at the hospital.  

Enthusiastically kneeling in front of him, the strange, perverted image of the schoolboy-girl was busily lapping and sucking and caressing with wild abandon.  The seemingly experienced - even expert – lips were creating sensations he had previously never even as much as dreamed of.  Meanwhile the eyes were focused (if focused was the right word for a wide-eyed gaze which seemed to penetrated through to a different plane of existence entirely) not on his own, or even his face – and certainly not on his manhood – but rather were noticeably concentrating on all his girly finery, on his knickers, skirt, girdle and suspenders, with fetishistic obsession.  Looking on he could only guess at the sort of Sapphic imagery running through the girl’s mind – imagery implanted courtesy of Miss Swanley and her manipulations, as surely as the imagery that he himself was now finding impossible to shake… now that he was… he was… in a lad’s mouth… in…a…teenage…schoolboy’s…mouth… “Oh my God!”  He exclaimed in utter defeat, breathless… 

Already the schoolboy-girl was being positioned tummy-down over the higher stool which waited alongside that which had been pressed into service for kneeling - and her-his regulation school shorts pulled down.  

Already the schoolboy-girl-thing the girl had become was reaching back and easing down her-his own Y-front underpants and holding apart those fulsome globes of her-his bottom, proffering the rosebud hole between, sited deep within the cleft – and he could see that was the only orifice now on offer, the other, feminine route vouchsafed behind a small cage-like silvery lattice-work of wire permanently sutured in to place with metal rings infibulated through multiple piercings.

Already he was responding, growing harder – and growing harder still, each and every time one of those gathered to watch the proceedings talked about ‘the boy’ or instructed; “now bend over boy” or “pull those bottom cheeks apart, boy”… “Boy”, “boy”, “boy”.  That was all he could hear now, the blood pounding in his ears, his member now rock hard again and throbbing, twitching… 

And then, even as he was being manoeuvred into position behind the bent over form of the waiting schoolboy-girl, his member literally twitching up against a rosebud bum-hole he now realised had already been well lubricated with petroleum jelly in preparation, the uniformed nurse who had subdued him earlier squeezed past.  If his eyes had been wide before, they grew even wider now.  Even as his length sank slowly into the deep recesses of the schoolboy-girl’s tight bottom, he felt his skirt being raised, fingers easing down his knickers to around his knees and a finger, slick with petroleum jelly easing in to his own rectum…  He was being prepared – and he now knew what for.  In passing the nurse had haphazardly tossed down onto the smaller stool, employed earlier, a device that looked like a large plastic version of the erect male member set within a rubbery-looking shield-shaped plastic panel which in turn was equipped with a network of plastic straps and buckles.  He knew what it was for – it was a device designed to give the schoolboy-girl-thing the ability to return the favour, once he had finished having his way with his-her-its bottom… And the thought excited him – what with the ministrations of the nurse’s finger embedded in his bottom, he felt himself spurt, deep within the schoolboy-girl-thing’s bowels…  And now he was scared, really scared…

They really were twisting the two of them, the both of them.  But he no longer cared about what was to become of the girl, he no longer was even thinking of the bottom within which his ‘thing’ was still embedded as belonging to a girl.  All he could think of now were two things:

  What was going to become of him?  How was he going to get out of this place?

For he knew one thing for sure – there was no way they were going to let either of them go.  He had seen enough of the place to know that a great deal of it was turned over to long-term ‘care’, which in the case of the girl and him might as well be another way of saying ‘imprisonment’, of their being incarcerated surrounded by legitimate, registered mental patients, perhaps even being officially admitted themselves, stained for the rest of their lives by having the label ‘mental patient’ attached to them.

He had to get out… He had to get the both of both of them out.  And right now, he thought he knew how!    


BY THE SAME AUTHOR

INSTITUTIONALISED:

Beyond the Stanford Experiment

ISBN 978-0-9558501-0-3

Where it all began

Two unrelated young women coincidently find themselves in similar circumstances; each having an inheritance at stake with a grasping manipulative stepmother holding the purse-strings. Both girls have found an ally in a supportive, if overbearing, ‘aunt’ figure but find themselves lovingly guided into a stifling and increasingly dependent relationship. An advertisement calling for medical research volunteers seems to offer an ideal opportunity for each to temporarily distance herself from her situation. But is all as it seems? Why is the security so tight? Why are there bars on the windows? Why all the petty rules, restrictions and talk of punishment? This, volume 1 of this adults-only trilogy, uniquely ties together such themes as corporal punishment, bondage, humiliation, medical fetish, mind control, incarceration and others.

Go to

http://www.lulu.com/product/download/institutionalised/2866500



INSTITUTIONALISED 2:

Confined in the Workhouse

ISBN   978-0-9558501-1-0

Where it went next

Two young women have been talked, cajoled and manipulated into joining a privately financed, residential medical research project. Initially signing up for 3 months, isolated within a secure hospital psychiatric wing in a world of petty rules, straightjackets, bedpans, plastic knickers, diapers, restrictive school uniforms and drab prison dresses, each has now served that term several times over; one bristling under a strict boarding-school regime, the other under prison discipline.  Overseen by strict nurses, a stern, cane wielding hospital matron and a female psychiatrist, who glories in manipulating her young charges by the deliberate induction of phobias, each has been browbeaten into extending her stay over and over again. Elsewhere a girl awakens, ostensibly following a car crash – by why is she restrained behind bars on a locked ward? Why does she recall the sting of the tawse, rather than the twisting of metal? 

Go to

http://www.lulu.com/product/file-download/institutionalised-2-spanking-caning-humiliation-diapers-discipline-or-confined-in-the-workhouse-the-effect-of-prison-school-uniforms-stern-nurses-governesses-the-cane-tawse-martinet-on-young-women-in-a-long-term-residential-clinical-study/10895712



INSTITUTIONALISED 3:

A Continuum of Discipline

ISBN 978-0-9558501-2-7

http://www.lulu.com/content/paperback-book/a-continuum-of-discipline/10650148  or search on Amazon for ebook version.

Half their number were saddled with the encumberment of a plastic card hung around the neck on a thin, silvery chain-link lanyard spelling out the label ‘STUTTERER’ in glossy raised gold capitals.  They were berated for the tiniest slip, told to take their time, to avoid long words and those they knew she couldn’t’ pronounce.  Her stammering, once it began, would be met with a condescending smile and the patient, resigned, advice to “try again”, avoiding this word or that or to “find a shorter, simpler term for what you’re trying to say”.  It was an insidious process; one she worried was making her worse not better.  She was nervous.  A member of her subgroup - any marked out by one of those placards balanced across the bustline of her gymslip - could receive a stroke or two of the cane, strap or tawse across an outstretched palm for something as innocuous as a repeated word or simple verbal stumble…    



Alice Under Discipline

- Part One – 

The Governess, the Heiress and the Gym Teacher 

A cane-in-hand tale of domestic discipline, domination, dependency, psychological manipulation and unashamed exploitation from the INSTITUTIONALISED stable 

Alice’s legal guardian was no longer powerless, despite the girl’s age and the fact she was not now far from the ‘age of majority’. Much of that ‘self-reliance’ and ‘independence of spirit’ the girl had always been known for had now largely evaporated in the face of her new-found reliance on her physician’s script. Indeed, Alice’s growing dependence on the good doctor had now placed her well and truly under that woman’s control - and by proxy, her own. But it was time the girl was more properly tamed. It was high time she got her stepdaughter more fully ‘domesticated’, as her physician accomplice, the ever-resourceful psychologist, Dr Anne Ecclestone, liked to put it. In short; it was high time some ‘structure’ was introduced into the carefree life of the young heiress, Alice Lamberton. If she could expect a struggle where the imposition of strict discipline was concerned, she expected a veritable storm once the thorny question of corporal punishment raised its head......but that was where the doctor came in... 



‘VICTORIAN GOVERNANCE IN THE AGE OF FREEDOM’

Another cane-in-hand tale of domestic discipline, domination, dependency, psychological manipulation and unashamed exploitation from the INSTITUTIONALISED stable

Her aunt's house was only a spitting distance from London’s Paddington station and hence the shops of the West End, which was more to the point. She knew nothing of the dark repressed days of the Victorian era when a young woman her age - or even older - might well have found herself transferred from that very same address to another, similar, house in Clifton, Bristol for a period of ‘obedience training’ which might have lasted a year, eighteen months - or even longer! But then again, what was that knowledge worth? It was only history, after all. And she certainly would not have taken at all seriously any suggestion that in some manner the spirit of that place - and of that age – might still be alive. Nor that the influence of the long-deceased professional disciplinarian woman who had once owned and run that establishment for the ‘chastisement of wayward young women’ might still shadow and darken her aunt's home. That view would change... and her bottom would pay the price of her ignorance!

Go to:

http://www.lulu.com/shop/garthp-toyntanen/caning-gwyneth-or-victorian-governance-in-the-age-of-freedom/ebook/product-20512223.html



Alice Under Discipline

- Book Two – 

Alice and the New Magdalene Laundries

A cane-in-hand follow-up to Alice Under Discipline Book 1 (No – really?) An earlier-published tale of domestic and institutional discipline, domination, dependency, psychological manipulation and unashamed exploitation – sexual and otherwise

Read more of the trials and tribulations dominating the life the young heiress and would-be debutante, Alice Lamberton, as through the collusion of her governess, her stepmother and others having a vested interest in her longer-term disappearance, she finds herself in a church-run charity ‘home’ historically famed for “…providing a disciplined environment for recalcitrant young women…” under the gentle care of the nuns, and the Mother Superior in particular.  Now so fixated and dependent on the ‘intervention’ her governess’s doctor friend has prescribed for her that she has little option but to submit to the strap and the cane when faced with the alterative of being denied ‘treatment’, how long can her delicate spirit resist being crushed under the rigid discipline of this new régime she has been placed under?  

http://www.lulu.com/gb/en/shop/garthp-toyntanen/alice-under-discipline-book-two-alice-and-the-new-magdalene-laundries-or-the-tale-of-a-modern-lass-caned-and-spanked-over-the-knee-of-governess-nurse-and-nun/ebook/product-20737248.html



If you enjoyed these books you might also like to sample these titles by accomplished new writer and friend, Angela Fox:

The Wardress

http://www.lulu.com/shop/angela-fox/the-wardress/ebook/product-20693957.html

Found guilty of a murder she didn’t commit, a woman is gradually going insane, confined to a cell with only the basic necessities of life. Then a mysterious wardress enters her life at night, spanking and stimulating her in a confusing manner. An erotic lesbian relationship begins in a tiny confined world where the woman has no control, leaving her during her long lonely days with strangely disturbing thoughts that both terrify and excite her. The beautiful yet unfathomable intruder gives her something to live for, but at what price? Does she have other intentions and will the prisoner finally succumb to her terrible fate?  (Also available in an illustrated form).

Made For Service

http://www.lulu.com/shop/angela-fox/made-for-service/ebook/product-20705253.html

A young woman on hard times accepts money for attending an interview for a position as a live-in maid. However, her prospective employer is a strong dominant woman who seems to want more than just a housekeeper. Initial disappointment at the woman’s reluctance to hire her leads her to accept a test to see if she can follow orders and tolerate unusual conditions and discipline knowing that even if she fails she can still collect her money. Successfully passing the test will lead to opportunities to take on more difficult challenges as well as earn a little more money that she desperately needs. However the challenges lead her to question her own beliefs and reveal new insights to her own nature. She wonders whether she could really accept the demands of domestic slavery to a powerful and dominant woman. Will her own surprising submissiveness override her natural abhorrence of the life style her new Mistress seems to want and provide her the safety and happiness she desperately seeks?

Head Girl at Grangedale

http://www.lulu.com/shop/angela-fox/head-girl-at-grangedale/ebook/product-20727335.html

An outstanding pupil at an exclusive yet traditional all girl’s school where discipline revolves around severe corporal punishment, has been promoted to head girl. It is the summer holiday which she is spending with the school’s headmistress when she gets a letter from a girl who was expelled the previous year. She now has to decide whether her previous enemy has indeed reformed and what if any price should be extracted before the girl be allowed to return. The story is a drama based on traditional and none traditional values with F/f relationships and the application of the cane but it also a story about feminine love.

In Trouble at Grangedale

http://www.lulu.com/shop/angela-fox/in-trouble-at-grangedale/ebook/product-20694087.html

At an exclusive yet traditional all girl’s school where discipline revolves around severe corporal punishment, an outstanding pupil is falsely accused of starting a fight. Angela Wilson, although gifted is something of an outsider since she attends on the basis of scholarship funding whereas the vast majority of pupils come from families of wealth. She must decide whether her love for the school and respect for its headmistress are sufficient to overcome her fear and humiliation of a severe caning, unaware that there are forces behind the scene working both for and against her. The story is a fascinating account of strict schoolgirl discipline and how unintended consequences can bring about a mature awakening of a woman, love and even sweet revenge.

Reversal of Fortune

http://www.lulu.com/shop/angela-fox/reversal-of-fortune/ebook/product-20726515.html

Christine Fowler is a young business owner in need of a strong technical partner. A chance meeting with her old maths teacher Sandra Jackson, gives her a clever, but wicked, idea. She has long nursed resentment for Miss Jackson who once caned her, but realizes that her old nemesis would make an ideal business partner. She knows Miss Jackson has the technical smarts to make her business succeed, and she can use her own position as senior partner to dominate Miss Jackson and satisfy her need for revenge. Christine ensnares her old adversary and now becomes the teacher using the older woman’s techniques including the cane and other humiliations. But despite harsh treatment she finds Sandra is not only talented but a dedicated worker who becomes a huge asset to their business. As two women build a business together, natural antagonism turns gradually to mutual respect then admiration. A drama of discipline and love develops as they both come to understand the real meaning of true love.

The Spy Who Went Back To School

http://www.lulu.com/shop/angela-fox/the-spy-who-went-back-to-school/ebook/product-20715580.html

A British spy, wounded on a secret mission in Afghanistan, returns to England to be given and easy assignment as a convalescence. Her mission is to go undercover at an exclusive though strict girl’s boarding school, as the room mate to the daughter of a world leader who is believed to be under some sort of threat. But while acting as a bodyguard to the girl, the spy has to suffer the same strict discipline as all the other girls and her life is complicated by the fact that she falls in love with the school’s dominant headmistress. The story is an action filled adventure with unarmed combat, gun play, car chases, explosions, mysteries, red herrings, drama and dramatic rescues all played out against a classic school girl setting as the spy attends lessons and suffers corporal punishments along with other girls from the school. Our heroine has to unravel a complex plot against the school by determined terrorist at the same time satisfying her lover with adult play.


Comments, ideas and criticism are always most welcome.  Please feel free to email the author at:

toyntanen@googlemail.com 

Or

Why not come pay a visit and post a comment at the author’s blog - 

Behind the Barred Window 

http://toyntanen.blogspot.com

Or visit the website:  

Beyond the Barred Window

http://www.theoriginalinstitute.com/toyntanen/index.html

Disclaimer: All characters appearing in this work are fictitious as is the storyline – it is a work of complete fantasy and should be treated as such.  Any resemblance to real events or real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.  All characters can be assumed to be over the age of 18 or the local age of consent in the reader’s region or jurisdiction.

OEBPS/images/image_f541ab33-0ac4-49fd-bae8-bfeb73d1de1c5416696815098370548.jpg
The girl was like a fly in a web - and 18
years of age, all HE could do was sit
looking on awaiting his OWN turn. But
just like the girl, he too was now...

Afew snapshots, a signed confession -and
now his very sexuality was at stake. Was
this girl in the same boat?
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