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Volume 1

 

 

I can only sit on my still sore bottom and think about how I got into this situation. 

I’d been engaged to Bernard when I met David Bruin. All the girls in our set called him the ‘Bear’ and in truth he was a bit of a bear. Big, muscular and with an overwhelming presence. All the girls were wild over him but of course he was married. Not that you ever saw the little wife, she was buried on his estate in the Midlands. 

Ours was a fast set and I lost my virginity to Bernard a few months after we met, though my hymen went long ago riding horses. He was wild about me and I thought I loved him. I suppose I did in a way but I suspect that it was part due his money, I came from quite a good family but with not a lot of cash: land rich, cash poor, as they say! The other thing was that I felt, being less than svelte, I was lucky to get him. Long legged and with a pretty face, I unfortunately had too much bust and too much bottom to be fashionable and, no matter how much I dieted, I couldn’t lose it. I was better suited to the days of corset and bustles than the twenties, that’s for sure.

Anyway, when the Bear showed interest in me I was flattered. It was at Cissy Morehampton’s that I gave in and let him in to my bedroom. He was hot, eager and absolutely infatuated with my body. I was bowled over by his enthusiasm and he became quite possessive of me. We met regularly and for a while I was a happy girl, enjoying the enthusiastic attention of two men who were seemingly infatuated with her. The Bear, though, began to be very possessive. All this passion was quite exciting and heady for a girl who had thought herself the dud of the set but eventually I realised it had to end because of my approaching marriage to Bernard. When I tried to break off our relationship the Bear became quite violent, even to the point of taking me across his knee and spanking me like Papa used to, but on my naked bottom. 

“Naomi, you will not marry Bernard! You will not marry Bernard! You will not marry Bernard!” His words were emphasised with blows to my bottom until I was kicking and squealing, squirming and writhing. I couldn’t get away, though, and when eventually he stopped we made passionate love on the floor. I came and came and it was wonderful. Foolishly I was quite surprised and pleased at my sophisticated decadence.

It was as I was dressing, pulling up my stockings and connecting them to the new American innovation of suspenders, then pulling on my cami-knickers that I told him again. “It’s no use, David. We have to finish. You’re married and Bernard loves me. This will be the last time we meet privately like this.” He stepped towards me again and I stuck out a hand. “There’s no point in trying to beat some sense into me, as you called it. I’m marrying Bernard. Touch me again and I’ll sue you for assault!” 

He made an effort and we parted with chaste kiss on my cheek from him and that I thought was that.

 

A week later he called me and suggested I come to dinner with him for the last time. He said he had a present for me and that he didn’t want us to part on bad terms. In truth I had missed him. I may not have been in love with him but he was a fantastic and fascinating lover with a demanding, hard muscled body and the equipment to go with it. 

We met in the Brampton. It was a good class hotel with a reputation for discretion and we had been there before in more friendly times. I guessed he was hoping to change my mind in bed but I was equally certain that he wouldn’t. But one last liaison, that was another thing, I thought, feeling my pussy moisten with anticipation. The meal was marvellous and the wine delicious. By the end of the meal I’d had three glasses and was feeling somewhat squiffy. Much more, in fact, than I normally would. When he led me up to his bedroom I wanted to pull away, I didn’t feel right but my brain wasn’t working properly and I knew I would find it difficult to be truly coherent. Equally, though, I still retained sufficient awareness to know I didn’t want to make a scene. Later I wished I had! Anyway, I managed not to stagger too much and when the door of his room closed behind me the bed seemed to rush towards me as I fell face first on to it and I remembered no more.

 

I awoke around ten this morning. My neck ached. I was lying on my front and I had dribbled disgustingly on the pillow. There was no sign of the Bear. My bottom felt sore and I wondered if he had spanked me again. I couldn’t remember anything, I couldn’t even remember if we had made love. The need for the toilet drove me to get up. It was as I sat on the toilet, still sleep fuddled, that I became aware of the dressings on my hip and bottom. Had I had an accident? Had he spanked me again so hard that I needed medical attention? Carefully, as I stood before the mirror, I removed the blood-stained dressings. It was at this point my life changed and changed forever.

Tattooed in large letters, fresh and livid, running from the side of my right hip and around my cheek were the words ‘Cum Slut!’ Similarly, on the left, was ‘Fuck Toy!’ I felt faint. I guessed who’d done or had this done to me. The Bear! I guessed why, too. He didn’t want me to marry Bernard. He’d said it clearly enough and his actions in assaulting me showed he meant it. I stood staring numbly at my indelibly decorated bottom. I knew that sailors had tattoos, crude chains and anchors and ‘I love Mabel’ or some such on scroll beneath an arrow pierced heart. This was something different. I could see precise and careful script. The words were crude but the workmanship wasn’t. Slowly realisation dawned on me that I could no longer marry Bernard; the wedding was off. Initially I frantically wondered how I could get them removed then the answer forced itself upon me - there was no way they could be. Johnson the gardener had tattoos from his time in the army. He’d shown me them when I was a young girl. 



“I regret it,” he’d said. “My wife’s name is Rose and she gives me hell about this one,” pointing at the heart and Mabel. “Once done they can’t be removed.” I thought about that and how my disfigurement would affect me. What man would want a wife so crudely disfigured? Worse to contemplate, what man would want written proof that his wife had been unfaithful to him? No other conclusion could be arrived at with such slogans for him to see all the time. Even if I claimed I was the victim of a wicked prank, he would ultimately have his doubts and someone would tell him the truth. I had been circumspect but not especially careful. Why should I? My friends were all part of my set and they wouldn’t throw stones for fear of repercussions. This was entirely different. There were enough fair weather friends who would delight in laughing and sniggering, taking pleasure in whispering behind my back. Bernard himself had been quite a gay blade but his peccadilloes would be a thing of the past, with these markings always with me, suspicions or even knowledge of my wild behaviour would grow rather than fade with time. 

 

I’ve been unable to get in contact with the Bear for nearly a week. The tattoos have largely healed and physically I could forget their presence. When I look at them in the mirror, though, now the red soreness has gone, they look sharper and clearer than ever! 

I was alone in the flat I shared with Hazel and Geraldine when at last he showed up. I had gone beyond anger and was coldly incandescent. 

“You bastard!” I said. “How can I marry Bernard with these - these, obscenities on my bottom!”

“That’s the whole idea, Naomi. You can’t. You belong to me now. You’re mine.”

“Don’t be silly. I belong to me. And anyway you’re a married man!”

“My wife and I have a special relationship so the fact that I’m married doesn’t matter.”

“It does to me, you bastard!” I flared, but he ignored me.

“You can’t marry anyone now. And if you don’t belong to me I will feel free to mention to all and sundry, including your family, just what is tattooed on that lush body of yours.”

I swore, I cursed, I came out with words I never realised I knew and invented others but of course it did no good. Eventually he left me. Leaving me with the feeling of sick despair rising in me. His parting words were: “I’ll be in touch. If I tell you to come, you will come right away. If you don’t, the first to hear will be your father. Think about it.” 

 

The weeks have been horrible. Hazel and Geraldine have been leaving me well alone. I keep apologising to them, telling them that I’m having a difficult time with my monthly. I’m not sure they believe me.

 

I got a note from David to meet him at the Savoy. I’ve done nothing but worry about my mutilation. I thought about not going but I worried also that he might do as he’d threatened. There was no way I was going to meet him naked under my dress, though!

He was waiting for me the other side of the revolving door when the taxi dropped me. He looked so attractive, if only the rest of the world knew how wicked he really is. But nonetheless I could not help a frisson of pleasure as he took my hand and led me straight in to the lounge for tea. To the outside world we must have looked just like two old friends meeting. After all, who has assignations at the Savoy? 

 “Are you wearing your underwear, Naomi?” he asked and I blushed.

“Of course I am!” I was here but I wasn’t going to be brow beaten by this beast.

“I said in the letter not to.”

“You don’t own me! I’m not your puppet!”







“Oh but you are, Fuck Slut.” I blushed scarlet at his combination of two of the words on my rear and automatically I squirmed in my seat, thankful that ours was a private corner. “The fact you are will earn you a spanking too.” He smiled at me and I felt weak and fearful yet strangely excited too.

We took another taxi after tea, this time back to the Brampton. He had a small case with him but the hotel and we, knew it was for convention sake only. I could feel the knowing eyes of the staff boring through my veil. In the past it hadn’t bothered me, it was the sort of hotel that catered to upper class vices and they were discreet but then it had been my choice and I hadn’t been indelibly labelled a ‘Fuck Toy!’ and ‘Cum Slut!’ As soon as we were in the room he grabbed me and kissed me hard. I felt myself respond to the crude sexuality of the horrid man but even before I could respond he pushed me away. 

“Take your clothes off!” His voice sounded thick with lust and it was hard at first to take in his meaning. I started to protest.

“Bear, you can’t treat me -.”

“Naomi, take your clothes off! You’ve already earned a spanking because of disobeying my instructions once. Your tally is increasing.”

My eyes filled with tears, I didn’t know this Bear and I was afraid of him.

I stripped. It seemed pointless not to. He had seen me naked before and he had already threatened me with violence. I guessed he was not averse to ripping my clothes off. I’m not a big woman and today he seemed huge and overwhelming. Hat, gloves, coat, dress, slip, knickers and liberty bodice. The latter had given me a sense of security that was sadly lacking after I had stripped and I shivered as I stood before him naked. I could see myself in the mirrors. The Brampton was one of those hotels that had lots of mirrors. Before those horrible tattoos I had been able to look at myself without disgust. Oh, my breasts were pillows with large nipples where more fashionable girls had small breasts and bee sting teats. My belly gently curved above my sleek pubic hair where theirs were concave. I had hips and bottom cheeks that were full and round where theirs were like little boys’. But my skin is clear, almost translucent and the waist between my curves is small and the hair that frames my face is so dark as to be almost blue. Thick and lustrous, it will take almost any cut or style. I know my face is beautiful and it has been called Madonna-like by some. With my large eyes and high cheekbones it would have had an innocent beauty, if my lips were not too full for innocence. If only, I thought as I considered myself, my body hadn’t been so voluptuous I could have been as attractive as Hazel or Geraldine and not attractive to him!

He didn’t give me long to consider the shamefulness of my condition. He pulled me to him and had me over his lap in a trice. His hand came down on my full prominent rear hard. The pain burst like a bomb on my cheek. I squealed and jerked. “I will be obeyed or you will be punished! Now count each stroke and thank me for it.” A second blow exploded, juddering my cheeks and I squealed again. “Count!” Desperately I tried to draw breath into my lungs.

“Three! -Thank you, Bear.” My voice was choked with tears

“Thwack!”

“Four! Thank you, Bear.”

He continued this way until I reached fifteen and I was speaking in a hoarse whisper but I daren’t not count. I lay spent across his lap, my bottom a glow. 

“In future, should you earn a punishment you are to count, thank me and refer to me as ‘Master’ and ask for another.” I think I goggled at him but was too busy rubbing my bottom

He lifted me like a doll and placed me on the bed, making me kneel head down and flaming tattooed bottom up. To my shame, tight as I was and large as he is, I was wet and he slid in easily. The combination of his body slapping against my abused bottom and the way in which he worked my slit, I found myself gripping the sheets in a vice-like grip so that my hands ached, as I came again and again. He seemed determined to go on forever. At last, even though I was well on the way to another massive spending, I reared up as it threatened, knowing that I could take no more yet needing this final release. My big breasts swung from my chest, my cunny gripping him hard and meeting his thrusts. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaaaard!” I spent as I have never spent before in a final orgasm. 

 

I have to face up to the fact that I can’t marry Bernard. I had already given a week to thinking about how I might end it. Thankfully he has been away on business for the best part of the month. It had been the reason I had been able to have so much time with Bear in the first place. How I wished he’d never gone! But in the back of my mind is the memory of the sensations I had experienced like never before with the hateful Bear. Now I’m in panic, I feel sick. How was I to tell him, what was I to tell him? That I am a ‘Fuck Toy!’ a ‘Cum Slut’! 

Bernard landed at Southampton from America in the morning. He phoned ahead and, though the line was crackly, he informed me that he was on his way to me via the boat train. The train will have arrived at St Pancras; he will be here any minute in a taxi. 

 

In the end I just told him that, like him as much as I did, I couldn’t marry him because I didn’t love him. The latter was true but since when has that stopped a well-bred young lady like me from marriage? Money and position is everything, after all. I feel exhausted. He wouldn’t go and went over everything again and again. But it’s done now. I felt at one time that I should have lifted my skirt and thrust my marked cheeks at him, shameful as it would have felt, it might have been less draining. I went to sleep tonight riding the handle of my hairbrush. I needed the comfort.

 

Mummy and Daddy have been up to London to see me. They’re angry with me for breaking off my engagement. For the first time in a fortnight I wore underwear. Bear had taken to calling on me or having me come to him at a moment’s notice. If he finds me wearing anything more than stockings and suspenders under my dress he spanks me. I want to refuse, it’s so shaming but it excites me too, this feeling of being controlled and humiliated. His cock feels so lovely inside me even though I hate him.

Before they left they told me that I should come home. OK I’m only nineteen but Great Aunt Alice left me some money that Daddy can’t take from me so I refused. Bear said I must. What choice did I have? If Daddy found out just what his daughter had been doing and what Bear has done to her he would have gone mad, possibly tried to kill Bear. But they and I still would have been humiliated and the scandal! Inevitably I would have been locked up at home and kept away from life and my friends, though I am beginning to wonder if I have any real friends. All and all it would be worse than living in a nunnery. 

After they left, Bear came. He’s moved me out of my flat and into one that he’s rented for me. I’ve left a note for the girls explaining that I think it better for me to be alone because of my mood swings disrupting the flat. I’m sure they’ll make all the right sounds of protest but be glad I’m gone. I’ve been horrible lately. When we arrived at the new flat he made me lift my skirt and display myself to him. Of course I was wearing underwear because of Mummy and Daddy’s visit.

“One - Thank you, Master, may I have another?” 

“Thwack!”

“Two - Thank you, Master, may I have another?” 

“Thwack!”

“Three - Thank you, Master, may I have another?” 

“Thwack!”

I got to twenty and I was crying even as I came and came. I am a slut. His fuck toy. I can’t stop crying now he’s gone. I know when he phones or writes I will obey. I will be meek and biddable just as he wants. Is there no way out? Is this what I am?

 

I saw Bernard today. He cut me. I’ve been seen with Bear around town. The rumours are flying. Mummy and Daddy received a letter from some poisonous bitch or other. Unless I come straight home they will disown me. How can I go home?

 

I gained another whipping today for refusing to rush to him. It was stupid. I let anger rule my head. I can’t fight him and I can’t get free of him without hurting myself and my family. I have no doubt he will tell of my mutilation to the whole world. Who now will believe I’m a victim and not a depraved creature? He tied my wrists behind me with cord and then tied me on to the bed so my bottom was offered up for his attention. I struggled to escape but the loop around my neck kept me in position and if I struggled too much it threatened to choke me. This time he used a quirt and I thanked Master to twenty-five. The pain in some ways was less though strands of the quirt caught my lower lips, even that little bud that swells so when I’m aroused. As ever I was wet and open when he entered me. I strained to escape him even as my sex seemed to suck him home. 

Three spendings had come and gone as I still struggled to escape and he was still using me when he withdrew and I felt his cock nudge that other tight little hole. I screamed, “N-oo-oo!” but it did no good. He was slippery from my sex hole and inexorably he went deep into me, plundering my depths. I tried to wriggle free, the cramps were terrible but it only excited him. Suddenly he was coming and I was coming too! I think I passed out for a few seconds.

“Go to this address,” he said, placing a card on a table as I rubbed the marks left by the cords. “The girl knows all about colonic irrigation. Enemas. I want you to keep yourself clean, Naomi, for whenever I want to use you there again.”

“That’s disgusting! I won’t do such a thing.” I had heard my Aunt Agatha talking to Mummy about such purifications and the benefits thereof but it wasn’t so that she could be used there! Suddenly he slapped me across the face. It wasn’t hard but it made me gasp and suddenly I was fearful. 

“You will do as you’re told! You came, didn’t you, Cum Slut! You are what you are and you will obey me.”

“But what about these?” I moaned, pointing at my markings. 

“The girl’s being paid enough to keep quiet. You’ll only have to go once to learn the technique and if you want to you can go veiled.”

 

I had my first enema today. The girl didn’t even blink when I arrived by taxi in a heavy veil. I kept it on even after I’d removed my dress. “You’ll be doing this to yourself in future, I understand?” Fair-haired and pretty, she could have been one of my friends but her voice was cockney striving for gentility. “You’ll need a bag, tube and a nozzle. I’ll give you them before you leave.” She made me lean over a couch and |I could feel the nozzle pushing where he had used me only days before. It was greased and I tried to relax as she instructed me as it slipped in. “Over a couch or arm of a chair if your maid’s helping.” The thought of someone else seeing this done to me made me shudder! “Or you can crouch over a commode or toilet. Whatever you find most comfortable.”

There was an empty feeling in my bowels as I rode home in the taxi. I had been a good girl and done precisely as I had been told. Bag, tube and nozzle accompanied me in a brown paper bag and I felt as though everyone would know what was in the bag, what they would be used for and why. At least the emptiness he would find when he used me there would prove my obedience. Now every time he used me there my complicity would be proof of my shame and submission. I wept silently behind my veil, lost in humiliation.

 

He’s been away for a month or so at his estate to visit his wife. I haven’t been certain whether to thank God for his absence or curse because of it. Before going he had used me regularly in quim or bottom and whipped or spanked me when he considered I merited it. Made me keep him company when he was out on the town and shamed me with the submissive attitude I had to take whilst with him. Worse, more shameful than all that was the fact that in his absence I missed the pleasure I took from what he forced me to do with him. Nightly I would pleasure myself until I fell asleep, exhausted. He hadn’t told me how long he was going to be gone, so rarely did I dare wear lingerie and I had to continue with the regular enemas. To my shame, like the use of my bottom, I had begun to extract a form of pleasure from them too. On his return he called me to his office. I went eagerly yet in dread. There was no love, no attempt at sensuous pleasure. He pushed me over the desk and raised my skirt. I think he was disappointed that I wore no knickers. Thankfully, no matter how slight, he still needed an excuse to justify my punishment. He was almost perfunctory in the way he pushed my legs apart and fucked me. Leaning over the desk, his cock hard home and my full breasts swinging against the silk of my dress, their nipples hard and sensitive, I came. But he left me wanting more and I whimpered as he slid his cock from me. He smiled his cruel smile. He knew! 

He has decided that just like any lower class girl I should be trained in using a typewriter and taking dictation in shorthand. “I want you with me as my personal secretary, to be with me more so you’re available when I need you.” Fear filled me yet my mound moistened even as the dread began to build. “I’ve booked a course with a very well recommended school. I’m sure you’ll learn quickly and try hard.” His smile had all the warmth of a real bear, one that look that looks so nice but merely says I am about to bite and rend you! “Of course if I receive bad reports or you don’t progress as fast as you should, you are an intelligent girl after all, you will be whipped.” I winced at the thought. It was just another excuse. He knew it and so did I. “But as you have to sit down for your lessons, I’ll be kind. It will be your tits that I’ll whip!” 

I left with the address of the secretarial college, feeling numb. As I walked to my flat, I was too red eyed and weepy to want to display my state to a taxi driver, I could feel the juices of our copulation sliding down my inner thighs. I cried and cried, hiding my face with a veil and my handkerchief as I did so. Could I go lower, I wondered? I knew that inevitably my breasts would be whipped. I should run away but where would I run to? He held me in thrall with chains of degradation that my own nature seems to feed on. I am indeed a slut!

 

I had my first day at the typewriter today. The other girls seem quite nice although their accents grate. I got looks of curiosity from them. The simple shoes, blouse and skirt I wore managed to demonstrate the differences in our social position rather than mask them. The heavy silk of the blouse, the fine wool of the skirt and the handmade shoes probably cost more money than they made in months, possibly even a year. I tried to be friendly as my life is hard enough without upsetting other girls even if they are my social inferiors.

 

It’s been two weeks now. All the girls try hard but little Miss Goody-Two-Shoes, as they refer to me is still top of the class. They would no doubt be with me at the top if they had my encouragement. Whenever Bear has the opportunity he calls me to his flat or sometimes comes to mine and examines my marked work. Top of the class or not, every debit mark receives its reward. He makes me take my breasts from my blouse, to slip or pull my dress off my shoulders and offer them to him. Made to display myself is somehow worse, more shaming than being completely naked. When he came to my flat to review my efforts that first time I refused but he only said that each refusal would increase the punishment and after the third refusal tied me so I couldn’t! I struggled but he is infinitely stronger than I and soon I was down on the floor with my breasts squashed into the carpet as he tied my heels to hands behind my back. When he sat me up on my knees he added further bonds so my elbows touched behind me. When he undid my blouse my breasts virtually exploded from it. 

How the many-tailed quirt marked my white breasts with a criss-crossing of fine red lines! They were red and swollen, especially my big nipples, after I had counted to twenty and thanked him for each and every one. Then he freed my ankles from my wrists and sat me on a stool. Pushing my large tender breasts together, he used them as though it were my mound until his creamy spurting jetted over my face and neck. How I shuddered as he massaged it into my flesh and around my lips, even forcing some of it into my mouth! I felt my gorge rise. He played with me letting his fingers, kisses and tongue tease and arouse me but never letting my arousal achieve satisfaction. Eventually he stopped playing with my body and made himself some tea. I could do nothing save cool off even as his spending dried on my chest and face. He released me at last from my bonds but made no effort to use me further and left shortly after. I made it to the bathroom but was sick even as I lowered my face to the toilet bowl. 

 

Bear has used me this way again and again but never has he let me reach fulfilment with him and it has ceased to make me sick. Every time I ensured I was ready to be used as he wanted but each time he took me to the point of release then stopped. Each time it was easier and easier to get me to such a point. Every night I pleasured myself; it wasn’t the same but it allowed me to fall to sleep. To my chagrin I had begun to beg to be used but he was merciless. 

Today I received my marked notebook for yesterday’s homework. He was waiting here for my return. My work was near perfect yet even so I knew there were several red marks. Even as I handed him the book I begun to unbutton my blouse and slide it and my slip down from my shoulders. I knelt, afraid but holding up my big breasts for the quirt. I was even more fearful of what he would do if I didn’t show compliance. They still showed the slight marks of my previous whipping from two days back but they had mostly faded. Painful as it is, the quirt doesn’t bruise, it only marks. 

“Switch!” Fine red lines sprang stark and clear across my white skin. My flesh wobbled and I drew in a sharp intake of breath. Bear doesn’t mind if I cry out but having my breasts whipped takes the breath from my lungs and I whimper rather than scream. The flat is virtually sound-proof to outside sounds so I presume it works both ways. At the Brampton, though, when for whatever reason we go there, I get strange looks and guess I am heard and discussed which adds to my humiliation. Bear doesn’t care, though. 



“One - Thank you Master, may I have another?” And so on to twelve. He was being kind tonight and I felt curiously grateful to him for it.

Unbound, it was my responsibility to push my tender breasts together around his cock. I could feel his hardness and see the end of his long member pushing up to my face, the foreskin pulling back exposing its eye. I was hot in anticipation of his playing with me. Suddenly he stopped and pushed me on to my face, flipping up my skirt. 

“Open yourself, Toy!” My sore and tender breasts were being pushed into the carpet and it made them feel on fire but ignoring this, automatically I held my cheeks apart so that my slot and my bottom were available to him. I felt so grateful that at last he was going to use me! 

“Agghh!” His member split and spread me but I could not help myself, I was moving back to meet him, I so needed satiation. Suddenly it was pulled from me. 

“Up on your knees again, girl!” I couldn’t think, I so wanted it inside me pleasuring me but I scrambled up on my knees again in a welter of half on, half off clothing. If I were a good girl he might use me, I thought shamefully. I collected my big breasts together but he ignored this and pushed his cock at my lips. “Suck and kiss it well, Slut, and I’ll fuck you well.” I was to far gone in my degradation to even think. The taste of him no longer made me feel sick, now the taste of him was mingled with the taste of me and was a way of achieving satiation. I kissed and licked and sucked fervently. 

“Not like that, like that!” He guided my hands and mouth for his greatest pleasure and, though a novice, I began to learn. Suddenly, with his cock butting the back of my mouth, he jetted into me. I tried to pull back but his hand was on the back of my head, stopping me. Momentarily my need was gone. “Swallow and keep working my cock so I’m hard again and ready to fuck you.” His words made the need return and my enforced tasting and acclimatisation made it acceptable to swallow. Soon the hint of softening had gone and he was hard again. He pushed me down again and I opened myself once more to him. He pushed deep into me and I was so ready that I started to cum almost as he entered and pumped into me. 

“Urgghhh! Urgggghh!” It felt so good as I spent. 

“You are a hot little spurter, aren’t you, Slut?” Now his cock was out of my slot and into my bottom. He delved deep into me as easily as a hot knife into butter but I was tight and could hear him moan. I tightened myself and his moan increased, I was like a bitch on heat and, to my shame, felt pleased with myself. He pulled me up by my hair, it hurt but I didn’t care. His penis seemed to go deeper still as I felt him against my back, one hand working my sore and swollen breasts and the other playing with my pouting cunny. I was pulled back against him but my head drooped and swung, I was so far gone in pleasure. Even as he filled my bottom with his spending I came again and again and I watched little spurts of creamy liquid spurting in unison with his pulses as I came and came. 

Tonight I will not need the handle of my hairbrush and I will sleep like the dead but I will fall asleep crying at my humiliation. I haven’t been able to stop since he left me.

 

Today we had exams, not formal but mid-course ones, to confirm our progress. Physical ones, where you were timed in words per minute in use of a typewriter, then scored for accuracy. Written ones, where dictation was taken and likewise scored for accuracy. Marking was of the sort where you exchange papers randomly score each other. We all received praise for the standards achieved. Some were better than others, of course, but we met and exceeded the standard expected. I don’t think I had been deliberately unfriendly but my upbringing and the relationship I was in with Bear precluded me getting close to anyone. I felt like an outsider. There was such a feeling of triumph on all our part though that, as we had finished early, I overcame any uncertainty I felt and invited all the class, a baker’s dozen of girls, to tea at the coffee shop. There was a murmur of discussion and then all agreed to come. I was pleased to have them accept my invitation and apparently have them accept me but even as we walked to the tea shop I was aware of the cool air circulating on my bare private parts and conscious of our difference. What would they make of the words tattooed on my cheeks and hips?

“What made you take the course then, Naomi?” It was a question I had guessed would be asked so had thought up a lie. I had to, how could I explain that I was a Fuck Toy? Owned, used, abused, degraded and humiliated by a wicked bastard who used all the orifices of my body as he could and worse, that I fought not to enjoy what was done to me!

“Oh my guardian feels a young woman should be useful as well as educated and well mannered.” I smiled a smile as false as a crocodile’s. “He’ll cut off my allowance if I don’t do well. He’s quite a martinet.” 

“I know what you mean. My Dad’s forking out for this course and if I don’t do well. I’ll feel his belt across my backside.” I felt a wave of disgust at the thought of a father abusing a daughter so. Then I caught myself and thought about how the Bear treated me. I would welcome a session with the belt if that were all the penalty I had to pay. She saw my face twist and Josie, the girl who had spoken, was preparing to take umbrage at my apparent disgust.

“Me too. He would warm my bottom too if he thought I were wasting time or not trying hard enough.” 

“He uses the belt on you - a lady?” 

“Oh yes. Though he mainly spanks me. My bottom gets really red and sore. He has a strong arm and a hard hand! Sometimes I can’t sit down afterwards.” Somehow it seemed a relief to admit some of the truth at least to another human being.

“Disgusting!” This was Martha, the daughter of a vicar.

“You know, Martha, the upper classes can often outdo the working class when it comes to being beastly.” It mollified Martha in being accepted as knowing about the upper classes and the rest accepted that the working classes were clearly superior to the upper classes and we all found the whole thing incredibly funny.

 



It was Vera who noticed that I moved carefully today. From what I’d said at our little celebration she thought it was because my ‘Guardian’ had spanked me until my bottom was sore and tender. It was actually because Bear had whipped my tits for refusing to fall to my knees and suckle him to erection. Last time, to my shame, I had been so aroused that I had not been able to resist him. Last night I was calm, if fearful, and not aroused at all. He had used the quirt with abandon because I fought him, after he had again trussed me kneeling with my breasts exposed. So much so that even this morning they were a bright red and my nipples were sore and swollen. I had to move with great care because, with nothing to stop my breasts moving freely, bra or liberty bodice, even the silk of my slip made me wince. I got through the day somehow but often my tears filled my eyes. It was after that Vera, a little sparrow of a girl with delicate bones, pert breasts and a halo of blond hair, held back to speak with me. They had all been easier in my company since the tea shop episode but still, except for Vera, they were reluctant to cross examine me.

“Did your governor give you a seeing to?” I couldn’t deny it as I had been showing the obvious signs of pain all day. 

“Yes.”

“Was it a hard one?” What could I say when the signs were there for her experienced eye to see?

“Very.”

“My Dad lays in to me but Mum would kill him if he ever went that far!”

“My father has never laid a finger on me. Nor my mother.” 

“But you live with your guardian. Are your parents abroad or something?” I couldn’t lie properly, I hurt to much.”

“No - yes! I don’t live with them any more. I have my own flat and he just keeps an eye on me.” Her sharp wits spotted something was wrong but she didn’t follow it up there and then. 

“If you’ve got your own place, let’s get you home and settled with a nice cup of tea. You look as though you need it.”



Vera got a taxi for me and we both climbed in. “It’s the first time I’ve ever been in a taxi.”

“How do you get about then?” I felt incredibly stupid as soon as I said it. You walked or took the bus. Some girls, I was aware, found it hard to pay even these low fares. “Sorry. That was a stupid remark.” Vera just giggled at my naivety and the incongruity, from her point of view, that I had never travelled on the bus.

I let her help me in to my flat. Her eyes went round with amazement at what to me seemed like a perfectly ordinary flat. She settled me into an armchair and made us some tea and we chatted. I was pathetically grateful that Vera had come home with me. As the day went on my breasts had become less sore, though red with swollen nipples, they were not deeply bruised. It was the comfort of no longer being alone that I welcomed. I suddenly realised just how much I missed family and friends. I had separated myself from them, my family in particular, to distance them from the shame and scandal that loomed around and over me. Now I could stand it no longer, I needed the comfort of another human being.

“Could you stay the night?” I asked, knowing that Bear wouldn’t be calling on my ‘services’ tonight and desperately wanting her to say yes. 

“Well,” she paused to think. “Mum will worry if I don’t come home.”

“Is there no one you could phone to say you are staying?” As soon as I said it I realised how stupid I was being. A lot of the middle classes have yet to have telephones, the working classes, never. 

She surprised me though by saying.” That’s it! I can phone Dad at the station. He’s the desk Sergeant at Paddington Green Police Station.”

“He won’t mind?” 

“No!” She said drawing out the word so that it sounded more like ‘Naah!’ “He’s a softy really, even when he leathers me or my brothers he always feels terrible after. He just doesn’t want us going to the bad!”



Later, after explaining that she was looking after a sick friend I heard her saying. “If you want to check up that I’m OK, just ring Kensington 297. That’s Lady Naomi ‘s telephone number.” 

Mrs Donaldson who came in and did for me had left dinner in the oven. She always did far too much even though with Vera present there would be two of us and I felt as though I was really hungry for the first time in weeks. Later, replete, we sat drinking the last of a bottle of wine. It was a little too sweet for me but having been told by Vera that she had never drunk wine before I thought she would prefer it. We talked and talked, well, Vera talked most and I was just so pleased to have another person close I encouraged her. Later I lent her a nightdress and showed her the spare room. That night a small figure crept into my bed. “I’m used to sleeping with my sister and I can’t sleep.” 

We cuddled and she dropped of to sleep instantly. Next morning I awoke with her pressed to my bosom. It was so comforting. I slipped away from her carefully and made for the bathroom though she caught me by surprise five minutes later as, blurry-eyed, she stumbled in on me. I was able to get the towel around my hips and cover those horrid markings, it left my big breasts uncovered and she went round-eyed looking at the way they jutted from my chest. Thankfully the marks had gone but they were still pinker than normal but I think she thought I was blushing. “You’re so beautiful!” she said. It was the first time anyone had ever said, apart from Daddy, that I was beautiful.

 

Saturday he called me. I dressed carefully in a dress of green silk, a matching cloche hat with small veil, dark brown stockings and green shoes with tall heels. He has started to buy my clothes and, like a doll, he dresses me. His taste is impeccable although the cut tends to show my bosom more than the current fashion dictates. He won’t let me wear a bra or even bind my breasts. He says he likes the way they move under the fabric. I have accordingly become more careful and studied in my movements, not wanting my breasts to swing and bounce in such a blatant fashion, the tall heels didn’t help though, they made my breasts jiggle.

We had tea at the Savoy. A girl took my coat at the cloakroom then the waiter led us to our table. I could see the eyes of the other diners watching the way my over-large breasts bounced and jiggled. I couldn’t stop myself blushing. It was worse because I was aware of my lack of undergarments. Bear smiled at me as the waiter seated me. “Shoulders back, Naomi, I do so hate bad posture.” Blushing even harder I obeyed, aware of how much more it made them thrust out. I knew what was to come and felt that the world did too but nonetheless I felt fat and moist between my legs with anticipation. After we had our tea I endured the eyes again as we left. I was so thankful when the girl brought my coat and helped me into it. 

He took me back to his apartment and ordered me to strip to shoes and stockings. Mirrors abounded and I could see my full bottom and jutting breasts from all angles. My labels showed clear against my creamy-white flesh and I could feel my eyes brimming with unshed tears. The regular enemas had seemingly caused me to lose weight. Not much and definitely not from my bosoms but I seem sleeker. I found myself thinking that had it not been for those wicked words across my bottom I would have liked the effect. There is never even a hint of hesitation when I’m commanded to undress as I have experienced too much to now consider refusing. I often wonder what would have been my situation if that first time I had not been too weak and instead rushed home. Now it seems to have gone on just too long and my complicity is unthinking and take for granted by both of us.

“Display yourself, girl. Show me every part of your body and ask me to use you there.” He had stripped too and now a cane was ostentatiously atop a side table. I was blushing and nervous, embarrassed and humiliated anew. Clumsy at first, he put me through my paces again and again as though he were the Master of a corps de ballet. The cane swished the air several times and I winced and shuddered but for once it never landed. It was enough to break my inhibitions and if inside I have left any core of resistance, that cutting ‘Swish!’ overwhelmed it and I tried hard to remember my lines and to move from one pose to another. 

“What would Master like?” I clasped my hands as if in prayer my head down. “Would Master like to take my bottom?” I swivelled on my heel and presented my labelled bottom and held my cheeks apart. “I can take you deep and you can fuck me hard!” I swivelled now to face him again and stood legs astride. I ran my middle finger down the slit of my sex, delving deep and diddling my little man. The finger was wet and I sucked it deep into my mouth as I presented one breast with my other hand. Here I would drop to my knees and take up both my breasts, pushing them together. “Or would Master like me to fuck his prick with my tits before he fucks my face?” I had to pout my lips at this stage and lick my lips. “I will swallow your cum, Master.” Then I had to turn on and drop to all fours so that my breasts hung down, bending at the elbow so my nipples touched the carpet, causing my back to arch down and offer my bottom up. “How do you want to use me, Master?” At this point I had to make my breasts swing so that the nipples brushed the carpet and my bottom wagged in invitation. 

Again and again I did it, even after I got it right. At last he stroked me with that brutal cane and commanded me to bed. He lay back, his cock erect and said. “Demonstrate your skill with all you’ve offered. That hot lush cunt of yours first.” I blushed so hard I thought I would burst into flame but I straddled his muscular form and sank down on his hardness. To my everlasting shame I was wet and wanton and I took him inside me again and again, cunny, mouth, bottom, tits, over and over in seamless motion. Twice he came but he wouldn’t let me stop working him until he came a third time. How I worked him hard! How I came again and again! How I was lost in my degradation!

 

Daddy and Mummy came today. I blushed to see them. Stammering, I invited them in. They brought presents and I realised that it was my twentieth birthday. How can you forget your own birthday? I sat pouring the tea, trying not to squirm and I realised that Bear unwittingly had given me one present. The cane had come into use, as I knew it ultimately would, and its latest session had marked my bottom with half a dozen weals. Suddenly I became conscious of my lack of underwear and I blushed scarlet. It was the thought of Mummy knowing, I had the little girl feeling that she would automatically know about my nakedness and all my wickedness!

“Naomi, dear. We know all about it.” Mummy could seemingly read my mind. “It’s the talk of society that you broke off with Bernard and are now David’s mistress.” I could see Daddy blushing and looking stern. “We disapprove, we strongly disapprove, but you are our daughter and we love you. I suppose you take after your Great, Great, Great - I think - Grandmother. She after all was mistress to Charles the Second. However, that’s as may be. Your father wanted to horsewhip him.” Father looked as though he still might. “But I convinced him that it would do no good, just deepen the scandal. You have to work this out yourself. This is, after all, 1922 and times have changed.” She smiled at me and I wanted to rush into her arms as I had as a little girl. “We want you to come home when you can, you are our daughter and we love you dearly.” 

It was lovely to see them and to feel loved as I hadn’t for an age. I was in too deep, in thrall to him and still fearful of scandal. The thought too, that marked as I was, who else would look at me as other than a whore? And I had my own needs now. “Tell David to be careful around your brothers.” Mummy said in parting. “They are not happy about him and his relationship with you.” Daddy spoke, he hadn’t said much as his voice was too choked. 

“They might kill the bugger. That doesn’t worry me but I don’t want the boys’ lives wasted on bastards like him!” 

“Charles!” was all Mummy said but she didn’t disagree with Daddy. “Oh and dear, get a maid, you really shouldn’t be on your own like this.”

“But Mrs Donaldson comes in to cook and do for me.”

“But you should have someone live in!”

“I’ll think about it.”

 



The flat is empty now she’s gone. 

I had been shopping and enjoying the spurious freedom of spending money even though it was on things for the flat that Mrs Donaldson says we need. I rarely shop for myself these days as he buys most of my clothes and he pays for the flat. My bank manager is quite impressed at how my money is building in my savings account. If only he knew how happy it would make me to be broke and free of the Bear. My need to be used and pleasured though now ties me to him almost as much as does my fear of him and what he could do. The day had been cold and I had wrapped myself in my fur-collared coat, pulled my cloche hat firmly down on my head and put warm gloves on my hands. The warmth from the coat though made me even more aware of my bare cool bottom. I had contemplated defying Bear and wearing knickers but the fear is always with me that I will meet him. If I do I have no doubt that he will find the opportunity to check on me, sliding his hand up under my dress and fondling my cheeks and privates. Last time he did it was whilst we were in his bank. He kept on until I was wet then made me lick his fingers clean. Only a marble pillar masked his actions, we weren’t seen as when he played his game of degradation and forced me to suck his fingers but even now I shudder to think about it.

When I got back, Mrs Donaldson inspected my purchases and pronounced herself satisfied. I am always a little fearful she won’t be. She’s a handsome Scots widow woman, her husband died at Ypres. Although not having a warm disposition, she is a marvellous cook-housekeeper. I’m always surprised she stays with me, a larger house would snap her up. I think it’s the hours that suit her. She looks after her invalid mother-in-law. Shortly after making me tea, it being a Saturday, she left, leaving me alone drinking it and eating the little sandwiches she’d prepared.

The front door opened and Bear was standing there. He had a key and now, when he was confident I was alone, never even made the pretence of knocking. Without a thought I slid to my knees and with hands behind my back and head bowed, I awaited his instructions.

“Display, Fuck Toy!” I had come a long way since he had begun to instruct me in his art of display. I stood and gathered my skirts and begun “Would Master like to take my bottom?” I swivelled on my heel and presented my labelled bottom and held my cheeks apart. “I can take you deep and you can fuck me hard!” My litany of offer and display continued. He had built on his initial training and he had choreographed my actions to be both obscene and erotic in the extreme. Wearing clothes too, as I offer myself to him for use, makes it both more difficult and yet more hateful as I find it, arousing. 

As I finished he spoke. “Strip and go to your bed, slut.” He had wanted none of what I offered then, just the pleasure of watching me debasing myself. I allowed him to tie my arms spread wide and by the time he tied ropes around my ankles and pulled my legs up wide over my head to tie off to the tops of the bedposts I was no longer in a position to resist. The little multi-thonged quirt he used on me was light and it stung and reddened but didn’t mark. It was continuous, inner thighs, the spread cleft of my rear, inner and outer labia and even my clit received its attention. I hated it yet though I strained and squirmed against my bonds, it only magnified the effect of the slowly building sense of arousal. When at last the strands reached my swollen clit I fought the rope harder still but as I did I came, spurt, spurt, spurt, so that my juices coated my bottom cleft.

He sat on the bed and I looked at him between my wide spread legs. My breasts were mounded high on my chest and rose and fell rapidly as I panted for breath. I was expecting him to fall on me and fill my bottom or my cunny but he didn’t. His shaming of me, his turning of me into a submissive sexual thing - took another turn.

The hard rubber plug was shaped like a finial from a railing, a blunt point widening to a bulbous body and narrowing to a slim waist above a slim oval base. As I watched he wiped it on my spending until the rubber gleamed wetly. I could only moan and try to twist away as he pushed it blunt tip through my little bottom hole. The moan rose to a squeal as I stretched tight around its widest point, then suddenly, my own elasticity pulled it deep into me as my opening slid down the narrowing shaft to the slim waist above the base. I could see the base between the spread globes of my rear, tight against my flesh. I was gasping like a fish it filled me so. My body, held folded, was cramping as it sought to accommodate the bulbous mass and for the first time I was glad I was used to his member filling my bottom. My pussy pouted out and slightly open because of this mass in my bowels but as I looked at myself his head covered my view and something hot engulfed my clit and my body went into spasm. His mouth moved and his tongue speared between my open pouting lips and I writhed against the tight bonds, the feeling of bound helplessness magnifying the sensations. I sunk deeper into subjugation and pleasure as simultaneously he found my nipples with his fingers and began to play with them. My muscles eventually gave up the straining against the bonds holding me but still he didn’t stop, teasing my fat, now tender, swollen teats and fondling my bosoms as he continued to work me with his mouth. Nor did my body cease to react to his pleasuring. I feared that I would dry up from the number of times I came and spurted. 

It was dark by the time he stopped using his mouth on me. Still spread and now aching, he had focused my bedside lamps on my pouting parts, the low light making the rest of the room sink back into shadows. I could see clearly though as he pushed his fingers into me, playing with my clit with his thumb and seeking that special spot I had come to realise existed inside my depths. The plug still filled me though the cramps had gone, my body had just stopped trying to reject it and it made my cunny incredibly tight. Suddenly he was over the top of me, his hands reached out to take hold of the knobs on the bedposts. His member was hard and rigid as a bar of iron and now as his muscles moved under his smooth skin to control his movements, he lowered himself on to me. My lower lips, both inner and outer, had swollen from all his attention and seemed to be pouting into a kiss, the tip of his member pushed them apart and slowly inexorably they parted until they seemed to be gasping around it. Deeper and deeper he delved and split me until his pubic bone ground my clit. My body began to tremble. I could see my nipples seemingly vibrating. I was too spent to resist or struggle but my cunny had a mind and need of its own and it clenched and gripped his cock as just as slowly he started to withdraw. Then, tip to clit, it plunged again and again. My pussy was filled too much to spurt but now my juices welled around him as he plunged. My shivering had moved onto shaking and it was as though my body were in the throes of a quake. Suddenly I knew this was how I would die, when it was he that jerked and it felt as though my depths were being scalded. I fainted.

 

I came to slowly in my softly lit room. He had released my legs from over my head and re-tied them just as wide but to the bottom bedposts. It was easier and though I could relax somewhat, that thing still filled my bottom. He was dressed now and sat on the side of my bed watching me. His hand was playing with the fine hair covering my sex. 

“Delightful to kiss and to taste but I think we’ll have this hair removed. It’s inconvenient.” I didn’t take in his words fully at this point but I understood what he said next. “I have an appointment, I’ll be back by ten-thirty, eleven-ish.” He patted my breast, watching it wobble. “Feel free to enjoy yourself in my absence,” he said and then he was gone. 

I lay helplessly degraded. I tried to ease my position but all the tensing and straining did was make that thing work me. Slowly the clock hands moved from eight-thirty to nine. I had recovered to a degree though I ached from having my arms so wide for so long. 

“Naomi, Naomi. Are you there? The door wasn’t lo---!” There was a sudden silence and Vera was looking down at me. “Naomi! What happened? Who did this to you?” She started to try to untie the tight knots. I started to struggle.

“No! No!” Fear filled me and I struggled, making it difficult to release the knots. As much as I wanted to be released I was afraid Bear would come back and find us. The thought of what he might do made me want pee.

“Hold still, I have to undo you.”

“No! No! It’s what he wants.”

“It’s what who wants?”

“Bear! Bear!” I was making no sense and I knew it. I drew a deep shuddering breath. “Stop. Sit by me and I’ll tell you everything.” Vera desisted in her efforts and sat with a puzzled look on her sweet face. “Bear is my guardian. Well, not really my guardian. My lover. No, that’s not right either.” I drew a deep breath and started from the beginning. As I went on it became easier, it was like loosing the floodgates. “Once I was engaged to a man called Bernard Weller. We were part of the same set and he had money and position and my family approved of him. Our set was a little fast so I allowed him to make love to me. I found it pleasant. We got engaged.” I blushed, even though compared with what I had done since it was nothing. “Then I was introduced to David Bruin, we all called him Bear because of his name and his large muscular build.” I was sunk into the bedding, concealing the words that ran around on to my hips. I tried to ease my position, hoping that as I did so that I didn’t reveal my tattooed names. “I found him fascinating and allowed him to make love to me. It was a casual thing and it was curiosity, not love. He was married, I was engaged.” I saw that dear sweet working class Vera’s eyes had gone round at such casual immorality. “He seemed to be getting a little intense so I tried to end it.”

It all came out, though I tried not to be to specific, and there were things I didn’t tell her. I just couldn’t! But as I talked Vera’s hands began to stroke and comfort me, I couldn’t stop her, I didn’t think to try. It calmed and settled me. When I told her about my body being shamefully marked, though not what was written she pushed down the bedding to see some of the letters that were visible. She spoke no words of censure, just continued to stroke and comfort me. 

“How did you get in?” I said after I had finished my tale. It was she who blushed now. 



“I came to see you, hoping you would be alone. I heard the sound of voices through the door and knew you weren’t. I waited until he started to leave then hid under the stairs until he had. I was about to knock on the door when I realised he hadn’t shut it properly behind him. That was when I called out for you.” Her hands were stroking my little pelt and I found it hard to thrust up against her hand. Even tensing moved the plug in me; it filled my bottom but stimulated my pussy. “Do you like me doing this?” She had felt my struggles not to flex against her. “My sister and I often stroke each other.” Her voice had gone husky and I was panting a little and stopped trying so hard not to respond. 

“Yes! Yes!” It had taken a long time to tell my story to Vera and now the sound of a taxi drawing up broke through. “It’s him! You must go. You must!” 

“He’ll see me leave!” My fear of Bear had been infectious and now Vera’s voice sounded panicky. I thrashed about trying to think. “Into the wardrobe! He won’t look there.”

When at last he went Vera had heard all the sounds of him using me. I could smell and taste the brandy he had been drinking and he was drunk enough for his more basic needs to surface and he forgot all finesse. The drink though must have slowed his ability to reach completion easily for he rutted me like a boar. Vera’s hand had kept me hot and ready and my screams and moans, I was taken by the irresistible need that filled me at these times and I came again, adding to the noises that she had to listen to as she crouched in the wardrobe. 

It was nearly two in the morning by the time he released me and left. I was biting my lip and easing the plug from my bottom, dropping it on the floor with disgust, as Vera brought me some hot sweet tea. “I must shower.” I said and, ignoring the tea, made my way to the bathroom wrapped in a sheet. There I had scrubbed myself until I was almost raw. I changed the bed before I could consider getting back into it. Somehow we both assumed we would sleep together. Both of us dropped into an exhausted sleep.

 

I awoke around eleven. Vera was still asleep. In her sleep my nightdress had slipped from my shoulders and she had fastened her lips on my teat and was suckling gently and continuously. It felt comforting. She must have felt my eyes on her or felt the change in the tension of my body for one sleepy eye opened and she looked at me. For a few seconds the suckling continued and then she realised and stopped, a bright red flush suffusing her face and neck. “It was nice.” I said and cuddled her face deeper into my breasts where she eagerly resumed her sucking.

 

I had finished my course as a typist and secretary and immediately I had to go daily to the Bear’s office. This terrible need that he had awoken in me, whether because of fear and shame or purely perhaps, a need for comfort that had become warped, I don’t know. However, after starting in my new role I rarely had to sate it with the handle of my hairbrush as I had done before. I was used too often for that. Sometimes I felt that the smell of sex must cling to me like a miasma. He would play games with me, making me join in, shaming me and arousing me. Often I would have to take dictation with my dress up and my legs over the arms of an armchair so that all my private parts were on display. Other times he would make me take dictation even as he used me over his desk. Every error was a stripe and inevitably when he used me like this there were mistakes. He even had a special revolving chair on which was mounted an ivory phallus. I had to sit on it as I typed. Once he made me sit impaled like this as I typed and he held talks with a client. He excused my not rising to make coffee by telling them that I had twisted my knee. Then, as he went behind me to pour coffee himself, he had casually swung my chair from side to side, making the shaft work and move my insides about. Perhaps worst was the simplest act. I would sit at my open fronted desk with my skirt up and he would make me play with myself. He was never satisfied with seeing me make myself cum once but kept me going on and on under threat of the cane if I didn’t comply. I would leave the office exhausted after giving him relief with my mouth. No I didn’t need my hairbrush!

Today, before the day even began, a young woman called at his office. Dyed blond hair cut short and with tight curls, she was all hard modernity. “Miss Fielden is a beautician and here to get rid of that hair of yours, Toy.” He had made me writhe with pleasure, as often as I was forced to take his manhood in my mouth and I felt shamed by both that and his name for me. I had put out of my mind the comment about removing my body hair he’d made when first he’d used his mouth on my privates. He hadn’t forgotten, though. He never forgot anything. It was clear she knew exactly what was expected of her for, at a nod from Bear, she had cleared a small table and laid out her equipment. 

 “Strip,” a single word of command and no explanation. “One, two, - a stripe for every five seconds of delay. I was crying as I slipped out of my clothes and he had reached six. Spanks, cane or quirt stroke. I couldn’t guess but I knew that I wouldn’t like it even though I had come to expect it to make me hot and ready. 

First she trimmed the sparse fuzz of underarm hair, then the hair at my fork and I wept to see it go. Waxed strips of cloth were applied to the skin and then sharply pulled off, taking the hairs with it. I squealed at the pain. Then I was commanded to lie back across his desk, with my knees up. The process was repeated. I was even commanded to kneel up so that any hairs between my cheeks could be removed. I was crying and flushed, squirming and squealing every time the hair was torn from its roots but too afraid not co-operate. He handed the woman a cheque and she packed up her equipment and left, having spoken not a word to me. “I’ll send a note when she needs treating again.” She just nodded and left.

 

The skin where my hair had been was left looking like chicken flesh but in a couple of days it became silken smooth. He took pleasure in kissing me there until I was moaning to be used by him and he did and I didn’t care how he plundered my body just so long he did. How I hated myself and what I’d become.



Today, though, after using me he told me that he would be going back to his wife for a time, three weeks, a month at the most. He said he was leaving me a present. He tied me with legs over the chair arms in just the same manner as he was wont to command me sit. I was tied so I couldn’t move or close my legs and when he allowed a small man in glasses into the office, I moaned and strained to get free but it was no use. Never had a man other than he seen me degraded so. Shocked and fascinated, straining away in fear but unable to move, I watched as the man knelt in front of me and, with his thumb, pushed back my clitoral hood as far as he could. First with care and then a sudden push he pierced my little cloak of flesh as high up as it would go. I had a coppery taste in my mouth and felt that I was about to faint but didn’t. There was a raw sensation as something was threaded through the piercing and a tool was brought to my poor abused sex and I heard a click. I couldn’t look I was so afraid and shaken. When the man stood and moved away I nerved myself and looked down. A gold ring pierced my hood, holding the gathered fold of flesh so that my poor clit was permanently exposed. Wickedly, a little ball of gold hung from the ring in such a manner that it rested permanently against that tender and sensitive nub. Is there to be no end to my mutilation?

 

Dear Vera lies asleep in my bed. It’s been six days since Bear went home. I have found comfort in Vera or is she another hostage to my fate, or indeed another sign of my downward spiral into shameless vice?

She came to visit, prepared to stay the night and I was so glad. It had become an accepted thing and, though we cuddled, she hadn’t touched me again that way or suckled at my breast. It had begun to seem as though that had been almost a dream. Her father had got into the habit of phoning us when she was here to reassure himself of her well-being. He trusted his daughter but it was strange for her to be away from home. I found it a comfort. Since being told about Bear and myself we had slept together but she had never seen my shame in its entirety in plain view nor had she asked any questions. Vera seemed to realise that if I was to tell her more it would be for me to volunteer it. I had been so pleased when she knocked on the door. Not having to go into Bear’s office, I had walked Hyde Park today, round and around the Serpentine Lake, trying to blow the cobwebs from my brain, to think and find a way to be free of him. The hold he has over me, though, is such that I cannot bring myself to don my underwear again. He has told me that he will be away for at least a month yet still I fear he will appear and demand to see my nakedness and punish me if I am not! The little ball of gold is in perpetual motion against my clit. It feels so heavy and it makes me wet. It’s a constant reminder of him and I have started to use the handle of my hairbrush again to calm me for sleep.

 

“Vera! How lovely! It was a Friday and the city office she worked in now didn’t work Saturday. “You can stay the night?” I saw her small case.

“If you would like me to?”

“Like! I would love it!” I so needed her warmth and comfort. 

We ate a cold supper and drank some red wine. Her taste in wine had matured quickly. Then I decided to have a gin and tonic. I was feeling gay because of her presence but there was a n edge of hysteria to my gaiety. I think she recognised it. That solitary gin turned gaiety to weeping, maudlin self-pity. I had to share my shame with someone and who better than Vera.

“Has he been terrible to you?” she said, putting her arm around my waist and snuggling into the side of my bosom. 

“Yes! Yes! He’s done terrible things to me but there’s worse than that.” I hiccupped and cried. I must have looked terrible. In vino veritas, briefly, I felt brave. “You’ve never seen properly what he’s done to me, have you?” I had been careful to always wear something that covered my rear and dear sensitive Vera had never tried to view my shame. Now I didn’t wait for an answer but shed my dress and stood before her, turned away. “That’s why no other man would love me. Could bear to look at me without wondering if I was the slut I’m marked. Or indeed that Bear’s claim that I had this done to myself willingly was true!” I felt her fingers tracing the letters. ‘Fuck Toy!’ ‘Cum Slut!’ I felt myself shivering. “But that’s not all now.” I turned and her eyes went to my large jutting breasts and the well-developed teats she had so enjoyed suckling. “Last week he had this done to me.” Her eyes went round at the hairless smoothness that seemed to add to my nudity then she saw the glint of gold and gasped. I had come this far and I had to go the rest of the way. Had I kept quiet she would have left me thinking that the ring and bauble was the ‘worst’ I had referred to. “What’s worse, what’s worst of all though is that I have come to take pleasure in what he does to me. I am his fuck toy, I am his cum slut - and Vera, I don’t know the way back!”

We went to bed eventually. We lay naked in bed together for the first time. I had started to sober and my shame was biting deep. I had turned away from her so I didn’t have to look in her eyes. I could feel her small pert breasts against my back and her soft hands were playing with my large ones. I knew it delighted her to do so and it gave me comfort. We lay silent and it was Vera who broke it. 

“You know I have a secret too? But I don’t think it’s shameful.” I didn’t answer, I had already guessed her secret. “I love you. Is that wicked? Dad would tell me that it isn’t natural, but is it so wicked?” She had given me so much, how could I refuse what she was actually asking after all I had done. At least I would be giving of myself freely. I turned towards her and our mouths met and we kissed. 

I brought to our love making all the skills and knowledge of how he had pleasured me and I did it to Vera. We spent a long time nibbling and sucking, teasing and playing. She made me cum so gently and beautifully. The last spending was locked head to tail and plundering the other’s cunny. “Oh you spurt!” she said and giggled as I drenched her face. A second later she spurted too but gently, more like sudden welling.

 

“I can’t love you completely as you would like, Vera.” We sat together, legs curled beneath us, one at each end of the sofa, wrapped in robes sipping our tea. We had made love again and it was early evening. I didn’t want to hurt her but it seemed so important to be completely honest with her. “Bear is a bastard and I hate him but if I could fall truly in love it would be with a man. It seems so wrong when you pleasure me so well and give so unreservedly of yourself but it’s the way I am.” Her face, which looked for an instant on the verge of crying, cleared.

“I think I know that. But you love me a little.”

“Oh Vera, I love you so much as a friend and a lover but I don’t ever want to hurt you. Until you came along I had given up on love. But strangely, now you’ve made me realise that one day, one day, a man could come along that might love me for all that I am now. And it worries me that I might end up hurting you.” She put down her cup and moved closer to me. Bending down her head, she kissed one dark teat that escaped my robe and then cuddled me. 

“I think I realised that. But until that day I’ll take what you can give and you can be my ‘Cum Slut!’” She giggled and for what I felt was a long time I laughed aloud. “And we will always be friends wont we?”

“Oh forever and ever! I said and kissed her, letting my tongue run into her hot mouth just as I knew she wanted.

 

The weeks apart from Bear helped me recuperate and to a degree helped me regain some sense of perspective. On his return the need to find a way to get away from Bear has made me cunning. He had talked in front of me as though I didn’t exist when he was discussing business. With the tips I had gained I had instructed a broker recommended by my bank manager to invest in certain shares and then sell at the appropriate time. I have even gained a sufficient sum that once, by investing and selling at just the right moment, I even turned what was going to be a sure fire cert for Bear into a loss whilst I doubled my stake and made my broker and bank manager extremely happy. Bear had a sore head for days. I was learning to laugh again and Vera and I laughed at that one.





Vera has moved in with me. To her father she was my secretary cum PA, to Bear she was a meek and mild maid. To Mrs Donaldson she was a willing helper. To me she was my lifeline to sanity. Bear made me leave the office with that plug firmly home in my bottom. I have long got over the cramping from the enemas or it. But sitting in the taxi with it pressing hard home I felt so degraded, especially when negotiating the cobbled streets as it set up such a vibrating inside me and that tiny bauble bounced frantically on my clit. I gasped and came. How I masked it from the cab driver I don’t know. I blush to think I might not have. Today, though, as she helped ease the bulbous mass from my pussy, with cockney common sense, she said the words that have made life worth living again.

“As you can’t work out how to get away from him yet without getting your family hurt, (We’d argued over this one again and again, she saying that my father and mother wouldn’t want me to go through what I was going through for their sake. Which is precisely why I am!) just extract what pleasure you can and get as much money as you’re able. Neither will harm you, the money certainly won’t! Just so you stay true to yourself.” 

 

I was instructed to go to the Connaught Hotel with my overnight case. Two days earlier he had sent the Miss Fielden to me and she had waxed and stripped me again. It was the third time she’d done me and in truth it got easier. She was still a girl of few words. She had taken my markings and my piercing with stolid seeming indifference. Her hard fashionable face with its Cupid’s bow lips gave nothing away. She had to speak to me this time though because it was my flat and Bear wasn’t there. But she was still virtually monosyllabic. She wouldn’t have said as much as she did had it not been for Vera demanding that she be done too and we had to negotiate a rate. Vera has never had very thick pubic hair and now the golden down is gone she looks so sweet and sleek.

With my overnight bag packed and ready, awaiting the cab, I was as ever filled with trepidation. Thankfully I had Vera to comfort me. Her hands fluttered over me, petting and comforting me. Had I not been nervous it would have been arousing for us both. The cab arrived and I straightened my clothes. She wouldn’t let me carry the case to the cab and as she walked down the flight of stairs she whispered to me. “Remember enjoy the pleasure that he forces on you, it’s partly your body protecting you, enjoy what you have to endure and be true to yourself. I’ll be here waiting for you on your return.” I kissed her on the cheek and got in the cab, feeling the chill air on my naked parts reminding me of my servitude then when I was seated she handed in my overnight case. The door closed and I was on my own but it gave me strength knowing that she was waiting for me.

When I arrived at the hotel Bear and the stone faced Miss Fielden were there. Bear saw me look in askance at her. “We’re going to a fancy dress party and she’s here to do your hair and make up. Now strip.” I started to protest but caught his eye and rapidly shed my clothes. Why had I even protested, she had seen every square inch of my body. Bear handed me two ivory eggs, they felt heavy in my palm and something seemed to move inside them. “Put them inside your pussy, Slut, and hold them there.” I blushed furiously, it’s an ability I’ve not lost no matter how hardened to him I’ve become. I could feel Fielden’s eyes on me but parted my legs and obeyed. They were smooth and slid in easily, as I have come to expect, the humiliation was making me wet. “Now sit down over there and she can start on your make up.” The walk to the stool, short as it was, gave me an inkling of just how they would affect me if I were to walk any distance. I placed a hand on my tummy. I was trying to hold them in me and probably trying too hard, already I could feel a shadow of an ache building. It was a relief to be sitting. 

Fielden made my already full lips seem even fuller with the brightness of the stain she used on my lips. Lusher still, when she smeared a gloss over the deep stain. Black stain was painted around my eyes too, she made pools of blackness that spread down on to my cheeks, the whites of my eyes stark against it. I began to wonder what she was doing when she slipped the mask over my head, enclosing it, covering my ears and all but the tip of my nose but leaving my mouth clear. She pulled my thick hair up and clear of the mask so that it seemed to fountain out of the crown. She began to brush and tease it, combing in some solution so that it began to clump in feathery tendrils and became one with the mask, turning it into a magnificent spray of seemingly shiny black feathers. My eyes were like those of a bird. When I closed one eye the make-up made it seem to disappear into the blackness of the mask. Only two lone fat red feathers, seemingly growing from my temples, broke its blackness, complementing the full redness of my lips. As I sat examining my masked face, Bear brought my black wings. He slipped my arms into shield-like straps and suddenly as he tightened, I realised that my arms were pinioned and I couldn’t straighten them, I was being held in bondage by them. I strove to control my rising panic. 

The last time I was to sit this night was when Fielden fitted my shoes on to my feet and pulled snug the ankle strap. They helped me stand. I felt like a gangly heron in them, the heels were the tallest I’ve ever worn. Bear helped steady me as I was made to step into the black, feathered skirt. Its long train made me think it was bigger than it was. It was close around my legs and Fielden stopped pulling briefly whilst my bottom was still exposed. I made a cry of protest that must have sounded almost bird like when something was pushed against my bottom hole. I tried to stop her, forgetting my arms were held folded. Trained to use, my bottom opened under the firm pressure and a well greased though slimmer version of my plug was pushed into me. I could see in the mirror black feathers pluming behind me from where the end of the plug split my cheeks. I fought back the tears, my poor cunny and bottom felt so stuffed. Satisfied it was hard home, they continued to tug the skirt until, after much effort, it covered my bottom, leaving the dimples above it exposed and showing just the hint of bottom cleft from which the tail plumed. The skirt just covered the marks on cheeks and hips but at the front it dipped, leaving the curve of my belly almost completely exposed and only just covered my pudenda. 



I stood helpless as they wrapped ribbons from my skirt around my body and pulled them snug so that the skirt that clamped my thighs together couldn’t slip down. It was clear that I was going to be obscenely displayed, bare breasted and wing bound. I tried to cover my breasts with my wings but they weren’t large, just enough to give the impression of wings and to cover my strapped and now useless arms. It was a strain to attempt to cover myself and it was also a failure. All that happened was that my large jutting breasts were squeezed together and if anything looked more salacious than ever. A feathered collar was fitted around my neck, covering the ends of the ribbons that ensured my tight gripping skirt wouldn’t slip and ensured I kept my head high and proud. It came up high at the back and snug under my chin so that opening my mouth or clear speech was near impossible.

Walk!” said Bear and indicated that I should parade for his pleasure. I didn’t want to, especially with the stone face of Miss Fielden looking on. I wanted to scream but choice or refusal was well behind me. I paraded up and down. The skirt held my thighs tight and close which at least helped me retain the eggs that shifted and seemed to vibrate inside me. I would not have been able to walk at all had the skirt not been open from just below the knee. The mincing walk made my breasts jiggle and at each turn I would have to give a little kick to move the train and allow me to turn. It wasn’t easy and it caused my breasts to move more violently and the plume of my tail to swish back and forth and the plug to stir my insides in syncopation with the eggs. It got easier to walk in the costume as I became accustomed to it but as it did it made my arousal more certain and tears filled my eyes at the thought my moaning and squirming as I spent in front of total strangers. The doubt and shame burrowed deeper as I felt my pussy clench and moisten at the thought. 

All I could do was stand and watch as Fielden helped Bear get ready to wear his costume. Sitting had become impossible. She seemed to take no notice of his naked body as she began to stain his body a rich near black brown. When finished she stood back as he struggled into tight trews covered with near black fur that came low on his belly and merged into his own profuse pubic hair. Standing by me she began to caress my heavy bosoms. Still no emotions showed on her face but I was squirming to escape her. This only made the eggs vibrate and the plug on which was mounted my tail work me harder. Bear was pulling on soft shoes with claws inset into the toes that enhanced his growing resemblance to a bear without becoming a caricature. He was ignoring my whimpers. Had he ordered her to abuse me so? It was possible but protest was difficult so I just endured. She left me to cool to finish his make up. Blending the make up into a mask that covered eyes and brow, she gave him a fearsome visage. Fielden was an artist for here was no teddy bear. She styled and set his hair to complement his mask then helped him into a jacket that consisted only of collar and sleeves with taloned, skeletal gloves attached. I looked at him and felt fear. There was more than a hint of satyr about his costume but heavy musculature enhanced his bear-like form and it was as if the real terrible Bear was at last visible for all to see. 

A knock at the door broke my train of thought and I watched helplessly as a round-eyed waiter came in with drinks. His eyes went larger as he saw me and I felt my colour rise. He left with tip and the tale he would spread to the hotel staff and I felt sick at the thought. I drank the Martini through a straw. It was strong but what I needed, having to drink through a straw, though, seemed to make it go straight to my head. “Almost ready,” Bear said as he put down his empty glass. I watched mesmerised as he took out a forked leash. At the ends were two flattish cones that connected to loops above their open tops. Casually he pulled me towards him by my nipple. I gasped and stumbled forward. The metal cones were somehow sprung so that as he sited them and pulled my nipples through, on their release they gripped and pulled themselves flat against my aureole. I had let him do this, unable and unwilling to risk protest. The pain built though as he was fitting the second. He’d just done so when Fielden spoke.

“You forgot the stain.”

“Silly me!” Quickly he released the cones and even as I moaned at the return of blood to them Fielden began to paint me. 

Soon, after several coats of stain my aureole and nipples matched the vivid colour of my lips. I could not stop myself struggling this time because I knew now the pain that was to come. The quirt came down across my breast hard and, almost as though the marks of feathers had been painted on my breasts, red lines sprang into being. Crying with anger, pain and frustration I allowed my nipples to be coned and instantly the pain began. It was only as I was fed a second drink, my leash hanging from my nipples, that the numbness began and I could begin to control myself. Fielden patted my tears dry and Bear took up the leash’s end. She opened the door and Bear led me, unresisting, into the corridor.

The staff were paid to be closed mouthed and I knew the Connaught held private functions, weddings, wakes, balls etcetera but I had never guessed that balls such as this took place. By the time we reached the ballroom proper, at a pace dictated by my high heels and hobbled legs, the eggs and plug had begun their work in earnest and I was close to spending. I could do nothing though save follow him at the end of my leash, head held high by the collar, blinking in the bright light in a manner that was more owl than blackbird. The room was almost full by the time we arrived and he had judged our entry to a nicety. The music continued to play but the sounds of conversation dropped rapidly as we were noticed. Bear ignored the tables where we might have sat, if sitting in my case had been an option. 

He led me straight across the dance floor to the bar, it had gone quiet enough to hear the rustle of my train as it slid on the smooth wooden floor behind me. 

They parted like the Red Sea before us and murmurs started up as we passed. “David!” It was a man in tight red leather trousers, a cutlass and all the other accoutrements of a pirate. His wife or partner was dressed in the style of the period in true bodice ripping style, heavily corseted, dress apparently hacked short and split to show a stockinged leg and bare thigh, breasts thrust high and nipples playing peek-a-boo around the torn lace of her bodice, her hands cuffed behind her. 

“Bear you’ve outdone us all!” she said.

“Its impossible to out-do you Amanda.” It was a lie. As hateful as my costume was in its blatant display of my body, I knew that I was the belle of the ball. He drank and chatted and I just endured, his hands made free with my breasts and I couldn’t stop him. My nipples were numb now and already I had begun to dread the cones’ removal. I shifted my weight from one hip to the other and the tail plug stirred me and the eggs shook within me. They seemed to have settled to nestle against that special spot and I could feel the arousal latent within me. As the conversation and Amanda’s giggles faded into the background I closed my eyes and squeezed the balls. The gentle internal shifting made them shimmy. I shifted my weight again and the tail added its dimension to my pleasure. I don’t know how long I stood lost in a haze of slow pleasure but suddenly there was a jerk on my leash and I opened my eyes to see the pirate’s eyes devouring me. “We must mingle. So if you’ll excuse us …” I followed passively, for the moment relaxed into a role that I couldn’t escape and allowed my motion to move my excitement to new heights and I had to fight it. I wanted to return to that state of warm non-being of arousal that I had occupied just a moment before. Humiliation at my condition returned as I threatened to spend and spurt but we stopped as Bear commenced to chat with a Shepherd and a milkmaid. The man was in his fifties with iron-grey hair. He was masked but looked familiar. My poor cunny was occupying my mind too much though to allow much logical thought. The shepherd’s crook he held was phallic and he crudely mimed slipping it up into his partner and leading her with it. I imagined it being done to me and felt both terror and arousal. The milkmaid was a woman in her late thirties or early forties and was handsome. Her wrists were strapped to the yoke from which token small buckets hung and she seemed unconcerned that her breasts were fully exposed on a nest of lace. Plump and sleek, her breasts rivalled mine in size if not firmness. Her nipples were well developed too, rings, thick and heavy, pierced them, glinting in the lights. She caught my eye and shook her breasts gently in their nest and I watched them shimmy. Bear caught the by-play. His arm went round me and squeezed and shook my breast. It made the numbness in my teat recede and pain sharp and hard spear me. “They’re pretty, my little bird. Perhaps I should have your big fat teats adorned so.” I felt sick at the thought but I could do and say nothing. The sickness passed and having no contribution to the conversation and the sensation that filled my belly demanding attention, my eyes closed again and at once I was in that world of arousal and sensation. The blackness was almost complete, the make up on my lids even blocking any light through that might leak through my eyelids. 

It was a long evening. We were moving from couple to couple. Sometimes he would feed me a drink through a straw; sometimes we even danced though this was little more than a shuffle and a whirl around the floor, another excuse to make me spend. I knew the Bear and the Bird of Paradise (it was what I heard myself called) were the centre of attention when we took to the floor. As my tail swished and shook, the feathers being heavier than they looked, it caused the plug to stir me violently and the eggs would go into a mad vibration against each other. I would bite my lip and try not to moan or whimper as I cum and spurted, fighting to hide what was happening to me, feeling my inner thighs awash with my juices. He knew, though, when I did for I could not stop the low keening moan that it forced from my hard-bitten lips. I don’t think I was always successful for though no other could hear my moaning, we often had the floor to ourselves and the eager, avid eyes upon us could see me hesitate and tremble, my breasts and chest flushed and hot.

The highlight, or rather for me, the nadir of the evening was the prize giving for best costume. Of course we won. I was lifted on to the dais by Bear and was ordered to turn for a triumphal display. He controlled me with the leash, making my breasts move and jiggle. Blatantly, in front of everyone and to lots of cheering, he fondled me as the presentation was made. Then he ignored the further fondling that I was getting at the hands of the Master of ceremonies whilst he waved and shook the tooled leather tawse he had received as his prize and the ornately carved ivory phallus that I had received as mine, at the assembly.

I was surprised to find Miss Fielden still in our room awaiting our return. She still said nothing but acted as ladies’ maid. My collar and skirt were removed and my tail was eased from my bottom, causing me to gasp. But she made no effort to remove my mask or wings. I was led, exhausted, to the bed. Incapable of resistance I allowed my legs to be cuffed wide apart. I watched her help Bear out of his trews, numbly conscious for the first time of the vicious ache in my belly from my efforts to retain and work the eggs. Even now, looser in my cunny because of the removal of the plug, I dare not let them go. I had wondered why Fielden had covered all Bear’s body with stain but I realised, I think, that it was so that when this time came he would not look ridiculous. He was Bear! His hard body was near black and he too retained his mask and I felt a resurgence of the fear I’d felt when first I’d seen him costumed. 

“N-g-g-gh!” The protest escaped my silent lips as I watched Fielden strip now. My eyes went round as she removed her white overall and showed her naked body. Sleek as an otter but hairless, with the form of an Art Nuevo statuette, high breasted and slim hipped, she was nonetheless a sight of erotic and fetish beauty. Nipples almost as large as mine sat on her small pert breasts, rings like those piercing the milkmaid’s glinted there. Tattoos writhed in vivid barbaric splendour around her slim form. Another ring glinted at her navel and I caught the hint of more gold between her legs. Without pause, once naked she climbed on to the big bed and swung her leg off my sprawled form and lowered her ringed privates towards my face. I tried to turn my head away but it was no use. Around her slit the face of a satyr had been tattooed and now below its ringed nose its lips gaped and drooled upon me. 

“Let go the eggs, Cum Slut.” I heard Bear’s command and it was with relief that I at last let them slip free. It must have appeared as though I laid them. All thought of them, though, disappeared as the pulpy lips of the satyr mashed against mine. I wasn’t left empty for long, Bear’s hot rigid cock speared into me and I moaned into the pulpy maw above me. I heard an echoing moan from the form pressing me into the bed. Vera had brought my skills to a peak but I don’t know at what point I began to use them on Fielden. I was lost in a sea of lust. What I had thought had been sexual satiation was just foreplay. I bucked and twisted as he used me, spurting and coming, munching and biting, wanting to hurt this thing forced against my face, just able to restrain myself from real viciousness for fear of what they might do to me. First one cone was removed from my teat. I bucked and came and came then I was worked back up again. This time my legs were released and lifted, he filled my bottom, plunging home again and again, stretching me and hurting me with a sweet pain. When the second cone was removed the pain wasn’t sweet but again I bucked and twisted, adding to both their pleasures, and I came again and again until I fainted clean away. 

 

I left the Connaught, the scene of my triumph and humiliation, as quickly as possible, only pausing to bathe. When I woke up this morning at around eleven I found myself alone in the hotel bedroom. Nestling on the pillow by my side were the two eggs and the phallus that was my prize. Despite being alone I still managed to blush at the memory of my experiences of the previous night. 

I imagined I could still taste Fielden in my mouth even as I sat in the cab taking me home. My poor over-used privates felt fat and squashy against the leather and my swollen teats were hot and sore. For once, though the air was chill, I welcomed the cold under my loose dress. 

I told Vera all that had happened to me, even if I hadn’t wanted to, I would have had to. I had marks from the straps and ropes that held me. My lips, though the gloss had worn off, were still indelibly a brilliant red, as were my badly swollen nipples and aureole. And though the makeup around my eyes was a of a more conventional type I didn’t have the proper cleanser, so I came home looking like a panda, thankful of the thick veil on my hat. Vera went and bought some theatrical make up remover whilst I bathed again. The eye makeup came off though some staining remained, particularly close to the eye itself where she had to be very careful. It had been left too long and stained the skin. Now I looked less like a panda and more like a big-eyed doe. It would take time to wear off but the stain on my lips and aureole would take longer still for the remover wouldn’t touch that.

Bear came round in a great fury. He seemed about to explode, he was apoplectic, his face almost purple with anger. For the first time he beat me, using the tawse that was his prize of the previous night. There was nothing in the beating I found arousing. Vera was all futile anger. She was wearing the black dress that passed as a mix of maid and secretary so he wasn’t suspicious of our relationship. He ordered her out of the room and I nodded that she should before I raised my dress and assumed the position. It must have been horrible for her, hearing my count, my asking for more, my moans and my screams. I had never though a beating would be so bad but I had guessed some such activity might happen when Vera was present so we had discussed how we should react if such occurred. Bear treated servants as non-people so I made Vera realise that she mustn’t try to protect me. Even so I was fearful that as the daughter of a police sergeant her sense of law and order might overwhelm my instructions but thankfully it didn’t. 

After my beating she came in to find me rubbing my bare bottom, all red and inflamed but laughing uncontrollably. She came over all concerned, putting a cool hand on my overheated bottom and stroking it, thinking I was hysterical. “I would take another beating for today’s pleasure, Vera! Did you see his face? Did you? My brother heard whispers about my presence at a function inappropriate for my age and his sister. Bear denied it but Peter didn’t believe him! He gave Bear a bloody nose and that black eye!” First of all Vera smiled but in an instant we were both laughing wildly.

 



We haven’t seen much of Bear for the last two weeks. I haven’t even had to go to his office other than to collect and answer any business mail I can. Not that it made much real difference to our lifestyle. I have long been used to keeping myself prepared for him at all times. It was common practice for him to pop in and out of my life without warning or notice. I think, though, the manner in which Bear uses me and the continual uncertainty upsets Vera even more than me. It’s peculiar what you can grow to tolerate whilst seeing a loved one suffer, even briefly, still upset you. It was so in Vera’s case. Spring has arrived and Vera, with the advent of the lighter, warmer days, had begun to fool herself that his absence might be permanent. In my mind at least I knew it to be fantasy. It wasn’t true but I could see the thought made Vera happy and in doing that, it gave breathing space to my spirit. 

I had been investing some of the profits from the earnings from my share dealings for Vera. We have both become quite skilled in our investments; even without the unwitting tips from Bear, we seem quite good at spotting trends. My bank manager positively beams at me and if the Sergeant knew of his daughter’s little nest egg he would be amazed, particularly as she sends a goodly portion of her wages home for her family. It was this sense of well-being and confidence engendered by his absence and our business success, I suppose, and the telling Vera of my sexual trials, that sparked Vera’s curiosity. That and the shameful wickedness of my enjoyment of so much that had been done to me. After careful washing I let Vera wear the eggs in her tight little purse. It was all a palaver, really. She was a virgin and I had to first break her in a few days before with the handle of her hairbrush, the phallus I was now the owner of being too large for her near virginal cunny. It was all rather messy but I suppose we women are used to that and anyway she would not be denied. I was concerned I might hurt her, not knowing how much it should, horse riding having taken mine without any pain, so far as I can remember. I think Vera actually enjoyed the loss of her virginity especially because it was me that took it. She certainly got excited enough. 

“We have to stop,” she said. 

“Are they slipping? I had thoughts of her laying an ‘egg’ in the centre of Kensington and had to stop myself giggling. 

“No, but I’m on the verge of coming!” The street was near empty and we were part hidden by some trees that were just coming into bud. I moved close to her and cupped her right cheek in my right hand through the fine linen of her dress. I squeezed and shook her left breast with the other as Bear has done to me in the past. Since living with me Vera has put on a little weight. Her breasts aren’t large but now they’re soft little pigeons where once they were sparrows. “Oh! Oh! You wicked beast!” I saw the look of strain on her face as she bit her lip and gave a low almost inaudible moan. She came beautifully!

We made the hairdressers without further halts though I think Vera found it a near thing. One of the few friends I have that doesn’t cut me dead recommended the salon. It has become common knowledge in my old set that I am Bear’s mistress. It is now the worst kept secret in London. Few talk to me except to try and dig out salacious facts. I even suspect Mummy and Daddy know, though Peter has said nothing to them and he is, to say the least, disgusted with me. They still send letters asking me to come home, if only for a short visit but I can’t inflict my shame on them. Better to let them and the world just think I’ve gone to the bad.

The salon was all modern, mirrors, chrome and bakerlite. The beauticians were in smart white overalls and Eton crops, like so many peas in a pod. Claude, the French stylist, was booked to cut and style my hair, whilst Vera had one of the girls to style hers. I think he knew who I was and had an inkling of the gossip that surrounded me but when I wouldn’t let him carry out a major re-style or give him tit-bits of gossip to pass on and titillate his clients, he lost interest and moved on for more fertile pastures, leaving me to the mercies of one of his girls. It was at this point that I looked up from the magazine showing the various styles on offer into the reflected eyes of Miss Fielden. 



I was too startled to blush but she wasn’t. It was the first time I’d seen any emotion on that cool face. The blush made me think of the satyr and the rings and I think she too thought along similar lines. “Would Madam like some more personal treatments before I commence styling?” I hadn’t a clue what she meant but her eyes were going frantic trying to indicate a private cubicle. I giggled at the sight of all this eye rolling and she blushed again, misinterpreting my reaction. I took pity on her, though why I should I didn’t know. I got up from the chair and let her lead me into a cubicle and close the door behind us.

“OK, what do you want?” She slumped, subdued and seeming despondent. I was puzzled at what she meant. I wondered if she had in fact been offering some personal and private beauty treatment. “What’s on offer?” My voice must have sounded puzzled and uncertain. Her head came up and she stared at me. 

“Don’t you know what you want?” 

You haven’t told me you silly girl! I thought, but concluded she must be referring to my hair after all. 

“Well I’m not sure, I haven’t finished going through the magazine yet. It will probably be just a trim and tidy, it was really Vera’s hair that needed attention.” She still seemed puzzled and now I realised she was scared. I was completely lost now and I seemed to be having a circular discussion. 

“You’re not here to make trouble for me?” 

“I’m here to get my hair styled.” I sounded confused and inane, not at first catching on. “Why should I want to make trouble for you?” 

“Because of what happened at the Connaught.” I thought about it. 

“I suppose I should have been angry the way you used me but it seemed to be the least of what had been done to me since that bastard Bear put his marks on me!”

“It wasn’t your idea?”





“My idea! What sort of woman wants to cover her body with tattoos and have her body pierced with rings!” I realised just what I’d said and who I was saying it to and suddenly I did blush, a bright and brilliant red blush. “Sorry! Look, we need to talk. Come to the flat this evening at about six-thirty. Just make sure he’s not there first, I think he’s going to be away a little longer but I can never really be sure. The curtains will be open if he’s not there. If he turns up whilst your there it will be early enough so we can say I met you here and asked for more waxing.” I was surprised how this very personal service she carried out for me had suddenly become mundane. “Now wash and trim my hair and put it in a French plait.”

Bear didn’t show up last night so we had the whole evening to talk. Vera was very angry, her newly acquired bob swung and bounced with it. Eventually, as Fielden, Molly, told her story she lost her anger. “What sort of woman has her body tattooed and pierced with rings? A woman like me, I suppose.” She looked ruefully at Vera and me and blushed a little. “I was seventeen when I fell in with Francine Divine. That wasn’t her real name but then she had at least three others. She was an artist of sorts and played at being very avant-garde. Looking back I don’t think she ever finished a work, save one. She definitely never got paid for any of the others. Perhaps if she could have stuck with just one idea for longer than five minutes she might actually have been a real artist. As it was she was too full of ideas. But anyway, she was in the life and could talk the talk. We became lovers.” Molly smiled at us nervously as though waiting to be hurt. “I wanted to be adventurous and different too so one day I went out and got a tiny tattoo of a heart with her initial on it just over my right breast.” A smile of recollection came on her face. “Francine went wild. Our love making was fantastic! Francine could always take an idea and take it to the ultimate. I became her work of art. The artwork was her, the pain was mine but after each addition to my body she became an almost maniacal lover.” It was a wistful smile now. “I was seventeen, I wanted to be different, in love and sure that it would last forever. Why should it change? For every tattooed line and every ring I became more and more her creation. What mother would let go her child?” I watched a tear fill her eye. “Of course once she had finished her work of art she had to display me to discerning friends. Then when they stopped saying ‘Oooh!’ and ‘Aah!” in the right places she got money from less discerning art lovers. In time she became short of cash and she ran out of friends to borrow from. The art lovers became more experimental and hands-on and she collected those fees too. I wasn’t happy but it was for Francine and only until we made enough to go away to the South of France together where she could find some more people to admire her genius.” Tears were falling heavily now but her voice sounded clear. “I made the money for her but she decided that she was tired of this particular canvas and abandoned it.” Vera was very silent now. “I was eighteen and half when I belatedly realised that Francine wasn’t an artist, she was a user. I had long split from my family and they wouldn’t want me back. I was a dyke, a lezzie and worse. Francine obviously thought I was worthless or she wouldn’t have abandoned me. I got angry and became determined that she wouldn’t keep me down. I turned more tricks,” I wasn’t really sure what a trick was, somehow sounded acrobatic but guessed what was really meant, “but this time I kept the money for myself. Luckily, before I had come to the attention of a pimp who might have abused me and forced me to work for him, I had enough money to buy an apprenticeship with Charlie and abandon the game.”

“Charlie?” I asked.

“Monsieur Claude.” She smiled a real smile.

“Oh!”

“He’s an old woman but a lovely man.”

“But how did you get involved with Bear.”

“He was one of my tricks.” I made a mental note to check with Vera that my understanding about the finer points about what we were being told was correct. “He came looking for someone to wax a young lady. It had to be done privately and with confidentially guaranteed.” She looked ashamed now. “He told me that you wanted what was done to you. He said you were kinky as hell but the daughter of a baronet. That was why the confidentiality, I must have been manna from heaven! He said if I didn’t keep my mouth shut that the pair of you would tell Charlie. Charlie’s lovely but he couldn’t afford to have an old Tom working for him.” Where this Tom came into the story I wasn’t sure but thought I would keep quiet and add it to my list of questions for Vera. “When the Connaught session went down,” again the phrasing was confusing, “I began to think you weren’t as willing as he said but he’d paid for a threesome with bells and whistles.” She looked at me, shame-faced. “And you got me hot to trot so my quim was afire.” Jive talk, I thought, that’s the clue! It’s got to be. “Then when you showed up at the salon I thought you were about to dish the dirt.” Her accent had begun to get less Kensington and more cockney, far more so than Vera. Definitely jive talk, I decided.

Vera must have been consumed with curiosity and the slipping accent had given her courage. “Miss Naomi told me what happened and what she saw of you.” It was me that blushed to the roots of my hair now as I’d had a somewhat limited view of Molly’s tattoos. “Can I see just what you look like without your clothes?” She sounded so intense and interested both Molly and I stared at each other then we burst out laughing.

My second sight of Molly’s naked body convinced me she has modelled for all these modern statuette and lamps. She made me feel so heavy and lumpy. The colours writhed around her body in swathes. Francine may have been a bitch that started much and finished little but Molly’s tattoos showed what wasted potential she had. All was Gothic and magical, in daylight and as part of a whole, even her satyr fitted the design. It was as though she wore a dancer’s leotard, covering thighs and upper arms and high on her chest. The gold rings too fulfilled a function on the canvas of her body. She was beautiful. I could see Vera thought so too.

We parted from Molly that night as friends in adversity. We had agreed that she was not to let Bear know she had been here. Before she left, though, she left me with an idea. “Can I see your tattoos again?” I blushed and she hurried on. “I have an idea about getting rid of those names.” I don’t think I’ve ever shed clothes so fast. I stood in the yellow light of the lamps as she, touched the letters, feeling her breath against my skin. “Isn’t she beautiful?” Molly said to Vera. I think I blushed to my toe nails.

“My breasts are way to big and my bottom sticks way out.” I looked down at my nipples, they looked gross and the colour Molly had applied had only just began to fade.

“Like a nice firm bubble!” said Vera with pride in her voice. 

“A pair of beach balls!”

“No! A nice full tight bubble,” said Molly and I blushed again. “Now, you can’t remove tattoos but you can cover them. Turn the words into something else, an animal, a design, a geographic shape. You won’t believe how many different types of tattoo there are. OK, You may end up being called eccentric if you have a whale on your bum,” she giggled and I hoped she was teasing about the whale and the inference about my bottoms size. “But there will no longer be obscenities on your rear.”

Molly cuddled up to me in bed and we talked and talked. Just what sort of tattoo should I have to cover my hateful markings? With those covered up, would he be able to control me in other ways. Curiously enough I think that the knowledge of my being his mistress being the worst kept secret in town would actually work against him. I could possibly even tell Father just how wicked he’s been.

 

Before I had time to really think things through about what to do about the tattoos on my bottom, Bear came round. There were no longer any signs of the damage Peter had done to his face. “Lift your skirts, slut!” There was viciousness about his tone that made me forget any thoughts of disobeying him and my skirts came up quick and high to show him my nakedness. My hands actually trembled, making the fabric of my dress shiver as though in a breeze. He has the habit of treating servants as though they don’t exist and he thought of Vera as a servant. She was looking on from the kitchen, round-eyed and white. I can only guess what she was thinking, my telling her about how I was treated was one thing but seeing it and my subservience in real life was another. “Are you clean, ‘Fuck Toy!’ Have you douched your cunny?”

“Yes Bear.” I replied in a whisper.

“Have you given yourself an enema and cleared away the dirt?

“Yes Bear.” He had never been so verbally vicious or crude before. Had he asked I would have even told him that Vera too has a douche and enema these days, I think she somehow feels it makes her share my travail in some way.

“Your dear brothers are saying terrible things about me and people are cutting me.” Bear couldn’t stand not being liked by his peers. Strange, isn’t it? Rude to servants, hateful to Vera and me, but still wants to be liked! “I’m taking you away for a while.”

 

I wanted to scream No, at him but he was so angry and it was second nature to be submissive around him. He seemed to become fully aware of Vera hovering. “Strip, girl! I have some presents for you.” I skinned out of my clothes without hesitation. Even my stockings and shoes, he normally made me keep them on as he likes the look of the whore.

 

He held out the corset. It was black patent leather and though the leather was soft, I could feel the hardness of the bones. I’d worn corsets before, in some ball gowns they’re almost de rigeur, but never in black leather. I wrapped it round me, latched the busts together and began to pull in the laces as best I could. It came low on my belly and cupped my breasts, supporting but not covering them. Bear slapped my hands away and began to pull it closed. “Hold on to the door knobs.” The door into the hall was open and I grasped both the inner and outer knob as he began to tighten this new instrument of torture. In short order I was gasping for breath. “Please Bear! Please! Enough!” but he didn’t listen and carried on until I thought I would suffocate and faint. 





“There!” he said with triumph. I staggered upright, catching view of myself in a mirror. My big high breasts seemed bigger and higher than ever. I had always taken pride in the fact that if way too large of bosom, mine at least sat high and firm on my chest. Now they seemed almost on my shoulders and screamed for attention as they shook in their supporting cups with every breath and stagger of my body. “Fold your arms behind you.” My unthinking subservience betrayed me again then it was too late. I did as ordered and watched as my shoulders were pulled even further back and my boobies jutted more dramatically still. I felt him pulling what I saw to be a leather bag over my back folded arms and draw tight the straps that held it in place. I was totally helpless and lost.

“Suck my prick, Cum Slut!” His tone had moderated now but, still fearful, I dropped to my knees on the carpet without hesitation. I was used so used to what he considered my duties that I took his member into my mouth without hesitation, ignoring the fact that Vera was looking on wide-eyed. How things had changed from the naive little upper class girl with her little sexual adventures to this slut who didn’t balk at taking the big cock offered her deep into her mouth and begin to suckle and work it in front of someone else. My mind was frizzing. Thoughts of escape had been filling my mind all night but now in an instant I was as submissive and degraded as ever before. I felt his member so solid and meaty in my mouth and blushed to think of Vera watching me take his thick cock into my mouth with such apparent eagerness. Skilfully I let my tongue work it, then sucked it deep until it butted the back of my throat, sucking hard, trying to make up for the fact I had no hands to work it. On and on I went, sucking and polishing it with my tongue. What would Peter think if he could see me now? I thought with shame. The so tight corset wouldn’t let me take deep breaths and I was yet to acclimatise to it. With my mouth stretched wide and full it was even more of a chore and I could feel myself going light headed. Yet it excited me too and I felt as if I were dripping arousal.





“You! Girl! Leave us. Go shopping. Do what you will but leave us for an hour or so. Yes! Two hours.” I sucked him frantically, feeling both fearful and excited. It was the fear though that I think was infectious. I tried to nod to Vera to go even as his member was nudging the back of my throat and stretching my cheeks. She gave a strangled moan. I was afraid of just what he might do if thwarted and I couldn’t stand the thought of Vera being hurt. Her face showed uncertainty and near panic, she grabbed her coat and bag and was gone leaving me alone, corseted, bound, bare bottomed, breathless and trembling, awaiting whatever was to happen.

“We’re going on a little trip to my estate so you can spend time with my dear wife.” That pulled me up short with shock. Up to this point it had been just another one of his games that I had to endure to keep him happy but this broke through the subservience he had inculcated in me. I gasped around his fat cock and tried to pull off him. His hand grasped the back of my head and pulled me deeper. Suddenly he was down my throat, past the gag reflex. Now I couldn’t breathe at all. I tried to struggle but corseted and kneeling with my arms in the leather bag behind me, there was nothing I could do. The room spun and yet the excitement spiralled. Suddenly he withdrew and I sucked in air past his member. The room steadied but then he filled my throat again and his pubic hair was pushing at my nose. Again, as he made breathing impossible, the room spun and again I felt sweet arousal. The blood that pounded in my ears also seemed to pound in my pussy and clit. I had never felt anything like it. I lost count of his facial thrustings, I had also ceased to find it hard to take him so deep. Each time I was taken a fraction nearer unconsciousness before he pulled back and I could gasp the sweet air through my nose and around his shaft and my tongue continued to flutter. Suddenly he was pulling back and his seed filled my mouth to overflowing.

“Enough!” He pushed me back, sprawling on the floor. I lay on my folded arms, gasping like a stranded fish, eating his spending, fearful he was going to hit me his voice was so sharp. I was flat on my back trying to at least sit up but the corset held my body clamped and rigid and lying on my captive arms, I wasn’t able to use these to sit up. I felt like a tortoise trying to right itself. I struggled onto my side, getting my legs beneath me and eventually I managed to sit up. Bear had been busy whilst I did this, pulling in a large packing case. I watched as it seemed to fall apart as though it were some conjuror’s magic box. What would have been the bottom of the case had it not been flat and opened out, was heavily padded. He grabbed my shoulders and tugged me back towards it. My legs scrabbled and thrashed but I was confused as to what he was going to do so that when he pushed me on to my back I didn’t resist. My folded arms sat in a sculpted hollow in the base so I wasn’t resting on them. My head was between two padded horns and a wide strap was pulled between them across my forehead, holding my head immovable. Now I was thrashing and squealing desperately but I was helpless even had he not tightened a wide strap tight across my corseted waist. Bear grabbed one flailing leg and strapped it to the folded down side just below the knee then at the ankle, repeating the process with my other leg. I lay like a frog pinned out for dissection as I had seen in my brother’s science textbook. 

“This is the box in which I transport the other barren bitch who is my wife.” I couldn’t take in what he was saying about his wife but in a panic tried to free myself from my inescapable bondage. He pushed a stubby shape at my lips. It was too close to me to see what it was but once he’d pinched my nostrils to make me open my mouth I realised it was a size and shape to match Bear’s fat cock. Thankfully, though it felt as if it were about to dislocate my jaw, squashing my tongue flat, it didn’t enter my throat. My sounds of protest diminished radically though as he pulled tight the strap that would hold it in place. He looked down at my helpless form as he knelt by my side. A hand reached out and played with my big breasts, my nipple was already hugely erect from fear and his rough thumbing did nothing to further increase their size. “Who’d have thought a piece as lush as you would be barren, just like my bitch of a wife!” What was he going on about? I wanted to shout at him, nothing he was doing or saying made any sort of sense. Had he finally gone completely mad? How I wished that Vera would come back from wherever she had fled to. Then I changed my mind. Who could guess what he would have done to petite little Vera if she’d tried to interfere? 

Suddenly he pushed his trousers down and lay on me. His weight crushed me and his cock filled me. I felt the instinctive reaction of my body stirring but the straps and sculpted padding stopped me moving anything save those internal muscles he had so assiduously made me cultivate. I wept that I should be so wanton when so abused and used but I couldn’t help but react to the thrusting of his huge cock as it stretched and worked my insides. It went on for a long time and several times I spurted as I cried with shame. My earlier milking of his cock with my mouth and throat made him seem able to extend his actions to an almost infinite degree. I watched as his eyes rolled and his face flushed and his hot jetting scorched me. I gave a muffled cry as he triggered another spurting.

He was breathing heavily as he withdrew from me. I could feel the air filling my depths that, because of my heated state, felt like a phantom chilly organ. Bear was tidying himself as he went from my range of vision. When he returned he had the eggs in his hands. They slipped inside me with ease. The base was folded up and locked into place. Something was slid into grooves on its surface and I felt a pressure against my poor swollen cunny. I could feel him adjusting it and the pressure seemed to concentrate on my abused pleasure bud. Quickly he folded the sides up. I gasped in relief as, my knees now only a foot or so apart, the strain on my inner thighs was released. Next the top was clicked up and I was looking up into an oblong of light. He didn’t explain what was going to happen to me, just connected a tube from my gag to the lid, which sat across the opening of the crate I now occupied. The lid was turned through ninety degrees and lowered into place. 

I whimpered and moaned, but I suspect from the way my ears felt the pressure of the lid closing, few sounds would be escaping the crate. I tried screaming down the tube that fitted onto my horrid gag that ensured my air supply but I suspect that the sound was inaudible, he would have made sure of that somehow. Tears of fear filled my eyes in the darkness and I had never felt so hopeless.

I couldn’t hear words from outside but I picked up vibrations and motion. First I felt myself being carried downstairs. Then from the vibrations and motion I was in a cab or small van. I can’t say how long but anywhere between a half and one hour. It was within minutes of feeling myself in motion that I became aware of the sensation between my legs. The device Bear had adjusted so it pressed against my poor abused clit began to heat and cause it to itch. Not only did it burn fiercely but it made me squirm against the pad that pressed against it in an attempt to ease the itching. I think the pad was the source of the burning and itching but I couldn’t stop myself. I was lifted a second time, distracting me from the rising sensations at my fork and this time, after I had been put down with a thud, when the sense of movement came again, it smoothed into a regular rhythmic motion and I guessed I was on a train. Now I had what seemed an actual age to ponder on my fate. The rocking was slow and gentle so it certainly wasn’t a fast train. 

How much I dozed and how much I thought became timeless without sight and sound. The burning and itching made me work against the pad pressing on my clit, the eggs vibrated gently and continuously, only rising to a crescendo whenever we crossed what I suspect were points or there were more evident changes of locomotion as we pulled in and out of stations. Again and again I came, sleep taking me on the downward curve of my spending, as I calmed. Inevitably I would awake to increasing arousal. I tried to think about what was happening to me, to try and guess Bear’s plans. Using thought to slow the arousal and natural result of any increase in motion of the eggs, I replayed his words, having time now to think about them. He was taking me to visit his wife. Was she as perverted as him? But he had referred to her as a barren bitch. No! I thought. He had said, “Who’d have thought a piece as lush as you would be barren just like my bitch of a wife!” Did that have meaning or was it just another one of his hateful epithets? 



Suddenly the train came to a halt and I felt the crate lifted. Bump, jar, scrape, swing and I was put in another vehicle. I could feel and hear very little but from the motion I suspected a pony and trap. I was alert now and guessed I was near my journey’s end. Down, thump! Lifted again and then suddenly I could feel the crate swung and dropped on to a hard surface. The lid came off and the sides dropped down. I squeaked and squawked as the two sides dropped and I was spread and held in the dissection pose again. I lay on some sort of table, the carrying case opened around me like a flower but still holding me helpless. They were below me as it were and though I rolled my eyes I couldn’t see Bear or the other man. 

“Prime, Mr Bruin, prime indeed!”

“Prime indeed, Mr Dermott. I think she’s another barren bitch, though. I brought her home to give her one last chance. But I thought whatever the result, I’d have her sorted. He bloody family has been giving me grief over the last few weeks that I’m not pleased about!”

“Oh dear, Mr Bruin! Still, getting the fillies sorted is always a pleasure. What’s for this one?”

“Highlighting, pins and rings. I’ve got to go away for a month or so, so she might as well be healing in the mean-time. And Davis can start her training, too.” My blood was running cold at this conversation that seemed to be totally ignoring my status as a human being. The thing pressing at my clit was removed but the heat and the itch didn’t stop. “H-m-mm! That looks very promising.” Something else was pushed over my poor privates and a hand pressed on my bladder. I had been desperately trying to hold myself but I was so full and in such dire need that I could do nothing save pee. I lay bound, corseted and sprawled, my face alight with vivid embarrassment. 

“Excellent!” said the voice I identified now as Mr Dermott and my privates were wiped with a cloth that chilled them even as I caught a whiff of alcohol. A buzz sounded and I could feel a pain that was worse than any waxing and hair removal. All that I could do, though, was gargle in protest around the penis gag. It seemed to go on and on although I suppose it wasn’t that long. Next they released me from the bottom board. My body was stiff and numb and I didn’t get a chance to see what was done to me before they casually flipped me over and held my legs and cheeks apart. This time the pain was even worse and it was clear they were doing something around my poor ill-used bottom hole. Then I was flipped back again like a fish on a slab. The mask came down over gag and nose and in seconds the world whirled and blackness spiralled in.

 

I awoke, rolled over and was sick into a bowl set by my bed. My arms were no longer bagged behind me but the corset was still on. 

“Are you OK?” The voice was female and sounded concerned. 

“W-what? I-I-I don’t know.” I was conscious of so much soreness that it seemed to fill my whole body. 

“Take these. The Vet left them for you when you came around.” She gave me some pills and some water and I took them gratefully. My soreness didn’t go but the pills were strong and quickly began fade into the background

“T-The Vet?”

“Mr Dermott.” I was seeing straighter now and saw a lovely face with large blue eyes and a halo of blond hair. 

“Who are you?”

 

“Belinda Bruin. Mrs Belinda Bruin.” I sat up like a rocket and my head swam. This was the woman I had been cheating on for all these months. 

 

“Oh, was all I could say and blushed. I suppose I had only cheated on her for a week or so, after that I’d had no choice in the matter at all. 

“I-I’m-” She cut me off.

“I know who you are. I’ve seen you lots of times.”

“Oh!” I repeated.



“Bruin often used to take me to London in the same conveyance that you arrived in here today. When I wasn’t being measured for new clothes or costumes of bondage, he would gag and tie me and hide me in such a way that you didn’t know I was there then make me watch him using you.” She saw my horror and discomfort.

“Don’t worry. I knew from the beginning you weren’t a willing participant, even if you seemed to enjoy a lot of the being used.” Now I did go a scarlet as a beetroot! “He used me the same way after he decided I was barren.” That word again!

“What is all this about being barren?” 

She gave me a sad smile. “Bear desperately wants a son and heir. He married me because I came from the right background. Suitable pedigree and the right sort of breeding stock you might say, if from a family as poor as church mice. Being so poor but proper, initially it made him very attractive to me. In turn he liked the control it gave him over me and my family.” Tears filled her eyes. “When though months went by and I didn’t conceive, he virtually held me prisoner on the estate, using me as he might an animal. An animal on which he could use any perversion he might want. He physically denies me my rights as a human being because I haven’t borne him a child. He thought he could breed from you and then divorce me. I would have welcomed that but somehow I don’t think it would have meant he would have freed me.”

“I-I didn’t even think about becoming with child. I suppose that I thought somehow he was taking precautions as this Mary Stopes woman advises.”

“Do you know much about contraception?” Belinda asked me.

“Well, no! I thought it was something that men took care of. Mummy has never mentioned anything about it to me. I learnt most of what I know about sex from watching the horses.”

“Well from now on you’ll learn a lot more about horses from watching the sex!” Belinda said with a curious tone to her voice and gave a bitter laugh.





I took in my surroundings for the first time. White-washed walls, a stable door and high windows. It looked like a loose box adapted for humans. I looked at Belinda again and for the first time took in her appearance. Blond, high round breasts, neat and pretty, waist corseted tightly and long legs made to seem even longer because the boots she wore finished in a hoof not sole and heel. My eyes went round at what I thought were black stained aureole and nipples. But it was the thick pins with their ball ends that pierced behind her aureole, pushing her black aureole and nipples out that made me gasp. I stared at this bizarre colouration then I noticed her privates. Like mine, a ring held back the hood at her nubbin but her little nub seemed huge in comparison to mine and was pierced by a miniature version of the pin that pierced her breasts. A profusion of other rings pierced the flesh of her poor cunny too and her full pussy lips seemed to be black to match her nipples. It was then that I took in the dressing that covered my own aureole and the one at my cunny and thought of the soreness I had woken to. She saw the dismay fill my face and gave a little nod. Suddenly I could take no more and I dissolved into tears and Belinda took me in her arms and rocked and comforted me.

 

It’s been nearly a week Bear has gone, for how much longer I’m not sure. Belinda and I share the loose box, I think that’s what keeps me sane. At night we cuddle together and draw comfort from each other. During the day I spend a lot of time alone, she is taken away and made to pull scaled down traps and carriages as though she were some sort of pony. Again and again, when alone, I cry as I examine my maimed body and what Bear has done to me. The long heavy pins that go through the tip of my breasts behind my big aureole, which unlike Belinda’s, go vertical and not horizontal. In addition because my poor abused nipples are so big, further pins pierce my actual nipple at their base. If this were not enough, a profusion of rings either side of my poor privates gather my lips together so that I gape open as though eager for Bear’s big cock. Whatever was in the liquid that heated me so whilst I was boxed and bound and made my poor little nubbin itch so madly had caused it to swell alarmingly, so once pierced through and through, another smaller bar was locked there, forcing it to maintain its swollen size. All the gold glistens and gleams, emphasising the blackness of aureole and swollen pussy lips, as Belinda calls them, just like hers.

Today I was taken from the loose box by one of the women who had been put there by Bear to tend us. There are I believe, according to Belinda, men on the estate but Bear won’t allow them to do more than look at us. They normally they stay well clear of the stables, as they are referred to. The creatures that mind us are fearsome. I can only loosely consider them to be women and I think they even frighten the men. 

The one who came into the loose box to collect me after Belinda was taken away is called Veronica. It reminded me of my own dear Vera and I wept thinking of her. There is nothing sweet and caring about this woman. She’s handsome enough in an almost masculine fashion, with hair pulled back into a severe bun, large breasts and muscular globes under tight riding breeches. There seems not a jot of kindness in her. She had the casual cruelty of those who tend animals but don’t love them, even though her hands seemed to linger on my body as she cuffed my hands before me. I was led to a wash yard where my cuffs were connected to a hook and the hook pulled up so my arms were stretched above me. I could only grunt as she removed the boots with their hooves that I had found myself wearing when I awoke in the loose box a week ago and kept me on tiptoe since. The strain on my arms increased as I lost the height I gained with the thick hooves and I grunted again as my big toes sought the ground. Now she tugged and pulled at the corset laces, making me swing and jerk and suddenly the pressure I had borne around my waist and ribs since I had been taken from my flat ceased.

Casually she hosed and scrubbed me down, filling my bowels with soapy water for the first time since I had come here. “I’ll be doing this every day, even when Master Bruin isn’t here.” She pushed the hose up inside my poor cunny as my bottom drained and I gasped. 

At last she was done and I smelt sweet and felt clean. She had dried me carefully, not wanting to make any of my fresh piercings bleed and then, with equal care, began to oil my body until it gleamed. I looked down at my fat teats, black and gold glistened in the bright sunlight from the windows. She was working the oil into my thighs with skilled fingers and suddenly she looked up at me. 

“You’re wet and fat, girl.” It was a statement I couldn’t deny. Her fingers and my helpless humiliation had aroused me and it had been over a week since I had experienced a spending. Belinda and I cuddled a lot for comfort but uncertainty and soreness had stopped me taking anything further.

“I’ll be kind to you, ‘Fuck Toy!’ if you’ll be kind to me.” I could feel the juice of my arousal actually running down my inner thigh. I gave a mute nod. What difference would it make? I couldn’t be humiliated or shamed more than I already had and I so needed the comfort of release. She lifted one of my thighs and put it over her shoulder, a tongue speared out and as it hit my clit it was as though it had pierced me. I hissed through gritted teeth. I was still very tender but she was careful and I was hot so it was a matter of moments before I spurted and came. Her tongue didn’t stop, though, for her sexuality was cruel and she tormented my fat swollen nub again and again and I spurted and spurted until I thought I would faint. 

I didn’t have to satisfy her there and then. She was prepared to wait for her pleasure. My corset went back on, tighter than ever, as did my boots and after she brushed and plaited my hair, she re-cuffed my hands behind me and led me into the yard. 

Being harnessed to a cart for the first time made me realise just how much Belinda had endured for so long. My cuffed wrists were pulled to the small of my back and then to the wide harness strapped to my waist. My elbows were buckled together by another. How it made my breasts jut out! The bit was pushed into my mouth and the harness tightened so I couldn’t spit it out. I was pushed between the traces of a cart, strapped in place and my reins connected to the ends of my bit. This wasn’t enough, though. A plug, thankfully slimmer than the one Bear had made me endure so often, with a springy tail mounted on it, was pushed and locked into my bottom with a sort crupper to hold it in that left my heavily ringed cunny bare.

The day was long and she seemed determined to work me to exhaustion. The tightness of the corset didn’t help. When I wasn’t walking I was trotting, when not trotting I was running. At least the support of the cups in which my breasts sat stopped the more violent motion of my bosoms. It did nothing, though, to stop the tail plug moving and stirring me. Several times at the end of a run I was on the point of just coming to a halt through exhaustion but the crop would come down across my bottom to re-invigorate me, making me continue to walk until I could trot and run again. Likewise, if my body betrayed me and I started to spend from the plugs stirring, I was whipped through it, making the sensations somehow deeper and stronger. Eventually, though, no amount of whipping could get me to move and I would stand trembling, panting and dribbling around the bit, my thighs wet and chilled until she deemed I had enough rest and she would whip me into motion again.

Sometime in the afternoon my torture came to an end and I was released from the cart and locked in the loose box where I collapsed. I slept until Belinda’s return later. It was only then that, with Belinda looking on, Veronica, my groom, demanded her payment for my earlier relief. How I would have held out if I had known that my use would have forced so many spendings on me. As it was I initially stood, shocked and shamed, as she demanded I work her cunny with my tongue. My body could not resist, though, it had borne too much today. I knelt before my pallet where Vera lay sprawled, one leg out of her breeches. Her cunny, like ours, was denuded of hair and the tattoo ‘Madge’s’ was inscribed on her mound. My tongue touched her clit and for an instant she jerked, then she was all fire, mashing my face into her. She demanded - and got - a lot of attention. Thankfully she smelt and tasted clean for it seemed an age before I could kneel back and wipe my face dry. After Veronica had gone, Belinda said nothing, making no comment but just cuddled me until my weeping stopped.

 

I think I have been here about five or six weeks. Veronica and Madge, the two women who train and groom us, have worked me hard. Many times now have I seen the tattooed ‘Madge’s’ as well as the matching ‘Vee’s,’ before my tongue was forced to go to work. I have seen Belinda too, pay her dues to the pair, Bear’s wife or not. We say nothing and make no comment about the humiliation but comfort and ease each other’s need, whatever they are, in the loneliness of our enslavement. It is our only freedom. Perhaps our service to them keeps them from overt cruelty or perhaps they’re just true to their nature. Am I am being true to myself as my own dear Vera said I should be? Or am I just giving way before my own degradation? 

Trotting for an hour or so at a time has become normal to me and my piercings have healed although my poor cunny lips and little bud have never quite lost all the swelling. Not helped, I suspect, because they have changed the gold pins and rings several times, each time making them thicker and heavier. Each time, for a day or two after, I had been sore again. Like Belinda, my bud is now at least twice maybe three times its original size. These are not the only changes I can see in myself. My legs and bottom cheeks are more muscular now and I seem to carry my breasts even higher because of the corset forcing me to breathe with the upper part of my chest. I feel this new firmness of flesh I have gained and that now matches Belinda’s, when massaged by them or stroked by her. At first I was embarrassed by the words tattooed on my bottom, for she had none but, like everything, time took the embarrassment away. Meanwhile my waist, because of the near continual corseting, is smaller than ever. I’m only allowed to take it off to exercise to maintain some tone to the muscles of my back.

 

Bear returned today. I didn’t know until I was harnessed to a trap and he came out and climbed aboard. I felt him settle even as I blushed. It is so ridiculous and hateful to blush so, particularly because I was doing it before a man who has used and abused me in every imaginable way. He has no right to my blushes. He drove me down the twists and turns of the many paths that web the estate for nearly an hour. My breasts were heaving with every breath I took, but it was more from my tighter than ever corseting than my exertions, though. I had become so hardened. He stopped and braked the trap and came to look at me. I wanted to scream and shout at him. Anger brimmed inside me so that for once I felt no fear. It did no good, though as, strapped and harnessed, there was nothing physical I could do and with the tongue depressor that was part of the bit I wore there was nothing I could say. Still harnessed in the traces he lifted me by my hips and as ever, instinctively my legs spanned. For the first time in over a month I felt his cock nudged my cunny and I felt an eagerness rise in me that sickened me as much as it excited. The tail plug was still in me but I knew that the rings held my lips pouted and ready. I tried not to find the well-stuffed tightness delicious as I felt every fraction of his tool as it slid, deep and thick, into me. He stood rock still, holding me on him and I could not stop myself squirming as my internal muscles tried to grip and work him to extract every morsel of satisfaction from his impalement of my body. When at last I felt him scorch my insides I knew I had lost count of how many times I had spent and spurted. There could never be a doubt, shamful as it was, that he had forced pleasure upon me.

On his return to the stable block he spoke to Veronica and Madge. “Excellent, ladies. However, concentrate on dressage. This big titted Cum Slut will never win a sprint race but dressage is another thing.” He turned to me, a look of wicked pleasure on his face. “A little surprise for you, ‘Fuck Toy!’” He waved a finger and big blond Madge stepped inside the stable block. In a few seconds she was back pulling a small figure after her. It was Vera! My Vera!

She wore a parody of a stable girl’s outfit, a riding hat, breeches and boots. Nothing more. She was naked from the waist up and the nipples on her small pert breasts were erect from shame and the chill air. Worse for her was that the breeches were little more than two legs connected by the waist band and around her neck was locked a steel band with rings at back and front. It was clear that, though not a pony, her status was the lowest on the hierarchy of the stable staff. Between her legs I could see that her little bud was swollen and red, for a tiny ring pulled it clear of her dainty lips. Madge was openly fondling Vera’s breasts as she stood looking at me and biting her lip. “Little Vee certainly appreciates the love and attention of Madge and Big Vee!” Bear laughed. “I understand she’s quite the clit licking aficionado!” What had my poor dear Vera put up with for my sake!

 

It’s well into summer now and had it not been for my little Vera and Belinda I’m sure I would have gone mad. Vera tells me that she has been here now for six weeks. When she panicked and rushed from my flat, it took her a good hour to calm and get herself together and on her early return she was dismayed, then ashamed, to find me gone. She dared not report me missing, she knew how afraid of scandal I was but equally she couldn’t ignore my absence. It was sending her frantic with worry, even though Bear was paying the lease of the flat and I had instructed my bank to pay her salary monthly direct into an account I had set up for her. In the weeks it took her to find out just where I was being held she formed a relationship with Molly. It was through her that she eventually found out where I was being kept. Molly is also her lifeline if Bear ever tries to have her listed as ‘lost’. She won’t tell him who, but told him that a person knows all about what had been going on. Vera couldn’t use this same threat to get me freed, though, Bear knows I’m still too fearful of what the scandal would do to my family. Anyway, she was able to force him to let her come here but she had to become part of the scene before he would. This was why she has to act as toy to Madge and Big Vee until we can find a way to get free of him. Until then we all have to suffer.

Now, whenever I’m put between the shafts, I’m made blind. Wearing an eyeless hood for hours of the day I have to obey the commands of whip and reins, stopping and starting, running and turning. Bear often uses me whilst I’m harnessed and blind and my body betrays itself in my need for comfort in any way it can take it. He uses me a lot and all who live in this horrible place see me used so and the shame of my arousal and spending. Belinda though is taken to the house to be used as the fancy takes Bear and comes back with marks of the whip and ropes. I don’t think she extracts any pleasure from their use. Not so much because they are used, but because of her hatred of Bear has grown so strong, it overwhelms her arousal. It makes me ashamed that I too cannot deny the heightening of the pleasure that pain and bondage forces on me. Perhaps it’s because as yet I haven’t learnt to hate him enough, in spite of the fact that sometimes I imagine him dead at my hands. 

A lot of the time Belinda comforts me in my degradation, although she has her fair share of it too. We both take pleasure in such comfort even though this female pleasuring, enjoyable as it is to her, brings her shame too and then it is I who do the comforting with words of reassurance and hope. Sometimes the lies I use to comfort our hopeless condition truly lift my heart. Perhaps the worst of what we endure is that we both hate the facets of our personality (or is it training?) that makes us enjoy that we find degrading and humiliating. 

A lot of the duties in minding and training me have been delegated to Vera. Dressage is repetition and repetition, the mode of walk and change of pace, over and over until obedience to the rein and whip becomes automatic and instant. With Little Vera to pleasure them and keep them satiated Madge and Vee are happy to delegate much of the work to her, Belinda still takes up a lot of their time and inherently they are a lazy pair. Vera not only trains me but is also tormented by them. The street-wise but naive little Vera I first knew is long gone, never to return. She has seen too much and been forced to do things contrary to her kind soul. I have seen what she has to endure even as she drives me and I’ve heard Bear talking about it to others who visit, though blinded I don’t know who they are. Some days ago, deliberately I think, they left my hood off as Madge led me around the yard to take me for cleansing. This is a duty they like to retain for themselves when possible, seeming to enjoy my degradation as they clean me in and out, fondling and feeling me. Casually she mentioned that this particular trap was the one I pulled whilst being trained in dressage. It was like the others I had pulled, but the phallus that stuck up from its seat was like nothing I’d seen before. The next time I was to pull the trap I heard Bear telling others about its ‘special’ feature. Visitors to the estate, people I was never going to see but whose presence I was aware of as they milled around me whilst I was being harnessed to the trap. It made me thankful of the hood that blinded me to poor Vera’s humiliation and to conceal the shame I felt in involving her in my decadence. 

“Dear little Vee, our stable girl, is sat on a nice thick prick and with her clit ring locked to its base so there’s no getting off for her until she’s finished Cum Slut’s training session.” There was general laughter as he continued and hands touched and caressed me as they explored my markings and piercing. “And she gets off quite a lot, you may believe. The dyke gets turned on by the way those descriptive signs across my pony’s well rounded butt move and dance as she trots, making the work of the phallus easy!”

“How big is it, Bear?”

“Specifications! My lord! Well, it’s about two inches thick and eight inches long with a six inch stroke caused by a cam turned by the axle.” I winced at the thought of this working in and out of my poor Vera’s little cunny. “The perfect trotting speed ensures the perfect fuck. Neat, if I do say so myself. Demonstrate, Vee! The figure eight.” A touch of the crop against my bottom and the slightest touch on my reins and I was off and moving around unseen obstacles in a figure eight. Before I had been lost in my own muffled world, hearing only the sounds of my own laboured breathing, now as I strained to hear everything, for the first time I was aware of the panting from Vera as she drove me.

After this, pulling the trap around the estate with Vera driving was a surreal experience for us both. It was a trap whose motive power was me, in effect a blind girl, and the driver a girl whose privates were being inexorably plundered by a thick model of a male member. The poles of the trap supported me to a degree rather than I supporting them. I was thankful of that. It made me less uncertain on my hooves. Vera did not so much control me as pass signals with touches, almost strokes of the whip and gentle signals down my reins. One comfort, though, was that as she drove me or allowed me to pause to regain my breath, she could talk to me. Talk to me as a person and not as a perverted sexual thing acting as a beast of burden, though now I was aware of the break in her voice as she tried to conceal how excited what she did and was being done, made her.

The weirdness of my role was further exacerbated when Bear would interrupt our drive and, with Vera still seated and impaled, he would lift and use me. With Vera’s weight as counterbalance and the shafts taking a portion of my weight, automatically my legs would clamp around him, holding him in me. He had no need to rush his use of me, revelling in my moans and whimpers as he tormented my breasts and worked the spring in the tail so that the slim plug added to my torment. I could not stop my writhing and squirming but thankfully blackness hid my shame, in the same way the ostrich’s head in the sand hides danger and I lost any ability to control my need to cum. As he used me, he made sure that he caused the trap to move back and forth so that it rocked the member filling poor Vera, synchronising in its motion in and out of her with his fucking of me. Often I would hear her muffled grunts as she attempted not to spend. She admitted latter, shamefaced, that it was the sight of my use that aroused her so.

After today’s run out had ended, I stood waiting in darkness to be released, as Vera was unlocked from her impalement. As ever I could feel the mixture of my own arousal and his seed drying on my legs and felt the familiar sense of degradation. “She’s performing well, Madge. Just in time too. We’re of to France tomorrow to the Château. I think we’re in with a good chance for the three kilometre race and the dressage.”

“Will the ponies be going in the pantechnicon with the traps, Mr Bruin?” 

“No, Madge. They will be going as civilians, as it were. They’ll behave. The fear of scandal will keep the barren bitches in line. You and Veronica can keep them in line when we’re there if they do get frisky. If they get really difficult you can call on me. I can guarantee they’ll behave.” His confidence in his ability to cow me sent a chill down my spine. I guessed just what sort of pain was involved to back up the authority of the sadistic bitches and I whimpered around my bit. Disgust swept through me and I sweated as though I were still trotting the high dressage steps, for I knew it would excite me and I would be made to spend and spend, even as he filled me with pain and shame.
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