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Chapter 1

The Marriage Bureau

Eva looked at the bear. It was close, its dark eyes staring back at her as if taunting her with its proximity and she gave an ear-piercing scream.

“Now what?” cried Trevor Fletcher.

“It’s Toby. He’s put Eva’s teddy beyond her reach again,” said Kate with a voice weary of the constant tribulations and interruptions of normal domestic life. “I don’t know why you bother with that chain; it’s just an unnecessary inconvenience. It’s not even as if mother or I have one in the house.”

“She has to learn and it may as well be sooner rather than later.” He stood in the doorway gazing at his eldest daughter as she bent over the work table wielding an electric soldering iron. “Leave that now. It’s getting late. You need to get dressed in your party gear and then you should go and help your mother with the food. Your guests will be here by six.”

Kate paused, soldering iron held aloft as if frozen in time. Today was more than just a birthday; it was her twenty-first birthday and the thought was daunting. Try as she might, she couldn’t shake the sense of injustice the occasion would bring; the ignominy of the marriage bureau that would inevitably change her life; change her allegiances from her father to… who? A husband or someone more sinister. It wasn’t just that legally her ownership would change. Her whole life could change. Everything… The clothes she wears, the food she eats, where she goes, what she does.

Not for the first time she thought about the twist of fate that caused her to be born a girl. A hundred million sperm swimming towards an ovum and her winner had to be one of the fifty million female ones. Toby will be alright; he was born male and will become one of the owners rather than the owned. It didn’t seem fair.

She unplugged her soldering iron and laid it carefully aside to cool. Would she still be allowed her hobby once she was married? Ever since she was small, her father had encouraged her to seek out her own interests and she’d chosen electronics. It wasn’t a usual choice for a young girl, but her father hadn’t objected in the least. In fact, he’d been more than supportive, helping her with her simple projects in the early days and buying her text books as she became more adventurous. Now it could all end in an instant; a whim from someone she’d yet to meet.

“Don’t forget your shackles,” called out her father standing at the foot of the stairs. Her shackles… Even her security conditions could change. Father didn’t require shackles when they were alone in the house either for her or mother, just in public, but that was by no means a universal view; even in 1935, there were still some husbands that didn’t like their wives foot-free in the home, although she had to admit that things had improved in recent years for woman’s suffrage. Fifty years before and her outlook would have been much bleaker. In Victorian England, being ‘chained to the kitchen sink’ was more than just a euphemism.

For as long as history records, females have always been considered the chattels of their menfolk, whether that be their fathers, their husbands, or their masters, and valuable chattels too. Even before marriages first began to involve the passing of a dowry from the groom’s family to the bride’s, a gift to make up for the bride’s family losing the girl’s labour, the girl was a valuable commodity that could be traded or, God forbid, stolen. It was sensible, therefore, to take precautions and one of those precautions was to ensure that the girl was always carefully controlled, and that meant being secured: a leash for her menfolk to hang onto and shackles to inhibit her running. It would be unusual to see a girl leashed nowadays, but the ankle shackles are still virtually universal, at least in public.

There wasn’t actually a law that required females to wear ankle chains in public, but it would be a brave woman who tried to circumvent convention.

Her mind returned to the marriage bureau. It was a relatively recent initiative introduced by the government about twelve years ago to encourage larger families, an attempt to mitigate some of the tragedies of the war. It had been successful not only in its original aim, but also as a welcome financial boost for the girl’s parents and her father stood to gain perhaps three-thousand-pounds from the bureau for the match. Kate could have married a man of her choosing any time in the last five years, should have done because father professed that he didn’t want or need the cash, but time seemed to slip past and now here she was up against the proverbial brick wall. Now the match had to be via an assembly at the bureau and will see prospective suitors bidding for her hand.

‘A woman needs a man.’ She couldn’t remember the number of times she’d heard that, but there was always that constant nagging feeling in the back of her mind that despite everything she’d been told, men did not always know best. Even at school, her teachers had a hard job hiding the fact that she was better than any of the boys at maths and science.

School… Timothy would have made a fine husband, but in the end, he hadn’t seem interested. Perhaps it was the dowry that put him off, although father said that wasn’t the case. In any event, she will make a lot more money for father at the bureau than Timothy could ever have afforded. Too late to think of him now. The next bureau assembly will be tomorrow, serendipity or a cruel twist of fate, she wasn’t sure, but the downside of the bureau is, of course, that neither she nor her father will have any say in the proceedings.

Toby burst into her room without even knocking. “Can I have your room tomorrow?”

“I don’t know. You’ll have to ask father.”

“And all your hobby craft?”

“No. I’ll be taking that.”

“You may not be able to. It’ll be up to your new husband and if he won’t let you, can I have it?”

“We’ll have to see.”

“Are you going to be a service girl?”

“Why do you ask that?”

“I heard mummy and daddy talking. What is a service girl?”

Kate smiled. “It’s a girl that does something out of obligation rather than love, like a shop girl or a servant or someone who works for an entertainment company.”

“So, you could be a service girl after tomorrow?”

“Everyone who goes through the marriage bureau starts off as a service girl, but if she then marries, love usually follows.”

“Do you think you’ll get impregnated straight away?”

Kate froze. That was the elephant in the room that no-one talks about. From tomorrow, she’ll be the property of someone else. It could be anyone and if they say, ‘open your legs, I want a fuck’, she’ll be legally obliged to do it. And what if it’s not a man? What if she’s bought by a commercial entertainments company?

“I don’t know,” she murmured and turned away so he wouldn’t see her eyes watering.

Toby left and Kate sat stoically on the edge of her bed until her composure returned. It wouldn’t do to dissolve into tears on the day she legally becomes an adult. It was probably the most important day of her life and she’d been dreading it for months. By tomorrow evening she will either be someone’s betrothed fiancé or in the care of some commercial concern, her ownership passed from her father to… to whom? She had no idea. Ideally, she’ll be chosen by a handsome bachelor to become his wife. Everyone told her she was pretty enough, but that in itself was not necessary a good thing; commercial entertainment companies were always on the lookout for new escorts with a pretty face and long legs, and they generally had more money to spend on the right person.

Her whole life up to that moment had been building to this event, so she couldn’t claim she wasn’t prepared, but being prepared was not the same as wanting it. Why was it that women were the property of men? And not just property… They had the same legal rights as Biblical slaves had three thousand years ago; They were owned by stupid, uncaring men… No, that was unfair. Not all men were like that. Her father wasn’t. He’d been fiercely protective all her life, but that would end in the morning. She touched the silver collar locked around her neck. It identified her by name and the name of her father. That would have to be changed tomorrow too, but whose name would be engraved into the metal, she had no idea.

She would be the first to admit that her life to date had been comfortable and loving. Even when her mother died when she was still young and father had remarried Edith, little changed. She was still allowed to roam the house unencumbered by tethers and chains, as indeed Edith is. Of course, father couldn’t flout all conventions and both women had to be content with their security when in public.

What would her new master require? How will he ensure her safety and security? Of course, that will very much depend upon who it is and what role she will be playing in the community. If she’s unfortunate enough to be purchased by a recreational agency, then any restraints limiting her ability to move about easily or otherwise exercise free will are likely to be much more restrictive than if she’s chosen to be someone’s marriage partner or even just an office worker.

She turned to her wardrobe to pick out a plain frock to wear that evening. It was one of her favourites: a midnight-blue, cotton dress with a halter top and a knee-length, flared skirt that wafted about her legs as she walked. Then she sat at the dressing table and worked her way through a variety of cosmetics chosen to compliment her pale skin and long, dark hair that she plaited into an elaborate ponytail down her back.

Downstairs in the kitchen, Edith gave her a weak smile and asked how she was feeling.

“Apprehensive,” was her reply, which was obviously a gross understatement.

“Don’t worry, dear. Tomorrow, you'll have a rich husband who will love and treasure you, you'll see. Things have a habit of working out well.”

“Not always.” She stared out of the window at the lush garden. She’d spent her whole life growing up in that house; the broad lawn where she played with Bud, her labrador, dead now, and the small pond where she tended the multitudes of tadpoles and froglets every year. “What should I do if I'm bought by someone horrible?”

“You'll manage whoever buys you.”

“But I might even end up as one of those agency girls. I don’t know whether I should dress up to try to attract a rich husband or whether that’s more likely to attract an escort agency.”

“My advice is to act polite and dignified, but, in the end, there’s little you can do to change things. Tomorrow’s pantomime will play its course and you'll just have to accept the consequences.”

Edith resisted the temptation to tell her that it won't make any difference whatever she chooses to wear because the sale will be conducted with her naked.

✽    ✽    ✽

At fifteen minutes to six, both Kate and Edith snapped the ankle cuffs onto their legs in preparation for the arrival of their visitors. It was all well and good being free to roam when they were alone in the house, but it wouldn’t do when there were visitors. At six o'clock, the doorbell rang with the arrival of the first guests and Kate moved to admit them, her heels tapping noisily on the wooden boards and the short chain between her ankles clicking quietly as it looped and tightened with every step. It was her cousin William with his new wife Susan, a small, fragile-looking woman whom William had dressed in a short, tight skirt and a floral blouse that was open almost to her waist and showed off too much of her bare chest. William steadied her as she stepped carefully over the threshold with her ankle chain shorter than most and only just long enough to reach.

“Hi Ali,” said William happily. “All set for tomorrow.”

“Not really. In fact, I'm not looking forward to it at all.”

“You'll be fine. It worked out well for you, didn’t it?” he asked Susan and she responded with a non-committal smile. “Anyway, it comes to us all eventually. There’s nothing you can do to avoid it.”

“I could run away to Japan.”

“Don’t they have service wives there then?”

“I don’t know…” admitted Kate. “I'm tempted to find out.”

Willam laughed and closed the door behind him. “When I went to buy Susan, I felt just the same as you.”

“Yeah, right... It’s not at all the same for a man. You get to choose and if you don’t like anyone, you don’t need to have them; women have no choice at all.”

“Well, no… But that’s how it’s always been. It wouldn’t do to have girls picking and choosing who will take them home. That would be ridiculous like a dog choosing who its master will be or a cat choosing where it will live… although I suppose that last example is not so far-fetched.”

“So, you're saying that girls are no better than dogs?”

“Of course they're better in lots of ways, but where it matters, as in who the master will be, well, there’s no difference at all.”

“In fact, dogs are often better treated,” asserted Kate. “You're not allowed to let a woman run free in the park.”

William grinned. “No indeed… That wouldn’t do at all. Someone might steal her or she might run off to play with someone else.”

“They're vacuous reasons,” said Kate petulantly.

“I wasn’t being serious,” said William. “You know as well as I that that’s just the way things are and there’s nothing we can do about it.”

“Nothing you want to do about it, more like.”

William turned away towards the kitchen with Susan following close behind and taking two little steps to his one.

William’s sister Ciri with husband Bob and baby Ruth were next to arrive and she looked sheepish as Bob closed the door behind her and unclipped the leash from her collar. Bob moved away towards the kitchen and the other men with barely a word to Kate and Ciri smiled feebly as she explained that he likes to keep a tight rein on her. The baby she was holding was fast asleep and Kate led the way upstairs to her bedroom to show her where she could place the carry cot.

Ciri looked at the electrical components and tools laid out on the workbench along one wall and sighed. “Bob’s a good man, but he’d never allow me to have a hobby like this. He won't even let me think about getting a job outside the house. He says that baby Ruth and the housework is a fulltime job and earning a wage is his responsibility.”

“So, you're alone all day in the house?”

Ciri nodded. “He’s installed one of those overhead track systems around the bungalow so I can visit every room on a trailing tether, but can't leave the house.”

“Father just leaves mother and I with ankle hobbles when he goes out alone.”

“Oh, I have that as well. Not one to take risks where women are concerned is Bob.”

The doorbell sounded and Kate hurried to answer it. “That’ll be Uncle Tom with Ricky and Rebecca.”

“More cousins…”

“You’ve never met them before, have you? They don’t come over much. Rebecca seldom leaves the house and Ricky is too busy with his own friends.”

“And their mother?”

“Oh, Uncle Tom divorced her many years ago. I don’t know where she is nowadays.”

Kate opened the door for the third time and was greeted by Tom giving her a big kiss on her cheek. “Here she is… a real woman.”

“Hello uncle.”

Ricky pushed silently past. “Nice jacket, Ricky,” called Kate and he grunted a subdued greeting as he moved on in his black leather flying jacket to where he hoped to find unguarded beer.

“Ignore him,” said Uncle Tom. “He’s fourteen,” as if that explained everything. “Come on Rebecca; Kate wants to close the door.”

Tom walked away towards where people were gathering and Rebecca clinked in with her ankle chain rattling on the metal threshold as she stepped over it. She shrugged the light jacket she was wearing from her shoulders and handed it to Kate.

“I think you're very brave,” she murmured. “Everyone tells me that the marriage bureau is just where men choose their wives, but it’s not, is it?”

“It can be,” answered Kate trying to remain calm.

“I never want to go there. It’s bad enough thinking about a man touching you and stuff, but a total stranger… I can't think of anything worse.”

At that moment, nor could Kate, but she didn’t say as much. They moved into the kitchen and from there into the sitting room with their drinks to watch Toby terrorise the cat in the garden. It was a warm evening that proceeded with a familiar, predictable serenity that often accompanies family gatherings. Plates of sandwiches and bottles of wine slowly diminished to leave Kate feeling nothing but emptiness. She leant on the edge of the kitchen sink gazing out of the window at the family laughing under the pergola on the lawn and was barely aware of Tom entering to refill his beer glass.

“I may never see any of you again,” she murmured.

“That’s unlikely. What’s more probable is that your family group will double in size as you take on all your future husband’s relatives.”

“It may not be a husband. I could end up in a line to be fucked by all the neighbourhood drunks for all I know.”

“Well, there’s little doubt you're about to be fucked one way or the other. Surely, you're looking forward to that?”

She turned to face him, meeting his amused grin with a stoic expression that betrayed nothing as she leaned back against the edge of the work top.

“Everybody’s got to grow up sometime and you're twenty-one now, a woman, and it’s time you took your place in the community.” He stepped closer and reached down to touch her thigh. “This little service port is going to get some exercise at long last,” and his hand slid up beneath her skirt to cup her pubic mound which he knew would be naked; underwear was only worn by women during their monthly red days owing to the inconvenience it caused with the ankle chains.

“Being my father’s brother does not give you special privileges.”

He grinned and moved his fingers deeper while Kate’s eyes just held his steady gaze. And then his hand was gone and her skirt dropped back into place. He inspected his hand, feeling the smooth lubricity of her secretion between his fingers and then he sniffed them.

“You smell sweet.”

“I'm glad you like it.”

“I think you're ready. If you'll take my advice, just play it cool tomorrow. Try to keep a lid on your emotions whatever happens. There'll be plenty of time to get all excited and exuberant later once you know what you’ve got, but initially, go slowly.”

“It might not be up to me.”

“Very true, but that doesn’t mean you're powerless.”

“Just a little bit suppressed.”

Tom grinned again. “I can see you're going to be fine.”

“Will you and father be at the bureau tomorrow for the sale?”

“No. That wouldn’t be a good idea. Trevor will have to take you to the bureau to give them the key to your collar and ankle cuffs and formally hand you over to their care, but he won't be allowed into the sale. But don’t worry; we’ll find out who has you and keep in touch.

✽    ✽    ✽

They’d all gone by ten, which was just as well. She had to be at the bureau by eleven the next morning and there was much to do before then. She’d already packed up most of her belongings, but there was still a lot of electrical components and tools scattered across the work table where she’d been trying to distract herself from her impending appointment. She looked at the pile of suitcases and cardboard boxes and wondered if she was just wasting her time. Would her new partner allow her to indulge her hobby. Would he even allow her to bring her own clothes; she’d heard that some husbands had very set ideas on what they wanted their women to look like and a commercial entertainments company would most certainly have their own specific requirements.

She slept badly and was still groggy when her father woke her at eight. A shower, wash and dry hair, breakfast of toast and coffee, makeup, dress, and spend an inordinate amount of time on tearful goodbyes, and then the taxi arrived for the thirty-minute drive to the marriage bureau. Standing next to her father, she joined the crocodile queue of shackled girls and slowly shuffled through the grand entrance doors, signed in at a desk, and was assigned a number (62). Then Trevor Fletcher kissed his daughter on the cheek, gave the tall man wearing a formal black suit next to the desk her leash, and was gone. He’d clipped the ornate chain to her collar specially for the occasion. It was a ceremonial act that had been unchanged for generations, but it did ensure she couldn’t follow him back through the door.

She was directed to a waiting room and then the hours began to creep past. It was half-past-twelve before a young man little older than her called her number and she stood to follow him along a corridor and into a small cubicle.

“Katherine Fletcher?” he asked consulting clipboard and she nodded. “Good… Well, that’s the first hurdle out the way. My name’s Eddy. Now then, let’s get these chains off.”

Kate relaxed a tiny bit. “I was worried I’d have to wear them during the auction,” she said with a self-effacing grin, and watched as he removed the linking chain from between her ankle cuffs using her father’s key.

“You’ll be called in about twenty minutes. You can fold your clothes and leave them on the chair.”

“My clothes?” and her smile dropped from her face. “You want me to undress?”

“Of course. First thing is a quick medical exam. We need to make sure you're healthy; don’t want you infecting your new husband.”

“Oh, er… ok. Should I take my clothes with me?”

“No, leave them there. They’ll be there when you get back after the sale.”

Kate’s horrified expression told Eddy that she wasn’t expecting to be sold naked and he grinned at her naivete. “People need to see what they're buying. You wouldn’t buy a new broom without a good look first, would you?”

“I’m not a broom; I'm a person.”

“…With a lot more physical features to consider before purchase, so that’s even more reason to have a really good look. Strip off now and I’ll be back in about ten minutes.”

He left her alone without another word and for a few minutes she stood gazing at nothing as if in a dream. Finally, she roused herself, realised the inevitability of her predicament, and began disrobing. It didn’t take long, she wasn’t wearing much; just a jacket, dress, her bra, and a pair of shoes. She’d only just finished when the man returned and smiled as he looked her up and down.

“You should do well. Long legs always make good money and you’ve got pretty tits and a pert bum too. Come on, follow me…” and he led the way through another door and into a room occupied by several men and three young girls lying back in gynaecological chairs. She was directed to a fourth, empty chair and, as she climbed up into it, the girl in the adjacent chair climbed down and was led away while the man wearing a white coat moved on to the next girl.

“Feet in the stirrups,” prompted Eddy and stood smiling while she lifted each leg in turn to place them into the chair’s leg rests. She’d done what he asked and then glared at him, but he didn’t move; he just stood between her legs grinning at her, so she laid her hands in her lap to cover herself.

Another naked girl entered, smiled at Kate, and climbed up into the chair beside her. Her eyes were bright with excitement and Kate noticed that she’d rouged her nipples to make them more prominent. “My wedding day,” she murmured to Kate barely able to control her exhilaration and then turned her attention back to her attendant and spread her legs wide.

It didn’t take the doctor very long to inspect each girl in turn and soon he stood before Kate. Without a word, he peered closely at her genital folds, moving them aside in his search for variations from the norm. Then he inserted a speculum, but he didn’t push it in very far.

“Oh… That is unusual,” and he made a note on the form Eddy carried before nodding to him and moving on to the excitable girl next door.

Eddy led Kate away and onto the stage. She knew it was the auction stage because of all the noise coming from the other side of the curtain: shouted bids and vying with the auctioneer for who could make the loudest noise and the auditorium seemed to be winning. Eddy took her to a raised circular platform still hidden by the curtain and invited her to climb up onto it.

“Hold the posts and don’t make a noise,” he whispered and when she spread her arms to grip the two tall post standing five-foot apart, he snapped cuffs around her wrists so that she couldn’t lower her arms.

“You need to spread your legs,” he murmured quietly and tapped her right ankle. Kate shook her head and he slowly stood. “You need to spread your legs,” he repeated in a whisper barely audible. “And if you don’t, the warders will whip you in front of the entire assembly until you do, and then you’ll be marked out as a troublemaker.”

He knelt again and Kate reluctantly moved her right leg to the side so that he could clip a retaining strap around her ankle. Then he tapped her left ankle.

“There… No so bad, was it? Now remember, no noise; none at all unless you're asked a direct question, d’you understand? Now, I'm just going to stir you up a bit so that you're nicely juiced up when they inspect you,” and he placed his palm firmly between her open thighs and began to rub her vigorously. “Well, you didn’t need much encouraging,” he said after about fifteen seconds and withdrew his hand to wipe it on a cloth he kept in his back pocket. “Won't be long now… Enjoy…” and he was gone, leaving her to stare at the curtain and listen to the auctioneer raise the bidding to three-and-a-half thousand pounds for a girl before he dropped the hammer.

“Bidder number 112,” she heard him say. “Lucky man… Nice shapely little lady for you. No, don’t pay me; pay the accounts clerk and collect your girl at the exit gate.”

There were some scuffling sounds and footsteps from the other side of the curtain, and then the curtain in front of her slowly slid aside.

“And now you lucky men, we have a particular delicacy for you. This is Katherine. She’s one hundred and twenty pounds of exquisitely fluffy ambrosia. The ultimate in femininity to arouse your deepest desires and fantasies. Feast your eyes on those plump titties with puffy nipples like India rubber. Imagine yourself buried deep between those soft thighs. And, and this is very important… she’s unploughed. Yes, you heard that right… This lovely little lady has never had anything up her cunt, let alone another man. She’s one of the few wenches that can truly be called virginal and we can prove it because her maidenhead is still intact. So, who wants to be the first? She doesn’t ask for much; just a cock upon which she can wriggle and squirm. Or perhaps you'd rather she sucks you dry. Just look at those soft lips and her eager open mouth.”

Kate snapped her open mouth shut like a trap, but her eyes stayed wide open as she surveyed the lines of men staring up at her. The podium she was on began to rotate and she had to peer over her shoulder to see all eyes were now on her naked bottom.

“This one won't be cheap, gentlemen. You don’t get to ride a body like this one for peanuts. Who’s going to start the bidding at three thousand? Three thousand I have. Three-five anywhere. Three-five I have… Four thousand. Four-five…Just look at those titties, gentlemen; a soft pillow for anyone’s head.”

The bidding rose rapidly to seven thousand pounds with three bidders still in the running, and that’s when the auctioneer stopped the proceedings.

“Gentlemen. I can see you three are particularly keen on this young wench, so I'm going to do you a favour. Please come up on the stage and inspect the goods properly. What do you think, Mr Carridge? A nice juicy morsel for your stable. That’s right. You have a good feel. She’s got a soft, sopping cunt and a nice tight bum, ain’t she? She’ll make you a lot of money down under the arches.”

Kate heard what he was saying to the man who now had his fingers inside her and her blood ran cold. He was a brothel keeper and she could see his mind working overtime as her calculated the profits she could make for him.

“And just look at those eyes… You could lose yourself in them.”

“She’ll need to be more substantial than this if she’s going to help me with the farm,” said the second man, an elderly coarse-looking farmer, and he slapped her hard on the bottom. “Yar… Not much fat there at all, but I suppose I could soon fatten ‘er up. Is she any good at sucking cock?”

Kate had never before engaged in any sort of companionable sex and she certainly wasn’t an expert at fellatio, but while her sensitivities bristled, the auctioneer was doing his best to convince the farmer that her young lungs would be capable of a near-perfect vacuum.

“And what else do you suppose she’s spent her teens doing? It wasn’t fucking, you can be sure of that… What about you, Lord Everidge. Would you like ‘er to tickle your fancy? Nice wide hips perfect for breeding and just look at those titties and nips; you don’t get many of them to the pound.”

“Indeed,” said the man staring at her bosom, but refraining from touching. “Are you good with children, girl?” he asked and Kate stared at him for some moments before she realised he was addressing her.

“Oh, yes sir. I have two young siblings.”

“Bit slow on the uptake though,” he said and the audience started laughing. “I suppose that’s not altogether a bad thing. Means you'll be easier to keep amused.”

“Eight thousand,” called out Mr Carridge.

“Not for me,” said the farmer. “Too scrawny.”

“Eight-five,” said Lord Everidge.

“Nine.”

“Ten thousand,” said the lord and Carridge looked daggers at the man before turning on his heel and walking silently from the stage.

“Sold to Lord George Everidge,” cried the auctioneer and banged his gavel on his table top to seal the deal.

Kate stared at Lord Everidge, her new owner and husband to be. He was about sixty years old, tall with thin, fair hair and a receding lower jaw, but she could have done a lot worse. And, anyway, she was going to become Lady Everidge.


Chapter 2

Family Tradition

Holly sat on a bench in the dispatch hall of the wedding bureau for over two hours waiting to be collected. She’d redressed and her ankle chain and leash had been reapplied, and she was anxious to properly meet her new husband-to-be, but, of course, there was the bureaucratic side of the business to be conducted before she could be released into his care: forms to complete and sign and money to pay. She was with several other girls, sometimes a dozen, sometimes more. They would come and go, usually happily enough with their new partners. Perhaps it was the high price that Lord Everidge had to pay that was taking the time, but it was frustrating for her, especially as they’d locked her ankle chain to the bench to stop her wandering, so she couldn’t even stretch her legs. The extra restraint was no surprise really; she was a valuable merchandise and the bureau couldn’t risk her disappearing before her new owner could take possession.

Finally, a uniformed employee of the lord appeared in the company of a young lad holding a key and her ownership was officially transferred, if not to Lord Everidge, then at least to his representative.

“Hello,” said Kate as she hurried after the man, taking two steps for his one. He seemed not to hear and it wasn’t until they were in the car park that he spoke to her.

“My name is Comings and I'm Lord Everidge’s chauffeur. He has informed me that he will make your acquaintance later this evening after dinner.”

“I shall not be dining with Lord Everidge, then?”

“No, madam. I'm to take you to your lodgings and deliver you into the care of Mr Partridge, Lord Everidge’s butler. He will explain to you your duties.”

“My duties!” she parroted, but he made no further comment, just opened the rear door of a large, grey automobile for her.

Kate had never heard of Lord Everidge before that day and had no idea where they were going as the car merged with the light traffic and headed out of the city. It was a forty-minute journey before the taciturn Comings turned off the public highway crossed a cattle grid between two stone pillars, one of which showed a plaque engraved ‘Everidge Hall’, and started along a meandering gravel drive through meadows where sheep and cattle grazed. The house was a huge, sandstone edifice with a façade of three substantial three-storey towers linked by two-story wings; a symmetrical design topped by a flagpole on the central tower flying a red flag depicting two golden deer with a green bush between them. The main entrance was, of course, centrally positioned in the central tower and accessed up a flight of wide stone stairs, but Commings drove straight past and around the side of the building to a side door. He opened the car door for Kate at the same time as an elderly man dressed in a black tail-suit opened the side door of the building

“Miss Katherine Fletcher,” announced Comings.

Partridge lifted rheumy eyes to survey Kate from head to toe before welcoming her and inviting her to follow him. She turned to thank Comings, but he’d already returned to the car. Partridge moved along the corridor at the same speed Kate found comfortable with her ankles hobbled, but the stairs took some time to negotiate.

“This is your room. It has a pleasant view of the pastures,” said Partridge opening a heavy oak door. The room was on the top floor of one of the corner towers and was about the same size as her old bedroom, plenty large enough for the big bed and the other bedroom furniture, but the dark wood panelling made the room appear smaller. It had a single small window that looked out to the front of the building through which she could look over the drive and see pastures.

“I… I thought I'd be sharing Lord Everidge’s bedroom,” she said, but Partridge just gave a short, croaky laugh that made him cough.

“I’ll send one of the maids in to you shortly with some refreshments and she’ll help you sort out some clothes for you to change into.”

She wanted to ask him about her own clothes and possessions, but he seemed not to hear her and closed the heavy door after him as he left. Then she heard the key turn in the lock. Despondently, she roamed the room examining all its nocks and crannies, and discovering a water closet and small hand basin through a door in the wooden panelling that she’d previously missed. There were two tall empty wardrobes, a chest of empty drawers, a large dressing table, and, of course, the huge bed, each pushed against the perimeter walls. She flopped down on the edge of the bed and peered about the dimly illuminated room, her gaze resolving on a dark framed painting on the wall at the foot of the bed of an elderly lady with a dour, unwelcoming expression. She was wearing a full evening gown made from a richly embroidered dark, material. Billowing skirts below an impossibly tight corset with white lace trimmings barely concealing her nipples, but displayed suspiciously young-looking, ballooning breasts. Kate sighed. This was either a dream come true or a burgeoning nightmare; she wasn’t yet sure.

She heard the key turn in the lock about six that evening and a young girl entered dressed in a black and white maid’s uniform: white mob cap; short, black flared dress with multi-layered white undershirts; white apron; and leather shoes. There was a short chain between her bare ankles just like Kate’s and she was struggling with a large, leather suitcase. Kate hurried to help her lift the case up onto the bed.

“I'm Irene, milady,” said the girl.

“Good evening then, Irene, but you shouldn’t call me ‘milady’ yet, not until I'm married.”

“Very well, miss, but you soon will be. All the arrangements have been made for tomorrow afternoon.”

This was, of course, news to Kate; nobody had thought to tell her. Lady Katherine Everidge; she liked the sound of that.

“If it’s all the same to you, miss, I shall be your personal maid.”

The girl looked plain even though she’d applied basic eye makeup and a subtle lipstick, but she had an open expression and a pleasant smile, and Kate liked her straight away. She wasn’t quite as tall as Kate and certainly looked no older.

“How long have you worked for Lord Everidge? You don’t look old enough to have been here very long.”

“He bought me a year ago, miss.”

“So, you don’t have your own husband then?”

“Don’t need one. I like it here. The other maids are very friendly and the work is light enough.”

“But don’t you think you might regret not having your own family and children?”

“Maybe, but not yet. Some of the older maids are married… I’ll just have to wait to see what his lordship has in store for me.”

“I suppose you have clothes for me in the case.”

“Oh, yes indeed. Lord Everidge is very conventional in his tastes, old-fashioned you might say,” and Irene stepped back and twirled around to show off her uniform, taking care not to trip herself up with her ankle chain. “He likes to see us all dressed proper…”

Kate eyed the suitcase and grinned. “Better see what he wants me to wear then.”

Irene looked at Kate’s best silk blouse and the flared, knee-length pleated skirt she was wearing. “I can tell you that he wouldn’t much appreciate what you have on now; it’s much too modern. But before you get dressed, we have to visit Mr Locker, the estate’s warden. He’s responsible for ensuring the women are all appropriately fettered as well as applying any other restraints Lord Everidge thinks necessary. The girls think it’s funny he’s called Mr Locker,” and she giggled.

“Perhaps that’s why he became a warden in the first place,” suggested Kate. “A case of nominative determinism.”

“What?” said Irene, but Kate just grinned and shook her head.

“So, Mr Locker looks out for girls improperly hobbled?”

“Oh, he does a lot more than that. He has everyone’s keys, so he removes the ankle cuffs first thing in the morning so we can wash, and then relocks them afterwards. We have a rota for visiting him so he never has more than one girl at a time. You’ll need to see him more often because Lord Everidge is going to insist on you wearing stockings instead of having bare legs, and he’ll hold the keys to your belt too.”

“My belt?”

Irene looked flustered. “It’s because you're going to be Lady Everidge.”

“I don’t understand…”

“Mr Locker can explain it all to you much better than I; we’d best go and see him now.”

Kate pressed Irene for more details, but she kept referring back to Mr Locker. His rooms were close to the hall’s main entrance and adjacent to the servant’s stair well and Irene tapped on the oak door. The door was opened by a tall man in a black suit. He smiled at Kate and, with obvious relief, Kate smiled back. He was a handsome man of perhaps forty years of age with strong features and masses of thick, dark hair.

“You must be Miss Katherine Fletcher, the lord’s betrothed and soon to be Lady Everidge.” He looked down at her bare legs and the steel cuffs and chain between her ankles. “If you don’t mind me saying so, your restraints look a little light for a lady.”

“Light…” and the smile faded from her face.

“Lord Everidge has his grandmother’s impedimenta that he wishes you to wear. It’s a hereditary thing. He likes to think of the family history continuing forward into the future; an unbroken chain so to speak, if you'll forgive the analogy. Come in, come in… We’ll soon sort you out. I understand that you'll be seeing Lord Everidge later this evening and he’ll be expecting you to be properly presented…”

“I have her stockings here,” said Irene anticipating Locker’s next question.

“Excellent. We’ll fit the stockings now with your new hobble and you can come back later to have them removed before bed. Do you have the key, Irene?”

She handled Mr Locker the key to Kate’s ankle cuffs and he removed the ones she’d worn for the past six years and tossed them aside as if they meant nothing to her. Irene gave Kate the silk stockings that she was expected to wear along with ribbons to hold them in place. Then, from a drawer, Locker picked up the new ankle fetters and her heart sank.

“Impressive, aren't they?” said Locker. “It’s what the Everidge ladies used to wear a hundred and fifty years ago. I've treated it to remove the old rust and immersed it in a hot sodium dip to create a new, protective surface; that’s why the iron has turned black.”

“It’s very pretty,” said Irene. “I like that it looks glossy.”

“That’ll be the oil I rubbed into the surface to seal it.”

“But it looks so heavy,” sighed Kate.

“Well, yes… They are much heavier than modern fetters, but that’s partly the point: it looks so much more dignified than the light steel chains ordinary girls wear. I have modernised it a bit and made it more comfortable for you to wear by lining the inside of the cuffs with India rubber.”

“Thank you,” she murmured, and watched while Locker knelt before her to lock the new ankle cuffs into place.

“There… That looks much better. Now, it’s probably better if you remove your dress altogether before we proceed and the bathroom’s through there if you want to use the convenience.”

“What…” stammered Kate as she watched Locker drop a heap of cast iron plates onto the floor in front of her.

“Mr Locker needs to fit your chastity belt,” said Irene.

“B…but…” she stammered trying to make sense of the tangled mess. “Why do I need that?”.

“It prevents any men putting their cocks into your cunny.”

“I know what it does, but why do I need one? Do you and the other maids have to wear them?”

“Of course, we don’t.” and she lifted up the hem of her dress to show a naked pubic mound with a carefully coiffured hair-style.

“You're going to be Lord Everidge’s lady, madam,” said Mr Locker. “You're going to produce the lord’s heirs. Of course, you need one to prevent unauthorised coupling and protect the purity of his linage in case any men try to force themselves on you. This is a family heirloom,” he continued, lifting the heavy metal plates with reverence. “It belonged to his dowager mother and she always wore it even after the late lord died. And there was his grandmother before that and so on, back through the generations. It has a manufacturer’s date stamped onto it of 1812, so it’s well over one hundred years old. As you can see, I have chemically treated the iron just the same as the ankle fetters.”

“Oh, Mr Locker. It looks beautiful,” fawned Irene. “It positively glows in the light.”

Locker moved the components around on the floor, carefully positioning them so that Kate could see how they fitted together. There were three separate parts. The first was a wide, hinged iron belt with a narrow metal front panel hinged from its centre. She could see straight away that the belt was far too short to encircle her waist. Then she looked at the second item and the belt began to make sense. It was a locking section intended to link the two sides of the belt together and provide a means of adjusting its length. And then there was the main part of the belt, the ‘raison d'être’ of the whole device: a cast iron crotch plate designed to completely enclose the genetically interesting parts of a female.

Kate lifted the crotch plate and turned it over in her hands: a thick, shaped metal plate made of cast iron with several small drain holes around its centre-line and a ring welded to its back end about an inch and a half in diameter designed to align with the lady’s anus. A curved, metal rod with a small hoop at its end was hinged from the back of the anal ring and was destined to fold up between Kate’s cheeks when fitted to connect with the locking section of the belt.

“The rod rising from the back of the crotch plate locks to the back of the belt with a padlock. The front of the crotch plate, that curved plate designed to contain your pubic mound, connects with the stud on the belt’s front panel, and is retained with a second lock. Of course, the belt was last used by the late lady dowager and there’s no guarantee that it will fit you well; I might need to have the smith make some adjustments. We can only try it and see…”

“But it’s ridiculous. It looks medieval and must weigh at least ten pounds.”

“Actually, it’s thirteen pounds with the padlocks.”

“I don’t want it.”

“Madam, I have to fit it, I have no choice, and you have to wear it because Lord Everidge has decreed as much. It shouldn’t be too uncomfortable and has been specially designed to be worn beneath a corset. Look… the two padlocks are at a low level so they're well below the garment.”

“A corset,” she gasped. “This is just getting worse and worse.”

“Madam… You're going to be Lady Katherine Everidge, wife of Lord George Everidge and mother of his children. Custom dictates that you will wear a chastity belt to protect his bloodline and there is nothing we can do to change matters… The corset, of course, is Lord Everidge’s idea because his mother always wore one.”

“Must I wear the chastity belt all the time?” she asked in a weak voice.

“No, silly. Not all the time. I’ll remove it every morning so you can wash and use the toilet, but then I shall need to refit it.”

“And during my monthly cycle?”

“Then I can open it more often to change the pads. You see, it’s all been carefully worked out.”

“At least I won't need it when I sleep with the lord,” she mused to herself, but Irene interjected…

“Oh, I don’t think you’ll actually be sleeping with him. Your job will just be the procreation bit. He’ll need to impregnate you, of course, but after that I don’t think you'll be sharing his bed. To be honest, I don’t think he actually likes women very much.”

“Oh!” was Kate’s only response as her whole future became rearranged in her head.

“Would madam like to avail herself of the conveniences before I fit this?” Mr Locker asked rather flippantly, but his humour by-passed Kate completely and she just shook her head.

“Well then, miss, if you’ll be so kind as to remove your dress and just hold this belt against your belly, I’ll link it at the back.”

Kate just stared at him and then at Irene. Both pairs of eyes were just gazing back impassively, waiting for her to undress, and after a long interval during which no-one spoke, she relented and unfastened her dress. She shrugged her arms from the sleeves and the garment slipped down her legs to gather on the floor around the heavy black chains to leave her pubic mound and all behind as naked as when she was born. Locker handed her the belt and she turned away so that he could slide the back locking panel into place.

“Breathe in,” he said and pulled the two ends of the belt together to link them. “Now,” he murmured. “The moments of truth,” and he pressed the back rod over the stud on the base of the locking panel. Kate turned and he pulled the iron plate of the crotch panel up between her legs so that it curled over her pubis and pressed it over the stud at the base of the belt’s front panel.

“Well, that doesn’t look too bad,” he mused. “How does it feel.”

“It feels much too tight,” responded Kate and Locker told her it was designed to be.

“Bend over and I’ll check the back…”

Both Locker and Irene examined the fit of the anal ring and both confirmed that it was precisely positioned with her anal sphincter exactly in its centre. Kate quickly stood erect again.

“And I can't wiggle my little finger beneath it,” reported Irene and Kate slapped her hand away.

“We need to check these things, my lady, otherwise the belt will not be effective,”

“Thank you,” murmured Kate, although she didn’t feel very grateful and winced when Locker clicked both padlocks over their studs to fix the belt in place.

“There… All done. That’s not too uncomfortable, is it?”

It took a few moments before Kate could speak and then her voice sounded pitiful. “It’s tight… I can feel it pressing against me. And it’s so heavy.”

“Try walking around the room.”

“Oh God… What have I done to deserve this?” Irene watched the almost naked Kate stepping carefully about the small room with her ankle chain clicking on the bare floorboards and the padlock hanging from her pubic mound tapping on the cast iron.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was a slow walk back to Kate’s room with her heavier ankle chain making more noise on the floorboards and the weight of her new chastity belt rocking gently from her hips.

“It’s not so bad, madam,” said Irene. “After all, you will be Lady Everidge and noble ladies have always needed more security. At least you're not Mrs Locker.”

“Mrs Locker! He’s married then?”

“He is, but no-one ever sees her. He bought her at an auction last year and there’s a rumour that he keeps her chained between the bedroom and the kitchen.”

Back in Kate’s bedroom, the two girls unstrapped the lid of the suitcase to examine what Lord Everidge wished Kate to wear that evening and, while Irene gave an awe-inspired sigh, Kate's sigh was less enthusiastic.

“It looks like the dress in the painting,” she murmured and pointed to the portrait on the wall.

“It does a bit. It’s lovely, and there’s a corset to go with it. Come on, you have to wear this tonight.”

Rather reluctantly, Kate stripped off her dress for the second time that day and Irene told her she’d need to remove her bra as well.

“We seldom wear them here and, in any case, you couldn’t wear it with this dress because it would show.” Irene consulted the clock on the dressing table. “We ought to hurry now… Lord Everidge will be expecting to meet you shortly and we mustn’t keep him waiting.”

The bra followed her dress onto the bedside chair and Irene handed her the steel-boned corset. It was an under-bust style that left her breasts supported only by the ruffled top hem of the garment and covered the waistband of the belt, but left the locks accessible below its lower hem. Kate wrapped it around her waist and fastened the row of catches from just below her bust to her abdomen, and then Irene moved behind her to begin systematically tightening the laces.

“No more. I can hardly breathe.”

“There’s plenty to go yet and, anyway, you're not really meant to be able to breathe in this. It’s designed solely to give you the ideal feminine shape, or at least the ideal shape of the eighteen hundreds.”

“Didn’t they breathe then?” asked Kate and Irene giggled as she started at the top again to pull on the laces and squeeze her tighter. Finally happy with the result, she knotted the laces.

Next came the dress itself: a heavy affair that almost touched the floor and settled snuggly around the corset with a bustle at the back, but, just as in the painting, left virtually the whole of her breasts exposed.

“So,” said Kate. “That’s it, then.”

“I think you look lovely, just like a proper lady. I'm sure Lord Everidge is going to be delighted.”

✽    ✽    ✽

At eight o'clock, her door opened and the aged Partridge entered, looked appraisingly at Kate standing erect in the antique dress, and announced that Lord Everidge requests the pleasure of her company. She followed him slowly from the room to what was the centre of the house and then down the richly carpeted winding staircase illuminated by a single, enormous chandelier hanging by a long chain from the high ceiling. Lord Everidge was seated in an easy chair in his smoking room and watched with obvious approval as Kate walked across the room towards him.

“Miss Katherine Fletcher,” announced Partridge unnecessarily and then withdrew, leaving Kate standing before the lord’s chair.

“Good evening, Lord Everidge,” she said in her most refined voice.

“The dress fits you very well. It must be a good omen.”

“Thank you,” and she gave him a weak smile.

“And the chastity belt… Are you secure.”

“Yes, Lord Everidge.”

“Show me,” and she had to gather up her skirts to lift them above her waist. The heavy, black iron panel looked stark against her white skin; her own personal prison with its securing padlock hanging from its lower surface. “Turn around,” and she turned, pulling the material aside at the back to show naked cheeks and the second lock just below the small of her back.

“Very good… I shall expect you to wear the belt at all times when you're not in my presence except for the short periods when Locker will remove it to allow you to wash.”

Kate adopted an innocent expression and, despite the fact that it had already been explained to her, asked her master why she had to wear the belt.

“I am not in the habit of having to explain myself to my staff, but seeing as you are new to your post, I will make an exception this one time. Tomorrow morning, I will take you for my wife and your sole role will then be to produce heirs for the furtherance of the Everidge linage. It is imperative that my bloodline remains pure, hence the presence of the chastity belt, but the belt has a dual function… It is also imperative that, as Lady Everidge, you maintain the very essence of demure and decorous behaviour and that, by its definition, prohibits you from indulging in the disgraceful practice common among some young women of self-pleasuring.”

“My lord, I wouldn’t.”

“Really… And am I to believe that you have never indulged in this practice before? Tell the truth girl… I shall know if you try to lie to me.”

“I… er… I… My lord, please…”

“Enough… Onanism is an abomination; an aberration of character that can leave a woman weak in the head and distracted beyond the limits of sensibility. Until thirty years ago, it was considered a mental disorder by psychiatrists and that admission you have just made would have been sufficient to confine you in a lunatic asylum for the treatment of feminine hysteria. We are more enlightened today, but that’s not to deny that self-abuse is a disgraceful practice and should be fervently discouraged. I'm prepared to accept that it may not be possible to irradicate the practice amongst the lower classes, but it must be entirely precluded amongst titled ladies and, because women are generally such weak-willed creatures, a chastity belt is the ideal solution.”

There was not much Kate could say about that. From the Lord’s point of view, the belt securing her sex was there not only to protect her chastity against penetration by unauthorised males, but also to thwart her own attempts at self-stimulation. It was an uncomfortable thought and desperately seeking to change the subject, she replayed Lord Everidge’s monologue in her head. A particular passage stood out: “So, my lord, we are to be married tomorrow.”

“Indeed. Two o'clock tomorrow afternoon. Irene will prepare you. I am aware that it is usual to invite your immediate family to the ceremony and they have already been notified.”

“Thank you, my lord.”

“When is your menstrual cycle?”

“Oh, umm… next week my lord.”

“Good. In that case I will ask Partridge to prepare for consummation of the marriage tomorrow evening.” He looked up at Kate from his chair. “Was there anything else?”

“My belongings, my lord.”

“Oh yes… I’ll send Comings over to collect your things.”

“Will I be able to wear my old clothes day to day?”

Everidge looked a little shocked at the question. “Would that make you feel more comfortable?”

“Oh yes, my lord. Very much so.”

“Then I can't see a problem with it so long as you're properly dressed in my presence.”

She thanked him again and Everidge turned his attention to a magazine he was reading, making it plain that the conversation was now at an end. Kate attempted a curtsy that he didn’t see and then withdrew to find Irene waiting outside the door. A quick visit to Mr Locker so that he could remove her ankle cuffs long enough for her to take off the silk stockings, and then back to her bedroom. There, Irene helped her out of the dress and corset, and into a long white linen nightgown, and then brought her a simple supper of bread, soup, cheese, and, as a special treat because it was her first day, a glass of sharp red wine. By nine, she was alone in her room with nothing to do but think of what tomorrow would bring and try to rest. Sleep didn’t come easy for her that night and not just because she’d never had to sleep in ankle chains or in what appeared to be a medieval chastity belt. It lay heavy on her belly and pulled at her when she tried to turn, but there was no doubting its effectiveness; there was no way she could squeeze so much as a little finger beneath its iron plate.

✽    ✽    ✽

After a light breakfast, preparations for the forthcoming nuptials began in earnest with Kate and Irene visiting Mr Locker, who removed both belt and fetters from Kate so that she could bathe in the tin bath in his back room. Her bathroom at home was equipped with a built-in bath that had hot-running water, but such technology seemed not yet to have breached the bastions of Everidge Hall. It was filled with countless jugs of steaming water, but it was still the best feeling she’d had in what seemed like ages. Irene was there to wash her hair and rinse it with a bucketful of warm water before washing her shoulders and back, and the feel of her touch on Kate’s skin was like being stroked with velvet.

By eleven, she was back in her bedroom with the belt and hobble refitted, this time wearing the silk stockings she would need for the wedding held in place by powder-blue ribbons. She failed to see why she needed the belt for her own wedding and complained, too, about the need for the hobble, but Irene argued with admirable logic that that was exactly the time she should be chained. “You're promising to honour and obey him in all things; to be his slave,” she explained with conviction. “It demonstrates that you really mean it.”

By twelve, her hair was dry and Irene had combed and pinned it into a high style with hanging ringlets touching her shoulders. By then, she was sitting at her dressing table while Irene applied a series of powders, potions, and paints to her face until she barely recognised herself.

By one, Irene was gorging herself on bread and meat pie, while Kate declined all food partly because she didn’t much feel like eating and partly because she knew the corset that was folded on the adjacent chair was going to be tight. It was the same corset she’d worn the night before and it was fitted exactly the same with the garment’s lower hem covering the waistband of the belt and its top hem applying just enough uplift to her naked breasts to ensure they projected enticingly. Kate asked if she could wear a bra, but Irene only giggled and pointed to the wedding gown. Again, the dress was Victorian and made from white silk and hand-worked lace; a beautiful gown, but being seventy years out of date, it showed much too much cleavage for modern tastes. Once Irene had fastened up the back, it became clear that its cut was designed to push up Kate’s breasts so that they ballooned from its low-cut top to the extent that she wondered how her nipples remained concealed.

“It’s how you could tell a real lady when the dress was made,” explained Irene. “While ordinary women had to cover themselves, real ladies were allowed to show-off their boobies. Many of the portrait paintings around the walls show similar dresses.”

Kate was not comfortable with the exposure even when Irene clipped a gold necklace around her neck so that its jewelled stone glittered in the light as it rose and fell with her breathing. And as for the bustle, that was just an annoyance and made sitting difficult.

Fifteen minutes to go, and her bedroom door opened suddenly to admit one of the lord’s valets.

“Oh good, you're ready,” he said.

“Two ticks,” answered Irene. “I'm just finishing pinning her veil at the back.” And then to Kate, a murmured explanation: “That’s Noah. He’s cute, isn't he?”

Kate covertly examined him as he stood by the doorway. He was cute; about twenty-five, six foot tall, muscular, and to say his face was handsome would be doing him a disservice. Clean shaven with short, black hair, dark eyes, a square chin, and sensuous-looking lips. He smiled directly at Kate and she felt a quiver in the base of her belly.

“There. All done,” said Irene and handed Kate a posy of wild flowers before the trio left the room in line astern with two lengths of hobble chains clattering on floor boards behind Noah.


Chapter 3

Marriage and Consummation

The small procession left the main house by the grand entrance into bright sunshine and followed the path between carefully manicured lawns, through the lychgate, and towards the chapel and a small group of people gathered before the vestibule. Kate’s face broke into a broad smile when she recognised her family dressed in unfamiliar clothes: father and uncle Tom in grey tail coats, and Edith and Tom’s daughter Rebecca wearing crisp new woollen suits of jackets and matching knee-length skirts. Her other cousins, William and Ciri, were there too along with the children.

Edith was the first to step forward. “Hello, dear. You look lovely,” and she kissed Kate on the cheek. Behind her was her father who was so proud he was almost speechless. He gripped both her hands, nearly destroying the posy, and then changed his mind and pulled her forward for a hug that inflicted more damage to the flowers.

“Lady Everidge,” he murmured and she could see tears in the corners of his eyes.

“Well, you’ve done alright,” said Tom beside him. “I thought you may end up marrying a lord.”

“You didn’t tell me that…”

“No. Well, there were other possibilities. In any event, you’ve done well. I hear you got collected from the bureau by a chauffeur in a Daimler and I expect you’ve got lots of other servants to help run a house of this size,” and he looked at Irene standing behind Kate, at her traditional black and white uniform with its short, flared skirt and muti-layered underskirts, and at her black stockinged legs linked by her polished steel ankle chain. “You get a house-boy too?” he asked looking at Noah waiting by the chapel’s door.

“This is Irene. She’s my personal maid and that’s Noah; he’s one of the lord’s valets.”

“Nice outfit,” said Rebecca looking at Kate. “I love the bustle and the boobies. Very upper-class.”

“It’s his grandmother’s wedding dress,” and then she whispered, “It’s a bit tight.”

“We have to go in,” said Irene quietly. “Everyone should be seated by the time Lord Everidge arrives.”

Kate nodded and took hold of her father’s arm, grinning as she led him through the ancient doorway and down the aisle. They walked slowly towards the altar, her father looking at her quizzically when he heard her ankle chain clicking on the stone floor beneath her gown. “It’s tradition,” she murmured and gave him a pallid smile. The air was heavy with incense and the coloured light streaming through the stained-glass windows in the East wall added to the ethereal atmosphere. They stood side by side before the altar and the sombre-looking priest, her father whispering questions about her new status and she doing her best to deflect the more contentious ones. The organist was playing a selection of Handal’s music that rose to a crescendo as Lord Everidge entered. He and her father acknowledged each other with curt nods and Trevor Fletcher ceremoniously removed the steel collar from his daughter’s neck before taking his seat beside his wife Edith.

“Dearly beloved… We are gathered here today…”

✽    ✽    ✽

After the vows when Kate promised to honour and obey, and Lord Everidge promised to protect and instruct, exercising discipline only when necessary, Lord Everidge accepted the black iron collar from his valet and, with due reverence, locked it around Kate’s neck. Her name was inscribed on its surface both sides of the iron ring that now hung at her throat: Lady Katherine Everidge.

After the service, the parties withdrew to the grand hall of the house where the cook had prepared light refreshments. Lord Everidge sat at the head of the table next to a smiling Kate who accepted a small glass of one of the lord’s better wines while watching the children play and Rebecca exchanging veiled signals with one of the valets. There they all were, her family whom she had lived amongst all her life, seated about her happy and relaxed, and she had no idea when she would see any of them again. And beside her sat Lord Everidge, her new husband, distant and austere. He was now her new life, she mused, touching the new black iron collar that felt heavy about her neck.

Father was subdued looking at Kate, picking at the canapes, and sipping the wine, while Uncle Tom was well into his third humorous story when Lord Everidge suddenly rose from his chair.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he announced in a loud voice. “Allow me to toast my new bride,” and he turned to Kate with his wine glass held high. “Katherine…” She smiled demurely and accepted the applause that followed. “I would like to thank you all for attending this occasion to bear witness to this marriage and hope you will stay to finish the refreshments, but I regret that as Katherine’s new husband, I have duties to perform and my wife and I must now leave you.”

Tom clapped loudest at this news whilst Kate looked slightly embarrassed with her hands clenched tightly in her lap. Lord Everidge took Kate by the hand as she stood and led her from the room, she reaching out to brush against her father’s arm as they passed, and then they were gone through a huge oak door at the far end of the hall.

“Come on gang. We can't let all this go to waste,” cried Tom as he reached for a new bottle of wine.

The lord’s party climbed the main staircase and then separated, Irene taking the corridor to the left, Lord Everidge walking straight on, and Noah steering Kate down the right-hand corridor. They entered a bedroom containing a range of furniture including a large, ornate bed which Kate eyed nervously. Noah stood silently by the door leaving Kate in the centre of the room looking warily at the bed.

“What’s happening?”

“We’re waiting for Partridge. We’re to prepare you for your consummation. As I'm sure you're aware, your marriage is not considered valid until it’s formally consummated.”

She wasn’t sure why it needed Noah and Partridge for that act and didn’t like to ask, so just leaned against the edge of the bed and waited with them.

Partridge arrived at his usual pace some five minutes later and spoke briefly to Noah in hushed tones. Then Noah addressed Kate: “You need to remove your dress now, my lady. You can lay it on the bed.”

“My dress?”

Noah nodded.

“Right now?”

“It’s going to be difficult to access the necessary area when your wrapped up like a blancmange.”

“Where’s Irene?”

“Her presence is not required… The dress, now please,” he said with his voice beginning to betray the first signs of impatience.

“You’ll have to help me unlace it down the back, then,” and she turned her back to him. The dress slipped to floor around her legs and the hardest part then was stepping over the bunched layers of material while her ankles were still limited by their chain. Without the dress, her breasts were completely naked and she turned to face Noah wearing only the corset, silk stockings and shoes, and, of course, the iron belt.

“Should I remove the corset?”

“Further disrobing is unnecessary at this stage.” He smiled. “Please follow me,” and he opened another door into the adjoining room. This room was of equal size, but contained very little furniture. In fact, its only content could hardly be described as furniture at all. It was a metal ‘H’ shaped frame, thirty inches wide and sixty long, lying flat on the floorboards in the centre of the room with multiple straps on its four arms and a short upright spar rising from the centre of the cross piece. An open metal hoop topped the upright spar and gave an unmistakable clue as to its use.

“I don’t understand,” said Kate weakly.

“Don’t you?” said Noah. “It’s quite simple… This is the lord’s coupling frame. He’s had it made especially for you. It’s so he can conjugate with you with the minimum amount of actual contact and the least fuss.”

“But… But it’s our wedding night. We’re meant to make love.”

“I'm sorry, Lady Everidge, but there’s a lot you don’t seem to understand, most importantly, the fact that Lord Everidge doesn’t really like to associate with women. He considers them frivolous and over-emotional, and so far beneath him in terms of intellect and comprehension that he sees no reason to interact with them more than is absolutely necessary. In addition, and I believe this to be the primary reason for his behaviour, nature has gifted him a predilection for the male form over the female.”

“He’s homosexual…” murmured Kate as the light dawned.

“That is his preference, madam. Your role in this house will be to provide Lord Everidge with heirs, but the actual act of conception holds no pleasure for him. Why would it when he has so many young male valets around him who can converse with him almost as equals and are much more suited to his taste? His answer is to retain you in a position where he can deposit his sperm with the minimum of inconvenience and in the shortest possible time.”

“He doesn’t like women,” murmured Kate, confirming to Noah that she only extracted one fact from his explanatory monologue.

“Tonight’s exercise is merely to consummate the marriage. He holds no misplaced illusions that it might result in a foetus because the timing is not right, therefore you shouldn’t expect a prolonged congress.  And now, my lady, if you would be so good as to lie with your forearms and lower legs against the metal spars and you neck resting in the hoop, I’ll adjust the straps.”

Kate looked from Noah to Partridge, but both men were just waiting for her to comply; the thought that she might object didn’t seem to have occurred to either of them, and with good reason. What could she hope to gain? She was now Lady Everidge, wife of Lord George Everidge, and there was no basis upon which she could object to anything he may ask of her. She was now his property, pure and simple, and both in the eyes of the law and religiously ordained by the holy scriptures, she must obey him in all things. Slowly, she knelt on the floor and then crept forward to position her neck and limbs as prescribed. Noah closed the hoop around her neck with a loud click and then preceded to work around her limbs, strapping wrists, elbows, knees, and ankles to the metal to remove any ability for her to move during the subsequent exercise.

He then produced a key to remove the lock holding the back link of the chastity belt to the locking panel of the waistband just below the hem of the corset and pulled the link from between her cheeks. The crotch panel dropped from her vulva to hang by the hinged front panel from her waist.

“That’s very good, my lady,” exclaimed Noah. “Lord Everidge shouldn’t have any trouble effecting a positive penetration. He chose well at the auction. You have fine, plump labia so the coupling, disagreeable as it may be for Lord Everidge, should at least be relatively comfortable for him. And you have good, wide, child-bearing hips in addition to a nicely presented arse, which might be more to his liking.

Kate remained diplomatically quiet as Noah moved around her body, pausing to kneel at her side.

“Well-proportioned titties,” he murmured as he swept his hand beneath her chest. “Nicely rounded with good sized teats for suckling babies,” and he gripped first the whole tit and then rolled its nipple between his finger and thumb. “You know, I may not be what you'd call a lady’s man, but I can appreciate well-proportioned tits. I like the way they bounce and jiggle when they're patted,” and he demonstrated quite vigorously while Kate bit her lip to keep silent. “Yes… very entertaining, but we must press on. Please be so good as to open your mouth wide,” and he held up a thick, India rubber penis on a long leather strap before her face. At this, Kate did react.

“No. Why? I don’t want it.”

“Oh, madam. Surely nobody could object to sucking on such a wonderfully shaped accessory… and I assure you that it is absolutely necessary. The last thing Lord Everidge wants to hear while he’s trying to affect a quick and efficient penetration is for the girl to start moaning or, even worse, offering advice.”

“But it’s so big and I won't cry out, I promise.”

“Really… Well, let’s see,” and he reached around behind her the wiggle his fingers between her labial lips until he was pressing directly on her clitoris. Kate shrieked and didn’t stop all the while he was working his fingers up and down her slot.

“Well?” he asked moving back to her head. With tears gathering in the corners of her eyes, she opened her mouth and he slipped the fat rubber cock deep inside. She gagged, he moved it out a little way but only to reinsert it seconds later and buckle its strap together around the back of her neck. “There… Not so bad, is it. Just like the real thing in fact. Just one thing remains before we invite your husband to join us: I need to get you lubricated so he doesn’t have any problems slipping in,” and he moved back behind her to resume the position he was in moments before.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate was still kneeling at the coupling frame twenty minutes later with Partridge and Noah waiting patiently either side of her for Lord Everidge to appear. She could feel the air cooling her skin around her sex where her secretions were slowly drying, and she knew that her labial lips would be flushed and swollen after Noah’s ministrations, but she could do nothing to protect her modesty before these two men. She couldn’t even look around the room because the hoop that entrapped her neck beside her iron collar was too tight to allow much movement.

After fingering her to the edge of orgasm to encourage the production of arousal fluids and disturbing her breasts just for the pleasure of watching them move, Noah seemed to take no further interest in her. Initially, this came as a great disappointment to her when she was left hanging in her aroused state, but as the minutes passed and all she could do was to suck on the rubber cock and feel her breasts swinging freely below her chest, her excitement waned and she longed to be able to move again. And then Lord Everidge entered the room.

He was dressed in a silk bath robe and smoking a cigar.

“Is she ready?”

“Yes, my lord,” murmured Noah.

Everidge peered down at Kate looking up at him with eyes wide open and her plump, red lips forming a perfect seal around the rubber cock.

“I don’t much feel like this. Could we not reschedule it for another day?”

“It would be wrong to disappoint Lady Everidge at this late stage, she’s quite looking forward to your attentions as evidenced by the secretions behind her and, legally speaking, the sooner you can consummate your marriage, the better.”

“I suppose so, but how I am supposed to manage a penetration…” and he opened his robe to show his flaccid member.

“Oh, sir… Allow me,” and Noah moved to his side.

Finally fully erect, Lord Everidge put aside his cigar and knelt behind Kate. Noah, too, was kneeling beside her to part her labia with his fingers to reveal the dark orifice that was her vagina and give his master something to aim at.

“Ease forward, sir, and you should feel her maidenhead a little way within.”

Everidge aligned himself and pushed the head of his penis into the opening. Noah congratulated him and released his own hold on Kate to step back a pace. “That’s good, sir. Now you need to press your way into her interior to fully embed yourself.”

He gripped her broad, white hips in his hands and concentrated on her puckered anus. Then he took a deep breath and lunged, knocking her forward and filling her for the very first time while Kate reacted with a muted shriek.

Lord Everidge smiled at Noah and then withdrew while both Noah and Partridge gazed down at his still erect member now smeared with blood.

“Congratulations, my lord. I think Mr Partridge and I can now confirm that your marriage has been legally consummated.”

“Good,” said Everidge. “That wasn’t so bad.”

He struggled to his feet and Noah passed him a cotton towel to wipe himself.

“Good,” he said again. “Please prepare a bath for me, Partridge, and Noah, perhaps you’ll be good enough to put aside some clean underclothes and my smoking jacket.”

“Of course, sir.”

“And you’d best wipe her off before sealing her up again. She’s sticky with blood and God knows what back there.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Oh, and one more thing,” he said turning to address Kate and seemingly not noticing her astonished-looking expression with her mouth and eyes all open wide. “I believe it’s customary for the groom to offer his new wife some sort of wedding gift. Choose whatever you want up to the value of…” and he thought for few moments, “Fifty guineas. You should be able to get yourself a nice necklace or a new coat for that. Talk to Noah; he’ll buy it for you.”

Kate watched the three men leave the room and then sighed. She was no longer a virgin, but that wasn’t exactly how she expected her marriage to start.

“Well,” said Noah entering about twenty minutes later with a small basin and a wash cloth. “You're a woman now and staff will have to call you ‘my lady’.”

Kate tried a muted reply that Noah ignored.

“Lord Everidge did a good job here,” he said rinsing Kate with cold water. “Nobody can claim that he has failed as a husband.”

Noah wiped and dried Kate and, much to her surprise and apprehension, then worked her up again until she was twitching and her legs were trembling. With Kate’s labia adequately relubricated, he reached between her legs to grab the chastity panel, pushed it hard to press the anal ring against the sphincter muscle of her bottom, and folded the link up between her cheeks to slot it over the locking stud.

“There, all done, my lady,” he said cheerfully as he closed the padlock to seal the belt. Then he unbuckled the strap of the oral plug and pulled it from her mouth.

“Urgh…” and she swallowed hard to clear her mouth. “That’s a horrible thing.”

“Really?”

“Are you going to release me now?”

“Of course. A successful consummation all round, I thought.”

“It fell far short of what I was expecting,” murmured Kate.

“That may be the case, but from Lord Everidge’s point of view, it was as agreeable as he could have wished. Perhaps you'll find the conception sessions more to your liking.”

“Conception sessions?”

“The times when Lord Everidge will attempt to conceive an heir by depositing semen inside you.”

“Oh… And when will that be?”

“That all depends on you, my lady. Assuming your menstrual cycle is twenty-eight days, Lord Everidge will attempt conception on the twelfth, thirteenth, and fourteenth day after the first signs of bleeding, so please be so good as to inform Irene or myself when that happens.”

“Just those three days?”

“Intercourse outside those times would be wasted effort. All the same, something for you to look forward to, Lady Everidge.”

“Please unstrap me now…”

✽    ✽    ✽

Noah gave Kate a simple smock to cover her nakedness and they walked together to the servant’s kitchen to find her something to eat. It felt odd walking beside the man whom she barely knew, but who had recently been so intimate with her. She felt a strong attraction towards him, too, even though she knew it would never be reciprocated.

The kitchen was situated at the back of the house on the ground floor and came as a revelation to Kate. She was used to modern conveniences like gas cookers and electric washing machines; this kitchen didn’t even have hot running water. A cold-water tap was positioned above one corner of a large, lead-lined sink, with the sink itself sitting atop a low, sturdy table. Down the centre of the kitchen and along one long wall were long oak tables with bread, cheese, and various vegetables under wooden covers or in wicker baskets covered by linen cloths. A wood-burning range provided the only means of cooking and that took up a large part of the opposite wall with racks for bottled preserves claiming the rest of the wall space.

Noah didn’t enter, but held the door open for her.

“You must be Lady Everidge,” exclaimed an elderly woman wearing a stained, white apron and a white scarf tied around her hair. She was sitting at the table with a pot of tea in front of her and a young girl similarly clothed sitting next to her. Irene was seated on the other side of the table.

“I've just brewed this; would you like a cup?”

“This is Ethel, our cook, and Mary is the scullery maid,” said Irene.

“A pleasure to meet you both,” said Kate, sitting beside Irene, “And yes please to the tea.”

“Hungry too, I shouldn’t wonder,” said Ethel and pushed herself out of her seat to make her way slowly to the pantry through an arch in the back wall. When she returned, she was carrying a side of ham that she placed onto the table beside a loaf of bread and a dish of butter. She noticed Kate looking at her feet; she was the first woman Kate had seen at the hall who didn’t have her ankles linked together.

“No need,” she said without prompting. “I’m not like you young ‘uns jumping all over the place.”

“We don’t jump, Edith,” said Irene.

“No, you can't, can you? Chains are good… Keeps you in your place. When I was young, girls were chained to their beds every evening to stop them wandering about at night.”

“Well, not even Lord Everidge does that anymore.”

“No, mores the pity. My hearing may not be what it was, but I can still hear when people are creeping down the corridors in the middle of the night. It’s disgraceful, that’s what it is. Some nights it’s like Picadilly Circus.”

Edith poured out two cups of tea for Kate and Irene.

“I suppose you’ll be just like the rest of them,” she said to Kate as she placed a cup and saucer at her elbow.

“She can't,” volunteered Irene. “Lord Everidge has her locked up in a chastity belt so she can't get up to any mischief.”

Edith looked hard at Kate’s lap concealed by the cotton smock. “And a good thing too… I know what you girls get up to; it’s sinful, that’s what it is.”

Irene and Mary were both grinning.

“You must be grateful to Lord Everidge for relieving you of such disgusting temptation,” said Ethel to Kate. “Of course, he wouldn’t want his lady involved in such goings-on.”

“It don’t do any harm,” said Mary. “And anyway, there’s not much else to do around here.”

Kate sought to change the subject and asked about the gardens, but the attempt was not altogether successful when Mary exclaimed, “They're full of statues of naked women and men with horns and big cocks playing pipes.”

“They're satyrs like the Greek God Pan,” said Ethel, and then added in a disappointed tone, “But I don’t see why all the statues have to be naked.”

The conversation eventually moved on and it was only when she started eating the bread and ham that Kate realised how hungry she was. She hadn’t eaten anything at her wedding feast and now allowed the conversation to ebb and flow around her while she concentrated on the important work of sating her hunger. She was surprised when Irene told her it was almost ten o'clock and suggested she might return to her bedroom.

It had been a long day for all concerned, but it still held one further surprise for Kate: when she opened her bedroom door, she was met by a pile of cardboard boxes and a couple of suitcases heaped into the centre of the floor.

“They're my things from home,” she told Irene. “All of them… Even my electrical things.”

“What electrical things? You mean electric lamps?”

“No, more than that. It’s my hobby… I build things out of electrical components. Look, I’ll show you,” and she unpacked one of the boxes to extract a wooden box the size of a shoebox with a trailing lead and mains plug.

“Have you heard of a theremin? It’s a musical instrument that is essentially an antenna that’s sensitive to the inductive effects of a person’s hands to change the pitch and volume. The musician doesn’t actually need to touch the instrument at all to produce sounds; he just moves his hands close to the antenna to produce different sounds. It was invented about ten years ago.”

“I have absolutely no idea what you're talking about.”

“Well, watch this,” and she plugged in the mysterious wooden box. “I made this last year. It’s just a toy really, but someday someone’s going to find a serious use for it. We just need to give it a minute to warm up.”

They sat together on the edge of the bed staring at the box until Kate announced that the valves in it should have warmed up and she clicked a switch on the side. Instantly, a flap on the top of the box popped open and a little ball on a wire sprung out, leaving the ball wavering gently some three inches above the surface of the box.

“Oh,” exclaimed Irene. “It’s a Jack-in-a-box.”

“Try catching the ball,” suggested Kate.

“You mean with my fingers?”

Kate nodded and, looking a little confused, Irene reached out her hand, but as she neared the ball, it suddenly disappeared back into the box and the flap snapped shut. She burst out laughing and snatched her hand away, and the ball reappeared.

“It’s magic,” she declared with glee.

“Not magic… Moving your hand near that ball is affecting the capacitance of the circuit and the components inside the box detect that change and switch on an electric magnet that retracts the ball. As soon as you move your hand away, the magnet is turned off and the ball pops up again.”

Irene did it again, and burst out laughing just the same as the ball was snatched from her grasp.

“Did you invent this all by yourself?”

“I didn’t really invent it. I think it was a Russian scientist that did that when he made the theremin, but I did use the principle to make this little toy.”

“I’ll have to tell Ethel and Noah about this; they’ll love to see it.”

“Oh no, I wish you wouldn’t. Men get funny about women meddling in science and I’d be worried that they'd take my equipment away from me.”

“Noah’s not like that. He may not like women as much as other men, but he’s always been kind to me. Anyway, he’s going to find out soon enough when he sees what’s in these boxes.”

“Well, ok, if you say so. I suppose it would be very useful if he could get me a work table.”


Chapter 4

Trying for an Heir

Noah lifted a box from Kate’s new workbench and peered at the contents.

“What are they?”

“Electrical vacuum tubes. They're used in radios and electronic equipment to control current flow. Changing the electrical potential across the inputs can have a much greater effect on the potential at the outputs.”

“And why would you want to do that?”

“It’s just a hobby of mine; a girl has to find something to do.”

“Other girls I know take up painting or crochet.”

Kate just smiled.

“Is this why you wanted me to buy that instrument?”

“The CRT monitor? It’s a big vacuum tube called a cathode ray tube and it displays an electrical voltage as a little green line that moves up and down as the voltage varies. It’s like actually seeing the electricity.”

“Well, if it pleases you… Lord Everidge did say you can have whatever you want for your wedding present, but I don’t think he had one of those in mind. It’s on order from the hardware store in town and you should have it in about two weeks.”

“Have you told Lord Everidge?”

“He hasn’t asked and I saw no reason to inform him. I see you have chosen to wear some of your own clothes today.”

“They're a lot more comfortable than last century’s fashions. Lord Everidge said I could wear what I want except when I'm in his presence, and that doesn’t seem to be very often.”

Noah looked at the woollen sweater and the light summer skirt she’d chosen. Lord Everidge certainly would not approve, but it wasn’t Noah’s place to say so.

“Do you have everything you require?”

“More than enough…” she answered with a hint of melancholy in her voice. “This iron belt I have to wear is ridiculous. It weighs a ton and serves no useful purpose at all. It’s just a pain every minute of the day. And then there’s these ankle chains. My father never used to keep ankle chains on me when I was at home, it was only ever in public, and now I have to live with these medieval irons clanking and weighing me down with every step.”

“Lord Everidge does have some antiquated values, but he’s only thinking of what’s best.”

“What’s best for the family tradition,” said Kate. “It’s doubly alright for you. You're a man and one of his favourites. I'm just a utility that he wants to use to make children. He doesn’t see me as a person at all.”

Noah shrugged. “I can't do anything about that.”

“And what about when I'm out and about? I presume he won't have a problem if I visit the local shops or even visit my family. Perhaps Comings could take me.”

“Lord Everidge will not be expecting you to leave the estate. If such a venture becomes necessary, then I strongly advise you to seek Lord Everidge’s permission before making any arrangements.”

✽    ✽    ✽

In the days that followed, Kate developed a morning regime with Mr Locker that operated smoothly despite the iron chastity belt remaining high on her list of most-hated things. She’d arrive at his door about eight o'clock for him to remove all of her impedimenta and give her the opportunity to use the bathroom’s facilities in addition to enjoying a relaxed soak in a tub. With the ironwork reinstalled, she’d then dress in her own familiar clothes and make her way to the kitchens where Ethel would provide breakfast.

Her friendship with Irene became closer with every passing day and this friendship became the conduit for developing relationships with other estate staff, of which there were many. Noah was one of three valets that served his Lordship, all of them young men in their twenties, and Irene was one of three young chambermaids. Then there was Partridge the butler, Ethel the cook, and Mr Locker the estate warden. Add to that Mary the scullery maid, Comings the chauffeur, and two gardeners, and the estate staff numbered thirteen. But there was also one other person living at the estate who couldn’t be considered staff because she had retired many years before. She was still housed on the estate owing to the last will and testament of Lord Everidge’s mother, the late Lady Everidge.

Eveline Broughton-Mane was seventy-two years old and was a childhood friend of Lady Everidge. She’d lived on the estate all of her life as Lady Everidge’s Lady’s Maid and had been promised that the estate would look after her in her retirement. Kate liked her very much and would often visit her sunny, first-floor room for afternoon tea to listen to the old maid’s recollections. This particular afternoon, Irene was there too and, instead of tea, there was a bottle of gin on offer.

“Girls didn’t used to get married so young in my day,” said Eveline smiling at Kate. “We had time to peruse the market before jumping,” she was saying.

“You weren’t sent to the marriage bureau when you were twenty-one then?”

“Good heavens, no. There was no such thing then. Girls today are so impatient.”

“It wasn’t my choice,” said Kate.

“Nor mine,” added Irene, “Although, instead of a husband, Lord Everidge bought me for a maid.”

“We weren’t forced into offering ourselves to the highest bidder as you girls were. We had much more choice. I was twenty-two when I met Geoffrey. I’d got my ankle chain tangled up in a wire fence I was trying to climb over and he rescued me. I was twenty-three when we married.”

Kate looked thoughtful as she relived the anxiousness she’d felt during the sale. “It’s not just that twenty-one is still young to marry, anything could have happened to me. I could have been bought by one of the entertainment companies and then God knows what I'd be doing now.”

“You might have ended up working for that company that hires out escorts to film celebrities,” suggested Irene. “A friend of mine joined them and she gets to meet all sorts of famous people. She met Hank Westfield the other month.”

“The one that played that bounty hunter who had a pet bear?” asked Kate. “Wow, he’s cute.”

“He is,” continued Irene, “But apparently not very nice in the flesh. Cathy said he worked her hard, but she got nothing back from him.”

“That’s often the case with men,” said Eveline. “Geoffrey was never like that, but I've known lots of girls who have said that they can spend hours giving men everything they want only to be left hanging. What did you think when you knew you were going to become Lady Everidge?”

Kate thought for a long time before she answered. “It took me a long time before I could actually believe it, but I was so stressed with the whole experience that the full significance of being a titled lady didn’t really hit me for days, and by then, I had other things to think about.”

“By then, I suppose you’d learned more about Lord Everidge.”

“You mean that he prefers other men to women?”

Eveline nodded. “It’s difficult to come to terms with.”

“He’s bought me solely to extend the Everidge linage.” She shrugged. “Things could be a lot worse. I suppose I can look forward to a comfortable, if unexciting life.”

Eveline smiled. “As you say… At least you have friends about you.”

✽    ✽    ✽

As requested, Kate told Mr Locker when her monthly bleeding began and that then fixed the date of her first real intercourse with Lord Everidge twelve days hence. Irene was excited for her, but Kate knew the conditions under which Lord Everidge intended to conceive his child and grew more and more withdrawn and reticent as the fateful day neared. If the impregnation was successful, it was not going to be a love child, but, on the other hand, did that really matter? She would love her child no matter what and she supposed Lord Everidge would too; the fact that they weren’t drawn to each other was not necessarily so important.

It was a typical English spring with blustery clouds, light rain, and a profusion of wild flowers growing in the borders and hedgerows of the estate. Much of Kate’s days were spent walking the grounds with Irene for company, the two of them giggling like children as they tried to creep up on the ducks resting on the grassy bank of the stream or took turns on the swing below the large oak.

Her lonely nights were often spent trying to listen to the crystal radio she built with her father all those years ago. It was originally designed to be heard using a passive earpiece, but she’d amplified the output to drive a small speaker that crackled on the table beside her bed. Reception at Everidge Hall was patchy at best, but it was all she had and it gave her some respite from thoughts of her impending union with her lord. She’d lie in bed trying to imagine what it was going to be like. She had resigned herself to being the passive partner in the exercise and knew she wouldn’t have much scope, if any, to physically contribute other than being the unresisting vessel into which Lord Everidge will deposit his seed, but that didn’t mean that the event would not stir new feelings within her.

One single thrust… That’s all the carnal knowledge she currently possessed. A single thrust when Lord Everidge broke her maidenhead and consummated their marriage. She’d felt Noah preparing her, massaging her until her legs were trembling and she thought her clitoris was going to explode. His fingers were sliding the length of her vulva, pressing between her folds to encourage her secretions and the more he aroused her, the slipperier she became. It wasn’t exactly her choice. She didn’t decide to secrete the thick fluid that was easing the passage of his hand the length of her slot so that it slipped carelessly across her clitoris to make her twitch and jump. It was just something that happened and not only did it prepare her physically for her impending penetration, but mentally too. She wanted to feel physical love, needed too even. After a few minutes, she was crying out for it, or she would have been if she hadn’t had that rubber cock in her throat.

And then Lord Everidge broke her maidenhead and made her a woman. With that single thrust, he burst through her hymen and stirred the nerves not only around the mouth of her vagina, but she could feel him opening her from mouth to cervix, filling her with a sense of completeness that she’d never experienced before. Finally, the base of his penis slammed against her clitoris and the effect was as if a bright light had suddenly flared in her head.

And then he withdrew, the friction of his cock exciting the same nerve endings until… there was nothing. He’d gone and she was empty once more.

She’d lie in bed and try to relive that brief episode. Her fingers would stroke her inner thighs and tickle across her nipples until she was clutching hard at the soft flesh of her legs, but the cast iron covering her wouldn’t budge. She’d grip it with both hands to shake it, mashing the metal against her crotch, but the result was always a disappointment. Weary and weeping, she would succumb to sleep only for the whole process to be repeated the following night. And then the first day of their real union arrived.

Irene was as excited as Kate with the prospect and spent more than an hour fussing about her bath in Mr Locker’s back room with Mr Locker keeping a discrete eye on them both to ensure that nothing improper occurred. She’d obtained rose scent that she emptied into the bath water and a special shampoo that she said was guaranteed to drive any man to distraction. Kate didn’t have the heart to tell her that Lord Everidge would be unlikely to approach her head close enough to smell her hair.

Mr Locker watched too when Irene towelled her mistress dry and didn’t relax until he’d refitted the chastity belt. Irene thought that funny under the circumstance and whispered that Lord Everidge would soon be pulling it off her, which Kate knew to be so untrue. He had the same white silk stockings for her, but this time with red ribbons that Irene carefully tied, insisting that Kate stand so that she could ensure the seams were straight. And then Locker fitted the heavy ankle cuffs and chain, which totally spoilt the delicate effect of the silk, but was not unexpected.

Kate wrapped the dressing gown around herself and they returned to her bedroom where she allowed Irene free rein to prepare her hair and makeup. It was a long day with not much to do. She couldn’t eat because she was too nervous, they couldn’t go outside owing to the weather, so they just stayed in Kate’s bedroom with Irene flicking through magazines and Kate puzzling over her note books, soldering a few components together, and talking measurements using an ohmmeter.

“What’s that?” asked Irene watching the thin needle flick across the dial each time Kate touched a wire with one of the test probes.

“It’s measuring the electrical resistance of the circuit.”

“And what’s that telling you?”

“It tells me how much current will pass when I apply a voltage.”

“And that’s important?”

“Can be. I need it to be just enough to charge a capacitor at the right rate, but not so much that it overloads the valves.”

“I have no idea what you mean.”

Kate smiled. “Pass me the coil of green wire, please.”

“What are you making?”

“Well, actually I'm not making anything you'd recognise; I'm just seeing if I can produce a stable oscillation that I can adjust by turning this dial.”

“And can you?”

“I don’t know yet. Last time I tried, the oscillation decayed away to nothing, but I think I've cured that with a different capacitor.”

“Will Lord Everidge want to play with your tits?” asked Irene looking at Kate’s dressing gown gaping open.

“What?” exclaimed Kate trying to follow Irene’s eclectic thought process.

“Well, I know he’s not really into girls, but your tits are so beautiful, I thought he might like to, you know… jiggle them a bit.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Perhaps if I put a little lipstick on your nipples.”

“I really don’t think that would help.”

Irene sighed and returned to her magazine, but jumped when the component that Kate was testing made a loud pop sound.

“Bother…” she muttered and tossed the destroyed capacitor into the litter bin.

✽    ✽    ✽

The hands on the clock crept around towards five o'clock and Irene stirred to pick up a corset.

“Do I have to wear that? It’ll be so tight and uncomfortable.”

“Of course, you do. It’s different to your wedding corset.”

“It’s the same only red.”

“Red silk with black lace edging. And it’s got these little ledges at the top that support your boobies and make them stick out more.”

Irene was right. The tight fit of the corset combined with its little ledges did cause her breasts to project more than before, although she doubted that the effect would be noticeable when she was prone. Irene completed the outfit with a red silk dress that was heavily embroidered down the front. She said she’d spent ages sorting through the late Lady Everidge’s wardrobes for the right gown and Kate didn’t have the heart to tell her that the Lord Everidge is unlikely to ever see it.

Irene knocked at the lord’s door and, when Noah opened it, curtsied politely, and left.

“Lady Everidge,” he murmured and stood aside so she could enter. “The lord will join us shortly; meantime, please proceed as before.

Kate nodded and turned away from him so that he could begin unlacing her gown. He smiled appreciatively at her bust with its projecting nipples once the gown had been deposited onto a nearby chair and handed her the rubber gag. At least this time around, he was allowing her to humiliate herself rather than doing it for her, and she moved the rubber cock in and out of her mouth three or four times before she could press it deep enough to fasten its strap without gagging.

“Good,” said Noah and opened the second door into the coupling chamber.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Now there are a few things you should know,” said Noah as he was just finishing strapping Kate’s limbs to the coupling frame. “Firstly, the chance of conception is improved if the female achieves orgasm when the male ejaculates his semen. That is a physical fact; something about the contractions that happen within the female during orgasm assisting the fertilisation process, so do your best to coincide with the lord’s reactions. Secondly, you can increase the likelihood of Lord Everidge climaxing by squeezing his member with your pelvic muscles. Do you think you can do that?”

“Mmmfff,” said Kate and nodded her head.

“Good… Now, Lord Everidge will join us in a few minutes and before then, you should be prepared to receive him,” and he moved behind her to unlock the back of the chastity belt. As before, the crotch panel dropped open to reveal Kate’s vulva already looking swollen and flushed with anticipation. Noah reached out his left hand to grip a dangling breast and she gave a quiet moan as he began kneading the soft mass in his palm. She jumped when she felt the inner edge of his right-hand press against her vulva and made a much more strident sound when he began to vigorously waggle it.

“Is she ready?” asked Lord Everidge thirty minutes later.

“Er… Yes, my lord, although I was expecting you a little sooner. Her excitement might have ebbed and perhaps I should stir her up a little to ensure she’s adequately lubricated and your penetration is smooth.”

“Do what you must,” said Lord Everidge gazing down at Kate’s naked hips and genitalia. “She’s got a nice arse,” he murmured.

“Yes, my lord, and I thought this might help you appreciate it more this evening.”

“Ah, yes… Mr Slappy. Thank you, Noah. I might just give it a go.”

Kate’s eyes popped open wide as she listened to the conversation, but flickered closed when Noah began his special massage treatment again. After a few minutes, Kate was jumping again and soon slickened to Noah’s satisfaction. That’s when Lord Everidge removed his dressing gown completely and looked expectantly at Noah who, with barely a break in proceeding, readjusted his allegiances to ensure that his master, too, was fully prepared for the imminent conjugation.

Kate waited with equal aspiration and trepidation. Noah spread her labia for his lordship to align himself with his target and then he thrust forward with purposeful intent. Kate bucked and made a sound like a wounded sheep as the breath was knocked out of her and the root of his penis contacted firmly with her clitoris. And then he withdrew, energising her vagina a second time with the speed of his withdrawal. She grabbed a short breath and he entered again, and again, and again.

Oh, God… This was real. It was really happening, and she clenched her internal muscles to grip him harder and amplify her own friction. Each thrust pushed her forward against the collar around her neck and rocked her breasts so that they flapped beneath her chest, and she could feel reality slipping away. The world around her became insubstantial as his lordship’s thrusts increased both in strength and frequency and then he slapped her. He used the leather paddle that landed squarely on her right cheek and she jumped, straining all the straps that held her to the frame, but failing to defeat any of them. Her flesh was still tingling when he entered her again and the sensations mixed to become more than their sum. She didn’t know whether to scream with the thrust of his penis or from the strike of the paddle, but in the end it didn’t matter. The two reactions merged into one and she was trembling uncontrollably a few seconds later when she began orgasming; her very first orgasm that wasn’t self-induced.

Her spasms caused her to clench hard on the pistoning penis within and then he, too, began to ejaculate his seed deep inside her with guttural grunts and groans. He stopped with his hands gripping her wide hips and his abdomen pressed hard against her soft flesh, and he gave a long, heartfelt yowl of success.

“Well done, sir. I believe you have scored on multiple counts.”

“You mean the wench climaxed as well?”

“Indeed, sir. A very successful insemination.”

“I hope so. And I have to say, she may not be to my taste, but my movements within her felt quite extraordinary, as if she was gripping and sucking me at the same time. Quite extraordinary.”

Kate watched the two men leave the room and sagged in her restraints. The excitement was over for that day and she sucked absently at the rubber cock in her mouth and sensed her vulva cooling as the moisture evaporated.

✽    ✽    ✽

Half an hour later, Noah returned and removed the rubber penis from her throat.

“Well, I thought that was very successful. Everyone seemed to get what they wanted; is that not so?”

A faint grin crossed her features.

“And Mr Slappy… Did he help?”

“Umm…”

“Let me put it this way: I did observe you climax with a powerfully orgasm almost as soon as his lordship began striking you with the paddle, so there’s no point in you lying to me.”

“It’s true… I did orgasm at that point. I couldn’t stop myself.”

“Should I discourage his lordship from using the paddle again?”

“No,” said Kate quickly. “I can stand the pain if it helps Lord Everidge.”

“Yes,” said Noah. “I believe you can,” and he watched Kate trying not to smile.

Kate returned to her room to find Irene waiting for her and anxious for news.

“Did he do it for you?”

“If you mean ‘Did I climax during the coupling?’ then the answer is yes.”

“Ooo… Your first real bout of love-making and you orgasmed… Lord Everidge must have spent a lot of time warming you up for that to happen. I had never thought of him as an accomplished romantic. And you get to do it again tomorrow. Oh, Katherine, you must be really happy now.”

Kate smiled at her over-excited maid. “Yes, I am.”

“And you won't mind about the chastity belt tonight?”

“I think I’ll be too tired to care.”

Irene helped Kate out of the dress and her corset and then produced a bottle of red wine that she had somehow obtained from the cellar for a celebratory drink and, with neither being exactly familiar with alcohol, half a bottle of wine each made them both quite dizzy. They lay side by side giggling on Kate’s bed with Irene attempting with amateur zeal to circumvent Kate’s chastity belt. When it became apparent that merely trying to squeeze a finger beneath the plate wasn’t going to work, she tried picking at the lock on her pubis with a hairpin, and when that failed, rolled her over onto her stomach to reach the lock at her back.

“Did he spank you?” she asked looking at the red marks on Kate’s flanks with incredulity and Kate had to admit he did. “Oo, the naughty man,” and then Irene slapped a cheek of her bottom with the flat of her hand. Kate squealed and jumped and then both girls giggled even more. “I can't open this lock either,” she admitted whilst sitting on the backs of Kate’s thighs. “Bother…” and she slapped both hands down hard to elicit another squeal. Then she became distracted by the anal ring on the back of the belt. It was pressed hard between her cheeks and held her anal muscle spread flat. With mischievous intent, she touched Kate with the tip of her finger.

Kate squealed again and clasped her hands over her bottom at the same time she began wriggling to free her legs from beneath Irene. She tried to clench her anus too, only to find that the belts ring held that particular orifice fast and she didn’t have that option.

“Victorians had nothing against anal sex then,” said Irene, with increasing amusement.

“What do you mean?”

“Anal sex… It’s when a man slides his cock into someone else’s arse. Men who don’t like women do it all the time with each other.”

“You mean men like Lord Everidge and Noah?”

“And the other valets. Lord Everidge chose them all specially. But men do it to women too. It’s different to normal sex, but can be just as nice.”

“I… I didn’t know.”

“My… you have had a sheltered childhood.”

“Well, I don’t think I want to try it,” and with a mighty effort, twisted to throw a giggling Irene from her legs and onto the floor.

✽    ✽    ✽

The following day, Irene announced that Noah wanted Kate at the lord’s chambers at four that afternoon instead of by five.

“It’s a good sign. It means Lord Everidge wants to spend more time with you.”

Kate wasn’t so sure, but she was feeling much more confident now she knew what to expect from Lord Everidge. Irene spent two whole hours pampering Kate with a hairstyle involving a multitude of curls and sultry makeup, and left her at the lord’s door at the appointed hour. Noah invited her in and helped her remove her gown.

“We have a problem,” he announced to Kate. “Yesterday, Lord Everidge was later than expected and by the time he was ready for you, your lubricity had waned and his lordship was not amused to be kept waiting while I reignited your passion. I could, of course, have used an alternative lubricant such as oil or butter, but that would not have been so effective as your own secretions. After all, nature has developed your arousal fluid over thousands of years for that one specific purpose and it seems churlish to reject it. Also, as I have already emphasised, the success of the exercise depends, in part, on you climaxing at the same time as Lord Everidge to maximise the chance of conception, so it becomes imperative that you are ready for penetration not only physically, but also psychologically.”

He smiled at her, at her face with its ingénue qualities emphasised by her naïve expression and totally at odds with her body constricted by the corset and weighed down by the black iron.

“And so, I have devised a solution and this afternoon I would like to test it. It’s why I asked you to come early.”

“Something to retain my interest?”

“Exactly. Through here please madam…”

The inner chamber was basking in bright afternoon sunlit that not only lit up the coupling frame, but also the second, heavy stand positioned on the floor behind it. Projecting from the stand towards the coupling frame was a long pole and on the end of the pole, a thick, rubber dildo. Kate stopped dead in the doorway and stared at the contraption, its purpose and the reasoning behind that purpose plain to envisage.

“No… No, you can't.”

“What is it I can't do, madam? Look on the positive side. Most importantly, you're unlikely to achieve an orgasm with this device alone, and that’s a good thing; we don’t want to pre-empt his lordship’s attentions. On the other hand, if you're waiting around for an extended period for his lordship to arrive, this device will do more than help you pass the time; by virtue of the unavoidable friction associated with any movements you may make, it will retain your interest in the impending union and ensure your continued lubricity.”

“I don’t know what to say…”

“Your input is not required. And now, if you'll just hold still, I’ll remove the crotch panel completely; Lord Everidge says the noise of it tapping on the floor when he’s trying to concentrate is distracting.”

Noah pulled the bunch of keys from his pocket and removed the rear padlock so that the panel dropped down to hang from the front of the belt, and when the front lock was removed, he lifted the panel away.

“Please assume the position, madam, and I shall position the auxiliary stand once you're settled.”

She looked with trepidation at the intimidating phallus. It looked too large to be comfortable.

“Please, madam, remember your responsibilities…”

“Yes, of course,” she murmured and knelt over the frame.

Noah knelt beside her, closed the folding collar around her neck, and fastened up the straps about her limbs. Then he excited her more primitive inclinations by massaging her vulval slot, gently at first, but with more vigour as she began to moisten. Without her gag in place, it was a noisy affair, but he wanted to be sure that his plan was working as intended. When she began wriggling from side to side, he upped the ante by gripping a tit about its base with his free hand to steady her and delving deeper behind her with the other. And when she started imploring him not to stop, her words interspersed with short with urgent, high-pitched moans, he did just that…

“Noah, please. You can't leave me like this.”

“I don’t intend to, madam,” and he tugged on the dildo pole to nudge the heavy stand closer. She gave a short scream when the tip entered her, and a longer moan when he moved behind the stand to push.

“Oh God,” she murmured and rolled her hips as she rocked in the collar to get about two inches of axial movement. Noah watched for a few moments and then nudged the stand a further inch closer to ensure she was fully occupied and she squealed again before settling back into a consistent rhythm.

“How does that feel?”

“Oh, my Lord… Please touch me, Noah. I need you to touch me.” Her movements quickened for perhaps a minute, but then slowed to a steady, lethargic crawl. “God, I can't stop, but it’s not enough.”

“It’s not meant to be. Providing your orgasm will be Lord Everidge’s prerogative. Now, open up…” and he offered the penis gag up to her mouth.

Conjugation proceeded as expected. Kate was still slowly rocking when the men re-entered the chamber and, with Kate’s oleaginous fluid thick around the base of the dildo, Lord Everidge congratulated Noah on his splendid idea. Noah pulled the dildo from her and parked the stand against a wall, and Lord Everidge took its place, impatient to recreate the unfamiliar sensations he’d experienced the day before. He needed very little by way of encouragement in order to achieve rigidity, a few slaps of Mr Slappy against Kate’s bottom were more than sufficient, and he approached his hereditary task with zeal, setting Kate’s tits flapping wildly with his robust thrusts.

Kate, having been held on the edge of an orgasm for more than forty minutes, climaxed almost immediately and her spasms continued unrelenting until Lord Everidge joined her some minutes later. It was a very successful union and, with indications good for a conception, Lord Everidge left Kate in a euphoric mood.

Noah returned to release after thirty minutes and found her still exhausted.

“A trying experience?” he suggested.

“You could say that,” she answered still on hands and knees on the floor.

“But successfully executed.”

She looked up at him. Now that her passion had subsided, the reality of the situation began to clear in her head. “Yes, it was successful. You made sure of that by getting me to stimulate myself until I couldn’t think straight. I thought Lord Everidge was against that sort of thing.”

“Had you been able to stimulate yourself to orgasm, he would most certainly have objected, but as all you could do was to prepare yourself for his impregnation, he found the idea admirable.”

“So, it was alright then that I humiliated myself in front of you both.”

“I wouldn’t have said humiliated. I just used your natural feminine inclinations to ensure you stayed aroused. It’s long been suspected that when a female’s passion is inflamed and she’s offered a way to prolong the stimulation, she will invariably choose to do so even when knowing the chance of complete satisfaction to be remote. I'm happy to report this theory was shown to be correct in this instance. You shouldn’t feel embarrassed that you responded as most females would.”

“But I was strapped to the floor with a rubber cock stuck inside me. Don’t you think that’s a wee bit demeaning? Do you really think I enjoyed all of that?”

“There are strong indications that you did take pleasure from the experience, more so once Lord Everidge entered you and began smacking you with Mr Slappy.”

Kate went very quiet. She glared at Noah and then turned away so that he couldn’t see her smile as she began pulling on the heavy gown that Lord Everidge insisted she wore, but never saw.


Chapter 5

Enhanced Personal Protection

Some might consider the third day to be an anticlimax; nothing occurred that had not been experienced during the previous days, but an anticlimax it was not. If anything, it was the most exciting of her three breeding days of the month. Now she knew what to expect, Kate was determined to make full use of the opportunities offered. She revelled in the feelings of enforced stimulation and fullness provided by Noah’s fixed dildo while she waited for Lord Everidge to make his appearance, pulling hard at her straps as she wriggled and squirmed to demonstrate to herself not only her complete inability to resist, but to maximise the small degree of axial latitude her restraints allowed. She sucked hard on the dildo in her mouth whilst thrusting herself onto the one behind. The only thing missing from the contrivance in which she found herself bound was any way to awaken her clitoris and for that, of course, she must await the arrival of Lord Everidge.

And the lord himself was in no way a disappointment. He was gifted with a generous sized penis which, once enlivened, was more than capable to filling Kate to capacity and elevating her lust to new heights. True, the general shape of a woman didn’t conform to Lord Everidge’s ideal, but if he concentrated on her white hips that rippled enticingly when slapped, and the dark flower of her anus that beckoned to him and contracted into itself like an anemone when touched, he found her body less distasteful than he expected. But most importantly, he found that thrusting his erect penis into and out of her vaginal sheath produced an exquisite sensation: smooth, rippling friction combined with a modest suction and an undulating grip from her pelvic muscles. It was quite unlike the feeling he got from anal penetration and was causing him to reassess his preferences, at least as far as bound sex was concerned. And then Kate entered her post-ovulation period and the sexual excitement abruptly ceased.

Late March gave way to April and she walked the estate’s grounds in melancholy mood, sometimes alone and sometimes with Irene, watching nature reproduce all around her with daffodils and then bluebells amongst the copse, and lambs and butterflies in the fields. Small birds were busy and particularly vocal in the hedges whilst rooks wheeled across blustery skies, and all she could think about was the cast iron plate that was locked between her legs.

It didn’t take her long to determine that she was not pregnant, a condition confirmed when her monthly cycle arrived right on cue, and her frequent visits to Mr Locker to change her pads was even more of an annoyance. Mr Locker would unfasten the front lock of her belt and insist on her taking no part in the proceedings, but instead waiting with raised arms. To pass the time, she’d spend those times listening carefully for signs of the elusive Mrs Locker and, just when she’d decided that the woman was actually imaginary, a young blond girl no older than Kate and wearing few clothes came bustling into Mr Locker’s office carrying a cup of tea. She was pretty and smiling despite having her wrists linked by a foot-long chain, but her expression changed when she noticed first Mr Locker’s glare and then Kate standing back against a wall with her hands in the air. Without a word, she quickly placed the cup on the corner of his desk and withdrew as fast as her shackled legs could move. Mr Locker made no comment.

It wasn’t all soleless at the estate. Time spent with Irene was never wasted, and then there was afternoon tea and cake with Eveline, the late Lady’s aging friend, or cosy evenings in the kitchen with Ethel and Mary. Finally, there was her hobby, the magical electrical components that, when connected together in particular ways, could produce strange and unexpected responses. Kate’s latest trick was to detect the presence of a person walking into her room; a green line on the tiny cathode ray display would move down the screen as the person approached or rise back up again with the person’s departure.

“It’s listening to a radio reflection from your body,” she’d explain to Irene.

“But why?”

“It can tell you're in my room and how far away you are from me.”

“But you can see me,” the girl said and grinned at Kate’s naivety.

And then there was the evening of Irene’s surprise birthday party. It was not a surprise to Irene, of course, because she planned it; it was a surprise to Kate.

It was nine o'clock and Kate was already in bed reading a magazine when there was a quiet knock on her door and a key turning in the lock. Irene and Mary crept in wearing their night clothes, Irene with two bottles of wine and Mary with the glasses. Irene whispered not to make a noise that might arouse Ethel and the girls climbed up on Kate’s bed with their gifts.

“Happy birthday,” murmured Kate brightly and raised her glass of wine.

One bottle gone and the girls complained of being chilled and climbed under the covers. Then they complained they were too hot and pulled off their nightdresses, so now all three were naked but only the one in the middle was wearing an iron chastity belt. They giggled as they finished the wine and pressed their bodies closer, soft breasts against arms, arms around waists, lips against necks. Kate didn’t stand a chance…

Now all three were hot and they threw the bedcovers to the floor so Irene didn’t suffocate while sucking Kate’s teats. Kate ignored the fact that Mary seemed overly interested in Irene’s legs; it didn’t affect her so it wasn’t happening. Then Irene suddenly rolled away, pulling Kate with her with her until she was lying between Irene’s thighs.

“My turn,” whispered Irene with a husky voice and pushed Kate’s head down onto her breasts to return the favour. That’s when Mary turned to sit straddling Kate’s waist and pin her against Irene. It was as if it had all been planned before-hand right down to the last detail; poetry in motion all designed to free Kate of her inhibitions… Kate, half-cut with red wine and with Irene’s teat in her mouth, now had Mary sitting on her back and gazing down at the back of the chastity belt. What’s more, she was holding the dildo that was fresh out of Irene and still covered with Irene’s own aromatic lubricant. It didn’t take a genius to work out the next step in the sequence. She touched the instrument’s slippery blunt tip against Kate’s anal sphincter muscle stretched flat by the ring of the belt.

Unable to fully close her muscle, Kate had no hope of preventing an intrusion. Nor could she reach behind around Mary to where it was all happening and, instead, whilst Mary was occupied teasing her with the dildo, Kate decided accepted defeat and dropped her head down back onto Irene’s breasts with a low moan.

It was a revelation to Kate. In the back of her mind, she knew about anal sex, but had made strenuous efforts to blank it from her memory. She knew, if she chose to give it a moment’s thought, that it was something that sometimes occurred between men, although it was technically illegal and could lead to prison. By extrapolation, therefore, it must also occur between men and women, although she’d never heard as much. And now it was happening to her… Not with a real man, of course, but with an imitation man, which was almost the same thing. And it felt… what? Obscene? Indecent? She was much too preoccupied to consider such aspects. She hadn’t realised how sensitive she was in that area. The friction of the sliding dildo in that area was quite different to the feel of Lord Everidge moving inside her pussy. It tickled where Lord Everidge had caused a deeper, more thrilling sensation… But it tickled exquisitely, enough to send tremors up her spine and cause an odd, salty taste in the back of her throat. And she could feel it inside her abdomen; an alien body moving inside her own as if claiming possession over something that was previously solely Kate’s.

Mary’s strokes became longer and reached deeper, and Kate gave a long groan as she closed her eyes and latched her lips back onto Irene’s hard teat.

That night’s experience changed a lot of things for Kate. For a start, it opened up a whole new world of guilt-free sensations she’d never dreamed existed, a new way to enjoy her body that brought her closer to her friends and eased the burden of loneliness that had plagued her since her marriage. And, in a way, she actually felt closer to Lord Everidge; she felt she understood his feelings and relationships better than before. She even felt as if she shared a secret with Noah, although he, of course, wasn’t aware of the fact.

The communal evening party sessions with Irene and Mary with their furtive fumblings became a regular event every Friday, the evening that Ethel stayed with her friend in town and, although they never resulted in an actual orgasm for Kate, did produce shared passions and experiences that brought the girls closer. Her new knowledge also helped with the nights she spent alone because now, although she very seldom actually used the instrument, Mary had left the dildo for her and she always knew she had the option and that, in turn, eased the sense of imprisonment she felt when she touched the iron plate between her legs.

✽    ✽    ✽

April was often wet and grey, and Kate would spend most of her days tinkering with the electronic components spread out across her small workbench, endlessly reconfiguring them to achieve some obscure response from her meters and the CRT. Sometimes, Irene would join her, bringing knitting or a pile of ironing into the room with her to pass the time and giving Kate sideways glances and knowing shakes of her head. From Irene’s point of view, Kate had an obsession, but it was a harmless one.

Easter arrived culminating with a religious service in the chapel attended by all the staff with Kate taking her rightful place beside Lord Everidge on the front pew. She was dressed for the occasion in one of the antique dresses she last used to attend a conception session, and the display of her heaving bosom in a religious setting made her feel uncomfortable, but Lord Everidge barely glanced at her throughout the service. Following the service, they filed from the chapel until she was stopped in her tracks by the sight of her father with Edith, Uncle Tom, and Rebecca standing in a little semicircle dressed in their Sunday best. They’d been sitting at the back of the church and had slipped out quickly to greet her as she exited the church.

Kate looked at Lord Everidge, but he merely nodded to them and walked on, leaving Kate speechless beside her relatives.

“Lord Everidge’s valet Noah rung us yesterday to invite us to the service,” said her father.

“Have you spoken to the lord?”

“No, not directly, but Noah said he was very pleased with you.”

“Still in antique erotica?” said Rebecca with a grin.

“What do you mean?” asked Kate wondering whether she knew about the chastity belt, but Rebecca just indicated the full skirts of her dress below the waist and the less than adequate coverage above her waist with her pale breasts swelling above the garment’s bodice.

“If you went into town dressed like that, you'd probably be arrested.”

“Don’t tease her,” said her father. “It’s just the style that titled ladies wear.”

“A hundred years ago, maybe,” added Rebecca grinning fit to burst. “I bet you're all laced up in a corset beneath those skirts, aren't you?”

Kate tried to smile to appease her cousin, and fervently hoped she never found out about the iron belt that weighed heavy between her legs.

“Where are Eva and Toby?”

“Oh, we didn’t like to bring them,” said Edith. “They're a bit young to sit through a long church service without making a fuss and we thought Lord Everidge might not appreciate them.”

“Probably, not,” admitted Kate.

“The house seems very empty without you; no loud bangs when things explode,” said father. “How are your electrical projects getting on?”

“Well, thank you. Lord Everidge bought me a CRT monitor for a wedding present.”

“Really… That’s very understanding of him. I hope you don’t burden him too much with your experiments.”

“He lets me do pretty-much whatever I want. Would you like a cup of tea? I can see whether Ethel will make us one in her kitchen.”

“Oh, I’ll go and ask,” volunteered Irene who’d been standing discreetly behind Kate.

They walked around the side of the building to the kitchens and Kate sat outside on a wooden bench with her parents in the sunshine with Uncle Tom and Rebecca choosing to sit at their feet on the lawn. Edith and Mary carried out trays of tea and then hot cross buns dripping with butter, all consumed amid excited comments as the guests continually found new features on the building intricate façade to question and admire. Then Kate noticed Rebecca nudge Tom.

“That’s a very heavy-duty set of shackles he’s burdened you with?” exclaimed her uncle pointing to Kate’s ankles revealed beneath the folds of her gown as she sat.

“They are a family heirloom. The lord’s mother and grandmother used to wear them.”

“They’ll be for special occasions then,” said Edith. “Anyway, she won't be wearing shackles in the house.”

Kate remained silent and Edith moved on to other subjects, but her father noticed. Later, as the group was walking along the flower borders, he quietly broached the subject again. “Are you kept shackled?”

Kate nodded.

“In those heavy irons?”

“It’s family tradition… It’s ok. I'm used to them now.”

“Is he good to you? I don’t like to think of him not being good to you.”

“He doesn’t hurt me, if that’s what you're asking,” and then smiled when she remembered Mr Slappy. “To be honest, I don’t see very much of him. We don’t sleep together or anything like that. He’s married me solely so I can give him children, but that’s ok too. I'm safe and warm and well fed. I have to admit that it’s not as exciting here as I’d like, but I have my hobby and things could be very much worse.”

They left soon after that, Comings taking then back home in the Daimler, and Kate watched them waving wildly from the windows as the car negotiated the drive in a cloud of dust. There were tears in her eyes. That same evening, Lord Everidge enjoyed a festive dinner with Noah, Partridge, and Mr Locker in the main dining room, whilst the servants with Eveline and Kate dined later in the servant’s quarters.

Inexorably, Kate’s ovulation approached and her thoughts became preoccupied with the forthcoming union. Nothing had changed. Irene fussed around her all day, preening her hair, applying endless ‘finishing touches’ to her makeup, and spending hours choosing which gown to wear. Kate hadn’t the heart to tell her that Lord Everidge would never see the dress, nor roll romantically around in his giant bed whilst gazing into her eyes made alluring with the sultry eye shadow. Instead, he’d barely look at her face as he walked past her body trapped in the coupling frame en route to performing his hereditary duty inside her preprepared genitalia, made available and carefully positioned for his convenience.

The allotted time arrived and she tapped quietly on the heavy oak door, her nerves jangling with anticipation. Noah invited her inside, helped her out of the gown Irene had spent so long lacing up, and spent a few moments inspecting the way her corset constricted her waist and supported her now naked breasts, before leading the way into the inner chamber. And there was the coupling frame with Noah’s supplementary dildo stand poised close behind.

The coupling was as teasing and frustrating, as stimulating and exciting, and, ultimately, as intense and overwhelming as ever before and left her hypersensitive and exhausted. Noah helped his lord on with his dressing gown and they left Kate still gently twitching, Noah looking back as he exited the door to see her staring up at him while sucking languidly at the penis gag.

At the end of three days, her bottom was red with the repeated attentions of Mr Slappy and her breasts ached as a result of their violent, imposed motions, but she didn’t feel pregnant.

May Day passed uneventfully and then her period, confirmation if it was ever needed that the conception failed, but at least the weather improved, the warm sunshine increasingly at odds with the solemn talk of unrest on the continent emanating from the crackly radio.

Eveline too, seemed to become more despondent as the days passed and increasingly related stories of the Great War, the war that took the life of her husband Geoffrey and left her a widow. Eveline was in service, living on the estate as maid and companion to Lady Everidge at the time, wife of the late Lord Godfrey Everidge, and told how both she and Lady Everidge spent most of the summer months working in the gardens together; Geoffrey had been the Head Gardener before being called up. Kate was only four when that war ended and remembered very little of it. Even the return of her father from military service made little impression other than remembering the teddy bear he’d bought back for her as a present.

“Tell me about the earlier times here on the estate,” asked Kate one afternoon as they sat in the shade to try to steer Eveline back onto happier topics.

“Oh, there were plenty of them. It was 1885 when we first began living here, Geoffrey and I, and we were so very young. Days were always warm and sunny and we were like lambs frolicking in the fields.”

“Lambs?” asked Irene.

“Well, perhaps not lambs. Maybe more like randy rabbits. Any time of the day was the right time according to Geoffrey. I’d see him scything the wheat one moment and the next he’d be running my way. I’d turn tail and run off giggling, but he didn’t have his ankles fettered and could run much faster so he’d soon catch me. Then it was just like riding a feisty stallion, except that he’d be the one doing the riding and I’d be the one pinned to the ground by his cock.”

Her beaming smile told Kate everything and she settled back in her chair to let Eveline enjoy her memories.

“Geoffery was such a handsome man. Lady Everidge thought so too, although I knew for a fact that she was never tempted unlike some of the maids.”

“Are you saying that your Geoffrey used to dally with the maids?” asked Irene.

Eveline took another sip of gin from the glass she was holding and there was a twinkle in her eye. “Of course. The staff was bigger then and he had a choice of at least six young ladies to waste his time with.”

“Didn’t you object?”

“No. I didn’t mind. You have to remember that there were valets, several under-gardeners, and a whole stable full of grooms back then. We don’t have them nowadays; Godfrey’s son, the present Lord George Everidge, doesn’t hold with horses.”

“Eveline… You naughty lady,” said Irene and a wicked grin spread over her face.

“Oh, it was a very lively place back in the day, but it didn’t do my friend Lady Everidge much good.”

“She loved her lord too much, I suppose,” suggested Kate.

“Oh no. It wasn’t that. It was because the cunning old devil had her locked in his great-grandmother’s chastity belt all the time. He used to take it off of an evening when they went to bed and then, after he’d had his way with her, lock it back onto her again. My God, did she curse that thing. It would have driven her mad if she hadn’t been so supple.”

“You mean this chastity belt?” asked Irene mischievously as she pulled Kate’s skirt up to her waist.

“Oh, my goodness. Is that the same one. I don’t remember it being black; it looks like new.”

“Mr Locker has renovated it.”

“Oh, my dear. I'm so sorry. I hadn’t realised. I know how much it must vex you. Sometimes, I'd see tears in Lady Everidge’s eyes of an evening as she watched us larking about. She could never shift it enough to get even a dildo into herself, let alone a real cock.”

“She could move it, then?” asked Kate.

“Oh yes… She had a way to slide it aside enough so she could touch herself, but she was smaller than you and it was probably looser.”

“Is that what you meant when you said she was supple?”

“She used to lift one leg so that her knee was against her side and use a leather belt to strap it in place. It put a terrible strain on her leg, but she used to say it was worth it.”

“And that enabled her to slide the belt aside?” asked Kate excitedly.

“Well, not exactly… She could never shift the ring that was around her arse because the back link was always trapped between her cheeks, but with one leg up and the other curled below her, her hips were angled oddly and the crotch panel didn’t fit so well. It meant she could twist the waistband to displace the crotch strap just enough to get a finger under its edge where her clit was. Lord Everidge never did find out; he’d have been so cross.”

The revelation dropped like a bombshell. The belt could be circumvented if she was determined enough. Kate looked at Irene and her expression was like a mirror; she was almost as excited as Kate.

“Eveline. Please forgive me, but I need to go.”

“Of course you do, dear. Take Irene with you; you may need help.”


Chapter 6

A Time for Firsts

Back in her room, Kate could barely contain her excitement. She rummaged in the chest of drawers to find a leather belt, unzipped and removed her skirt, and then, with Irene hovering in case she needed assistance, she lay on the bed and raised her left knee up to her side. Her right leg lay on the mattress, her thigh pointing to the bed’s footboard and right knee bent awkwardly to accommodate the chain linking her ankles.

“Here…. I’ll do it,” and Irene passed the belt under her waist to buckle it up around her leg.

“Tighter,” said Kate.

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Fuck that. Pull it tighter.”

Her knee closed to her side just above her waist, twisting her pelvis sideways and angling it sharply up at the front.

“I… I still can't find a gap.”

“Rotate the metal waistband to the left,” suggested Irene.

“It won't budge. It’s too tight.”

“Lean more to the left… Now jerk it. That’s it; I saw it move.”

Kate froze with her hand on the top of her right thigh. “It’s moved… I can feel a gap. Oh God, it’s done it.”

“Let me see,” cried Irene. “I can almost see your slot. Kate, you’ve done it. Let me feel,” and she pushed her finger under the edge of the iron plate.

“Oh God,” Kate said again and lay back on the mattress with her left leg in the air and the right folded under her. “Oh God, Irene. For fuck’s sake don’t stop…”

Thereafter, Friday night parties became a lot more equitable. Not totally fair, of course, Kate was still hampered by the chastity belt, but at least it no longer completely ruled out joining her sisters in their search for fulfilment.

✽    ✽    ✽

May bloomed warm and sunny and the trees burst into leaf. Kate, too, was finding her position in the estate’s hierarchy and settling comfortably into her role. Her status wasn’t as high as the men, of course, but somewhere between Ethel the cook and Irene, and her relative obscurity suited her. She’d still spend most of her free time in her room tinkering with her many and varied electronic components without seeming to actually achieve anything useful, but the life suited her and she was happy.

Mid-May was her third ovulation since marriage and passed just like the previous two: immobile, humiliated, but ultimately gifted with three spine-tingling, mind-paralysing climaxes. However, like the previous sessions, session number three did not produce a foetus.

Five days after the last attempt at conception, a Tuesday, Kate lay on her bed with her eyes closed. It was a warm night and she’d discarded her clothes. She’d also strapped her left knee against her side and was moaning quietly to herself as she worked her fingers beneath the edge of the belt. It was, by necessity, a quiet climax and she relaxed as the spasms eased and her breathing steadied. Then she opened her eyes to meet the steely gaze of Mr Locker standing at the foot of her bed.

For a long moment, she just stared at him, unsure whether he was an illusion or was really there. Then, without a word, he turned and left through her open door, closing it quietly behind him. It was only then did she begin to tremble.

The following morning, she was awake early, but stayed in her room until well after her allotted appointment time with Mr Locker, but she couldn’t put it off forever. It was almost ten o'clock when she tapped tentatively on his door with Irene by her side and he bade them enter. He removed all her ironwork, collar, cuffs, and belt, just as he’d always done and she moved hesitantly into the back bathroom with Irene to wash. Twenty minutes later, the girls were back and the iron reinstalled without comment. Irene wanted to leave without delay, but Kate hung back.

“I'm sorry about last night,” she murmured and Locker nodded. “What will you do?”

“Lord Everidge has been informed.”

“What will he do?”

“He has instructed me to take steps to ensure it doesn’t happen again.”

She opened her mouth to ask more questions, but thought better of it and instead said, “Thank you, Mr Locker,” and followed Irene from the room. Then, there was nothing. Nobody mentioned her transgression for more than a week and she was beginning to think it would be ignored, but that wasn’t the case. Eight days later, on a Thursday, Kate and Irene visited Mr Locker as usual and, as usual, he removed all her iron. She bathed, dried, and stood before Locker so that he could reinstall everything, but he only refitted collar and ankle cuffs.

“Hands,” he said linked them with handcuffs, and then locked their linking chain to the ring on her collar. Kate was too unnerved to speak, but Irene asked what was happening.

“Lady Everidge is to spend the day with me while her belt is being modified. You may collect her at five this afternoon.” And with that, he led Kate through a door into his inner sanctum.

There was a dark corridor on the other side of the door. He sat Kate down on a wooden stool and connected a short chain from her ankle fetters to a wall staple. And that was that. She sat there from ten-thirty until twelve with her hands bunched beneath her chin, looking at the thin, dark hair on her pubic mound, but unable to touch. The stool was uncomfortable, but her only other option was to sit on the floor, and that would be worse. Occasionally, Mr Locker would walk past, but he never spoke.

At twelve o'clock, a door opened along the corridor and the young girl she’d seen once before crept out and approached Kate.

“Mrs Locker?”

“My name’s Iris,” said the girl quietly, as if she didn’t really want Kate to hear her. She had a slight figure with long fair hair that hung loose and big, brown eyes with long eyelashes that reminded Kate of a deer. She wore no more than before: a thin camisole top, a light, short skirt, and open-toed sandals. Her only other adornments were the usual ankle fetters and collar, this one inscribed simply ‘Iris Locker’, and hand cuffs linked by a heavy chain about a foot long.

“Do you need to use a chamber pot?” she asked in the same quiet voice and Kate shook her head. “I’ll bring you a sandwich soon,” she said and vanished back through the same door. She was soon back with the promised food and placed a cheese sandwich into Kate’s cuffed hands.

“Do you never leave this part of the house?” asked Kate and Iris shook her head.

“I'm always too busy,” but Kate didn’t believe her.

Kate had only just finished the second sandwich when Locker appeared and Iris scampered away.

At four, he unlocked the chain from her shackles and she followed him back to the outer office, and there, in a cardboard box, was her modified chastity belt.

“Stop screaming, girl, or you'll feel my whip.”

Kate quietened, but was still shaking as he lifted the iron plates from the box. “I can't wear that.”

“I think you'll find you can.”

“But… But it’s so big.”

“It’s no bigger than Lord Everidge when he’s excited and you accommodated him alright.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Irene arrived at five with a plain frock for Kate to wear back to her room and found her mistress crying.

“It’s not so bad,” she whispered looking down at the iron bands around the tops of Kate’s thighs that were now linked together under her crotch to stop her spreading her legs. They weren’t tight enough to stop her walking and, because they weren’t actually joined to the belt’s crotch panel, wouldn’t stop her bending or sitting so long as she moved both legs together, but they would prevent her opening her thighs to squeeze fingers beneath the belt. There were more chains to link the thigh bands to the side of the belt’s waistband and these would prevent her sliding the bands down her legs.

“Come on, let’s get you back to your room and I’ll fetch you a nice cup of tea.”

Kate allowed Irene to pull the frock over her head and then followed her through the door without uttering a word, but once outside Locker’s office, she stopped and leant against a wall.

“Oh God… Please go slowly. I’m finding walking difficult.”

Irene stopped. “What’s wrong? What is it?”

“What you saw wasn’t the only modification… Mr Locker has had an iron peg welded to the inside of the belt to stop me sliding it aside.”

“A peg…” repeated Irene.

“It’s the size and shape of an erect penis; a very large one with a bulbous top. I can't move without feeling it inside me and, because I can't open my legs, my muscles have to squeeze past it with every step. Oh, Irene, what can I do?”

Irene didn’t know what to say, so said nothing. She just stared as Kate pushed herself from the wall and took an exploratory pace with eyes and mouth open wide. It took several minutes to reach Kate’s room even though it only involved two corridors and two flights of stairs, and she flopped on the bed exhausted. Irene knelt beside her to examine the changes to the belt whilst Kate folded her knees to her chest.

“He didn’t have to do that,” she said eventually. “If you only had these new chains, you still wouldn’t be able to slide the panel aside.”

“It’s a punishment. Lord Everidge told me specifically that I mustn’t touch myself and I did.”

“Perhaps he’ll relent and have it removed if you tell him how sorry you are.”

“It looked a permanent fixture to me; it’s been welded to the crotch plate. Oh God… One moment, no chance of anything touching me and the next, no hope of avoiding it. But this isn't going to do anything more than frustrate me… A metal cock, but it’s not going to move. Irene, I need it to move…”

Irene could do no more than shake her head and fetch the promised cup of tea.

Eveline was equally shocked when the girls paid her a visit the next day and Irene explained exactly what Kate had to endure.

“I saw it this morning when she had her bath. It’s huge and it even had veins and a big bulbous top just like a real cock…”

“Oh my… I'm sure the late lord would never do that to his wife even if he did find out she’d found a way to cheat the belt. I must be awfully wearing to have that inside you all the time.”

Kate rolled her eyes. ‘Wearing’ was not her first thought on the matter.

“And you say you're finding it hard to walk?”

“She can walk better today than she could yesterday,” said Irene answering on Kate’s behalf.

“Well, don’t despair, dear. Nature has a way of accommodating even the most taxing adversities. Perhaps you'll even come to enjoy the sensation in time.”

Kate bit her tongue to stop herself responding. It was quite apparent that Eveline had no idea what it felt like to have an iron cock locked inside her twenty-four-seven.

✽    ✽    ✽

Time passed slower than ever now Kate had the modified belt to disquiet her and she spent the next two days cowering in her room with nothing but the electronics to divert her from what was proving to be an overwhelming distraction. Irene had awoken her with a cup of tea and she’d paid her usual visit to Locker, but now she was once again alone and reluctant to do more than sulk. Then she heard a quiet tap on her door.

“Noah…” and she opened the door wide. He moved inside without a word and sat on a chair at her dressing table. “Would you like a cup of tea? I could call Irene.”

“Thank you, but no. I just wondered how you are. I heard what Mr Locker did to your belt.”

“Very accomplished, is Mr Locker. He’s made a very good job of it. Quite awesome, in fact.”

“I'm sorry to hear that. I know you're finding your duties here arduous.”

“Exasperating may be a better description.”

Kate turned towards her work bench and pretended to be interested in an electronic glass valve, turning it over in her hand to inspect the thin heater coils and deflector plates. It wasn’t easy talking about something so intimate even with Noah. In the whole world, he was the one who knew most about her body even to the extent of knowing just how to make her twitch and jump.

They lapsed into a silence that, if not exactly companionable, at least they understood each other and neither was being judgemental. Eventually, Kate began speaking, although it was more to herself than Noah.

“When I knew I would be married, I had such fantasies about what it was going to feel like having a husband. A new world of adult experiences and adventures, the real meaning if life superimposed on what would otherwise be a mundane existence, but the reality is so different. I was a virgin with no experience at all, but now what am I? A sex slave? A prisoner? A female eunuch? I certainly don’t feel like a married woman. I feel like I was shown the world and then the door was slammed shut. No… worse than that, I can still see the world with all its treasures and wonders, but everything is just out of reach. I now know what it’s like to be loved by a man, in fact now I'm constantly reminded with every step I take, but it’s magic and rewards are denied me. Except for three times a month, of course. Then I'm obliged to experience the mechanics without the empathy; switched on and activated like a component in a machine; fucked until I can stand it no more with no way to reach the ‘off’ switch. I'm not even allowed the privilege of speech.”

She leant on the work bench and stared out of the window, and it was more than a minute before Noah realised that her shoulders were rocking with her sobs. He stood beside her and laid a hand on her shoulder, and his touch caused her to spin around to clasp her arms around his neck and bury her face against his collar. Whether this surprised him was difficult to tell, but they stayed like that for a long time, not speaking while her tears wetted his shirt and his arms held her against him. Eventually, she seemed to shake herself and lifted her head.

“How stupid is this? The wife of a lord wearing a cast iron chastity belt, in the arms of the lord’s homosexual valet?”

“Bisexual,” said Noah.

“Bisexual,” she whispered and stretched up her neck to look up into his face. Noah looked down and their lips touched. She’d never kissed a man like that before and certainly not one as beautiful as Noah. It started calmly enough, a tender touching of lips as her hand stroked the back of his head, and then his mouth opened and her eyes closed. She was lost… a haze seeping through her mind as if she was sinking into a dream, and then his fingers touched her breast.

She jumped and backed away, her eyes locked to his in surprise as she rapidly reassessed the situation, and then with a single fluid movement, she pulled the t-shirt she was wearing over her head and tossed it away before falling back against him and feverishly seeking his mouth again.

Events moved quickly then. Her hand moved down his chest, feeling his hard body and loosening more buttons as it went while Noah, now faced with her naked breasts, chose instead to drop his hands lower. His palms slipped up the backs of her legs lifting her skirt before them, paused at the top of her thighs where a padlock linked the metal bands and held her legs together, and then rose higher to hold soft cheeks either side of the narrow metal bar pressed between them.

Kate gave him a weak smile. “You can't help me, but let me help you,” and she sank to her knees before him and unfastened the belt on his dark suit trousers.

Noah didn’t resist, didn’t move until she’d extracted his erect cock, licked it from base to tip to ensure it was well lubricated, and pushed it to the back of her throat. Then he placed both his hands on her head and murmured, “I’d often wondered.”

He let her pump for several minutes before stilling her and gently easing her to her feet.

“Didn’t you like it?” she asked.

“I did. It felt extraordinary.”

“Extraordinarily good or bad?”

“Oh, definitely good. No-one’s ever done that to me before.”

Her eyes registered surprise and she exclaimed, “An afternoon of firsts then. You know if we had a less suspicious lord for a master…”

She left the sentence unfinished, but Noah knew exactly what she meant.

“I noticed a tin of Vaseline on your dressing table,” he murmured.

“Irene gets it for me. It’s because the edges of this belt sometimes rub. Why do you ask?”

He picked up the tin. “There may be a way I can help you,” and he lifted her off her feet to deposit her giggling on the bed, rolling her over until she was lying face-down on her belly.

“Now what? Are you going to spank me just like Lord Everidge does?” and she giggled more when he pushed up her skirt to reveal her cheeks and the surrounding metalwork.

“No madam. I have a much better idea,” and he climbed up onto the bed behind her and knelt between her knees with his shins pressing on her shackle chain to pin her ankles in place. She stopped giggling the instant she felt his finger rub Vaseline around her anal muscle perfectly encompassed by the ring on the back of her chastity belt.

“Noah… You mustn’t.”

“Why not. I'm actually quite good at this and it will be a welcome change to have a partner like you instead of an old man who pays me to fuck him.”

“But I've never done this before.”

Noah made no further comment, but pushed his trousers and underpants down to his knees and dropped forward onto her. She gasped when she felt him nudge her and gave a weak cry when he introduced the tip of his erection into the mouth of her sphincter, and then he was in her, his cock sliding ever deeper until his loins were pressed against the soft cheeks of her bottom.

“Oh my God,” she whispered with her shoulders lifted by her elbows and her head twisted back so that their faces touched. His hands were under her chest with a breast cupped in each palm, and as he pumped his hips to slide his rigid cock back and forth through her anal muscle, so his hands massaged and fondled. He could feel the iron phallus trapped inside her vagina, the soft lining of her rectum tickling him, and the tight ring of her anal muscle contracting around him as he moved, and he squeezed her tits harder and rolled her nipples between fingers and thumbs to make her moan.

“Oh God Noah… I think I'm going to orgasm… How is that possible? Oh God… Don’t stop… For pity’s sake don’t stop…”

They both contorted to link their mouths together in a kiss that seemed to last forever with Kate’s whole-body trembling with orgasmic spasms. Noah stopped pumping when the tight constriction around his cock caused his own orgasm and left him too sensitised to move, but he felt her orgasmic spasms continue as she seemed locked in a never-ending cycle.

Eventually, he withdrew and the instant he did so, Kate gave a great sigh as her arms splayed and she sank down onto the mattress.

“Oh my… I didn’t know that was possible.”

“It doesn’t happen often.”

“It was different to the feeling I get from Lord Everidge; different, but just as good. When he does it, I get a sharp, focused orgasm in my clitoris, but that was a gentler orgasm that I felt everywhere at once.”

“You liked it then?”

Kate rolled over on the bed beneath him so she could hug him again and grinned. “Of course, I liked it. That was the very first time I felt I was actually making love with somebody.”

“You know this relationship can't go anywhere, don’t you?”

“The lady and the valet,” she intoned and then giggled. “There’s not a lot of scope for a lasting relationship, but I thank you so much for the thought. That experience is going to stay with me for a lifetime.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Three days later and Kate’s imminent ovulation took her back to Lord Everidge’s chamber.


Chapter 7

A New Sort of Love

Holly looked at the gown Irene had put aside for her and her heart sank. Irene wasn’t to know, but Lord Everidge would never even see the dress; he wouldn’t appear until she was already strapped to his coupling frame. It was time she was told.

“Not in his bed?” she asked in astonishment.

“It has never been in his bed. He doesn’t really want to touch me, but, of course, he has to if he wants an heir.”

“So, you're already naked and just sort of bend over when he arrives. That’s not very romantic.”

It was difficult for Kate to suppress her smile while agreeing with Irene’s assessment: no, it wasn’t very romantic. “So, you see, we’re just wasting our time getting dressed up.”

“But he likes the corset and stockings?”

“No stockings this time; Mr Locker says it’s just too difficult with the thigh bands, and I want to dispense with the corset too, I don’t think it will be missed. I’ll just wear my dressing gown.”

They arrive at the chamber’s door in good time and Noah opened it, stepping aside for Kate to enter.

“Good luck,” murmured Irene, but before she could leave, Noah told her that she, too, should stay.

“Your assistance is required today,” he said and closed the door after them. Kate dropped her dressing gown on the back of a chair and Noah made a point of staring at the new thigh bands with their linking chains. “I've been told your impedimenta has been revised as a result of ill-advised conduct,” he said looking at Irene as he spoke.

Kate jumped to Irene’s defence: “It wasn’t Irene’s fault. She wasn’t involved.”

“Maybe not directly…” and he watched Irene’s body language become ever more agitated. “Relax… That’s not why you're here. I have been asked to limit my contact with Lady Everidge and, as a result, I will be requiring you to ensure that Lady Everidge is properly prepared for her husband’s arrival.”

Kate gave an audible gasp which attracted their attention and Noah asked if that was going to be a problem. “You know by now all the preparation that’s required. I'm sure you could just direct Irene accordingly. First, though, I shall have to relieve you of part of your belt,” and he began by unlocking the link joining the thigh bands. Kate then held the crotch panel in place while Noah removed both locks to allow her to carefully lower the panel and disengage its integrated dildo.

“Oh…” said Noah gazing at the intimidating device Kate was holding. “That will certainly prevent you sliding the panel to the side.”

“It’s too big for her,” complained Irene. “The poor girl can hardly walk.”

“I'm afraid there’s nothing I can do.” He gave her a look that expressed the words he wasn’t then able to speak and she nodded in understanding. “Lord Everidge already believes I am too lenient with her. Perhaps in time he’ll relax your conditions, madam; we can but hope, but now I have to go and prepare him for his forthcoming conjugal rights. You’ll find everything you need next door. I shall be with Lord Everidge and we’ll return sometime after five and before six. Do not disappoint, Lady Everidge; you're in enough trouble already,” he warned.

“Now what?” asked Irene looking confused.

“Now we go next door,” and she led the way into the inner chamber. All was exactly as Kate expected, but was a total surprise to Irene.

“I… I didn’t know,” she stuttered.

“There was no reason why you should. Lord Everidge calls it his coupling frame and it holds me still so he doesn’t have to.”

“And what’s that?” Irene asked pointing to the dildo on the end of its pole and looking particularly threatening behind the frame.

“That’s to ensure I'm properly prepared physically and psychologically. In other words, it’s to juice me up. Come on; we’d best get started because it’s ten-to-five now, and she knelt down over the frame and shuffled forward until her neck was in the open collar. “Collar first and the go round and buckle up all the straps, and you’d best make sure they're all tight or else you're be in trouble too.”

Irene didn’t need telling twice; the strange circumstance that she now found herself in was enough to unnerve her.

“Now the dildo?” she asked.

“Now the dildo,” repeated Kate. “It makes sure I stay lubricated, but first you… umm…”

“I need to make you wet to start with,” she said simply.

“Er… Yes. And though it pains me to say it, you shouldn’t allow me to orgasm; I'm told that’s Lord Everidge’s sole prerogative.”

“Oh… Ok.” Irene’s dour mood had suddenly lifted and she grinned wickedly as she knelt beside Kate to sweep her hand beneath her chest to disturb her breasts. “I can do anything?”

Kate didn’t answer her, she’d already closed her eyes, so Irene moved behind her and clamped her hand against the waiting vulval lips to cause Kate to jump with surprise. “This is fun,” and she started with a slow, rotary motion whilst still retaining a hold on the hanging breast.

Needless to say, it didn’t take long before Kate was judged slippery enough to accept the dildo. Kate didn’t agree and now pleaded with her to extend the massage session, but it was now five and Lord Everidge could arrive at any time. Irene moved the heavy stand directly behind Kate and then jogged it forward. The dildo nudged her. Another jog and Kate moaned as its head slipped into her. Then a long, slow nudge and the black rubber slid inside.

“Enough?” asked Irene.

“A little bit more,” and then, “Stop! Oh fuck…” and now Irene watched as if hypnotised as Kate began to move gently to and fro.

“Is that it now?”

She had to repeat herself before Kate heard and answered. “No… One more thing. It should be on the window sill.”

“A gag,” said Irene with amusement.

“Noah says that Lord Everidge won't want to hear me.”

It was well past half-five before Irene heard Noah and his master in the outer chamber and she hastened to stand well clear next to the window. The men entered and Kate was so occupied by what she was doing, she didn’t even realise they were there. They moved behind her to watch as she slowly sunk back on the dildo with a soulful moan and then immediately pulled herself forward to leave the surface of the rubber glistening with thick syrup. Neither man gave Irene a second glance; it was as if she didn’t exist.

“Was the bitch still plugged and belted when she arrived?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And had she managed to achieve a sexual orgasm since her belt was modified?”

“I believe that to be impossible, sir.”

“Good. If I could avoid exciting her today, I would, but you tell me that’s unwise.”

“A successful conception is much more likely when both parties climax, sir.”

“More’s the pity. Never mind, can't be helped. Stir me up and then drag that thing out of her.”

Noah took his lordship’s dressing gown and he just stood there completely naked behind Kate, gazing down at her slim body and wide hips. He appeared unaffected by the sight because his penis was stubbornly limp.

“It’s no good. I can't seem to work up any enthusiasm for the bitch.”

Noah handed him Mr Slappy. “Concentrate on her hips, my lord. That and her arse,” and then he dropped to his knees. Lord Everidge smiled and laid a hand on Noah’s head as he moved closer.

Kate did come to her senses a couple of minutes later when Noah pulled the rubber dildo from her and Lord Everidge settled himself comfortably behind her. He guided himself up to her vaginal opening and then pressed forward. With his abdomen pressed against her cheeks, he grinned up at Noah.

“She might be like a bitch on heat, but she’s still got one good talent. I can feel her squeezing me.” He began moving faster to throw Kate forcibly forward with each lunge until her breasts were flapping again under her chest. “Come on you lazy strumpet… Grip me tighter,” and he struck her with Mr Slappy on the side of her right cheek to make her jump and squeal.

Irene watched from her sanctuary by the window as Lord Everidge became evermore excited and Kate’s rump became redder. This wasn’t at all how she imagined a husband would behave towards his wife when they were trying for a family, but she had to admit it was effective. Kate orgasmed first, not long after she was first entered, but it didn’t matter because, from that point forward, her orgasm seemed to be continuous. It was a good two minutes later that Lord Everidge joined her after much personal exertion.

“Well done, sir,” intoned Noah and Lord Everidge gave a loud victory cry to celebrate his success. Kate was making a soft mewing sound around the gag and her legs were still trembling when the men left the room.

“Leave her as she is,” was Noah’s last instruction before the door closed.

Irene knelt beside her friend and Kate gave her a short grunt and shook her head.

“I can't. You heard what Noah said.”

Surely, he wasn’t referring to the gag, but there was nothing Kate could do except to close her eyes and listen to Irene trying to be conversational.

“I expect you're feeling much better now.” Kate didn’t even respond with a glance. “It must be such a relief to be able to climax like that. Lord Everidge was very vigorous, wasn’t he? And so manly. I hope my husband is as substantial as that when I marry. It must have felt so good to have a cock that big inside you.”

Irene’s eyes misted as she imagined what Kate must have felt and then another thought struck her: “He was the same size as the dildo in your belt. Exactly the same… Do you think they used him for a mould?”

Noah eventually returned and told Irene she could release Lady Everidge. She started with the penis gag.

“Was Lord Everidge satisfied,” Kate asked.

“I believe so.”

“Did he make any comment about my living conditions?”

“If you mean about the iron penis in your belt, I'm afraid not. Probably easier to refit it while you're still kneeling… At least you won't need any lubricant,” and he offered up the crotch panel with the thick, seven-inch iron cock.

✽    ✽    ✽

The relationship between Kate and Irene subtly changed after that day. Irene wasn’t quite so differential, but maybe a little more protective. She became more forthright with her opinions and insistent when it was time to eat or when she thought Kate needed exercise. On the other hand, she was always beside her mistress during her exercise periods, a constitutional walk through the grounds or even climbing the stairs, because she was aware of how taxing each step could be.

She was with Kate for the remaining two conception sessions too, watching while Kate twitched and trembled in the coupling frame while Lord Everidge planted his hereditary seed deep inside her in the hope of creating an heir.

Kate remembers June as a pleasant time for others, but not for her. While others were outside in the warm sunshine, unless Irene goaded her into activity, she’d be ensconced in her room with the dim glow from her electronic valves illuminating her thoughts and lighting the way. She’d smile when Irene brought her cups of tea and slices of Victoria sponge, but the expression seldom touched her eyes.

It wasn’t that the iron cock trapped inside her body was painful; it wasn’t. Neither did its presence, or the presence of the metal bands around the tops of her thighs that prevented her opening her knees, substantially affect her ability to walk. What the belt and it associated ironwork did do was to weigh her down with the knowledge that every movement she made could be felt within her and registered as a pseudo-sexual encounter. She’d take a step and her muscles would squeeze past the mass of iron and its weight rock inside her; or she’d sit and feel the plate push the iron phallus deeper. Even rolling over in bed produced a sensation that couldn’t be ignored as her legs, restricted at thighs and ankles, flailed under her to twist and turn the iron.

For the first week, she’d told herself that the sensations would fade as her nerves became accustomed to the stimulus, but it never happened. Each twitch of the belt elicited the same response three weeks after the dildo was first fitted as it did on that first, fateful day. Every movement she made, every swaying step, every twist and turn, promised a sexual favour that the belt couldn’t possibly deliver and she thought the relentless frustration would drive her mad.

Even the four days of bleeding came with additional exasperation. She worried at first that the dildo’s presence would cause problems, like a plug in the neck of a bottle, but it didn’t seem to stop the flow in any way. What it did mean was that Locker needed to completely withdraw the phallus when he changed her menstrual pads, and then pads with holes through their centres were slotted over the phallus before it was reinserted into its host. Several times a day, Kate would breathe a sigh of relief as the phallus was withdrawn only to weather its reinsertion minutes later.

During that month, her thoughts would often turn to Noah, but she seldom saw him and when she did, he seemed distant. She couldn’t understand his change of attitude and longed to speak with him again, but the opportunity didn’t present itself. It was a difficult time and she thought things couldn’t get any worse, but she was wrong.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was a sultry afternoon in early July and Kate was alone in her room, watching the green line flickering on the small screen of her CRT. The door opened without warning and she turned to see Noah standing to attention.

Before she could say anything, he spoke in a detached, formal tone: “Lord Everidge requests the pleasure of your company.”

The news was as shocking as it was unusual. Since her marriage, she’d barely even spoken to her husband. She couldn’t; she’d always had a rubber penis lodged in her mouth whenever they'd met for conjugal couplings. Even when he’d decreed that she should be punished by the iron penis, he’d not spoken to her, so what did he want now. She stared at Noah and he stared back with an inscrutable expression that gave nothing away.

“Should I dress for him?” she asked, meanly the antique dresses she used to wear for conception days.

“No madam,” he said and a warning shiver travelled up her spine.

She left Irene and followed Noah in silence along the dim corridors and down one flight of stairs to Lord Everidge’s quarters and waited behind him as he knocked on the door.

“Enter,” came the call and they filed inside.

“Lady Everidge,” announced Noah formally and quite unnecessarily, and then he stepped back to stand against the door.

“Lady Everidge,” said the lord and stared at his wife. “When we married, I gave you instructions regarding the dignity of your status and the requirement to preserve that dignity amongst the staff. I even gave you a chastity belt to assist you in that endeavour.”

“Yes, my lord.”

“And yet you persistently test my patience with your inability to meet such simple requirements.”

Kate just stared silently. She had no idea what brought about this latest tirade.

“Remove that ridiculous dress,” he growled referring to the short summer frock she was wearing. She unzipped it and pulled it over her head to stand before him in only her shoes and the iron locked about her body. Everidge paid no attention to her face or naked breasts, but peered first at the thick collar about her neck that marked her out as his wife, then at the chastity belt with its thigh bands locked together and suspended by chains from her waist, and finally, his eyes dropped to the unusually heavy shackles locked to her ankles.

“Turn around,” and she turned to show the way the belt followed the curves of her body as if it was exuding her flesh between its tight bands. “And bend over.” Then he rose from his chair and squatted behind her to stare at the metal ring surrounding her anal muscle. When he sat back in his chair, she straightened and turned to face him. He was holding something, a small dildo that she recognised. It was the one that Mary had left for her all those months ago.

“Mr Locker found this under your clothes in the chest of drawers.”

She felt cold even though the sun was blazing through the windows.

“Where did you get it?”

“I brought it with me from home,” she lied. “I forgot I had it; I haven't used it.”

“What? Not since our wedding?”

“Many months ago.”

Nobody spoke for a long time; they just stared at each other until finally, Lord Everidge said, “Take your dress and go,” and she scampered out the door.

Noah closed the door behind her and looked at his master who exclaimed with a snarl, “I never want to see her face again.”

“But, my lord,” exclaimed Noah.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was six days until the next scheduled conjugal session and every day, Kate feared the worse, but nothing ever happened. Life, in all its frustrating episodes, went on just as before. Did her explanation satisfy her lord or was it that Lord Everidge had decided that the modifications to the belt were punishment enough? She had no idea. In any event, six days passed without word and, with no instructions to the contrary, Kate and Irene presented themselves at the door to the mating chamber and Noah ushered them inside. He was as cold as before and spoke barely a word.

Kate pulled off her t-shirt and then allowed her skirt to fall to the floor before turning back to Noah for him to remove the belt’s crotch panel. It was such a relief when the panel dropped away along with its integral phallus that Kate couldn’t help but grin at Noah. Unfortunately, the expression wasn’t returned.

“Please take a seat, madam. Over there,” and he indicated a small bench seat cut into the oak door that separated the room from the inner chamber where the coupling frame was kept. She saw that the rectangular centre panel of the door had been removed and the door converted into a seat by the addition of a wooden seat squab fixed to its back surface. The seat itself was a little high, but there was a small step fixed to the front of the door.

Kate looked at Irene, who just shrugged, and then at Noah waiting patiently for her to climb up onto the bench. Framed by the thick wood of the door now on all sides, she felt like a statue posed in a recess.

“What’s going on, Noah? What sort of chair am I sitting in?”

“Lord Everidge has decided to vary the method of copulation,” he said, which only elicited more confusion from Kate. He stepped closer and she watched in astonishment as he closed two small wooden panels, one each side of her hips, panels that she’d assumed were mere decoration. They closed against her thighs and were profiled to fit her snugly.

“What’s happening? You’ve trapped my hips.”

“There is no need for alarm, madam. It is merely an alternative method of presenting you to Lord Everidge in a way that doesn’t distract him from the task in hand.”

“What do you mean ‘distract him’? He’s supposed to be my partner; how can I distract him?”

“Lord Everidge wishes to be able to copulate with you without the distraction of seeing so much of your body. Now, please place your arm so…” and he folded her right arm beside her shoulder and pressed her hand up against a small clamp fixed to the wood of the door.

“Noah…”

He did the same with her other wrist.

“How is this going to help?” but he didn’t answer, just partway closed the door. Kate slid off the seat that was supporting her bottom with a surprised squeal.

“It would be easier if you leaned forward, madam. A little more…”

He unclipped another panel that was hinged above the seat on the back of the door and it dropped into place behind her back, clicking shut as it pressed her belly onto her thighs and closed tightly around the top of her waist.

“Noah… What have you done? I can't move at all.”

“You should wait in the inner chamber now, Irene, to await Lord Everidge.”

Still confused, Irene walked through the door and Noah shut it after her. They heard the key turn in the lock.

“What’s just happened?” asked Irene, but Kate now knew.

“Oh my God. I'm stuck, Irene. I'm stuck with my bum in the next room and I can't move a muscle.”

“Do you think he’s going to couple with you like this?” and as she spoke, Kate’s body suddenly became animated.

“Oh fuck… He’s touching me… Oh… Oh fuck… Irene, someone’s touching me and I can't even see who it is.”

Irene stood impotent, helpless to assist her mistress in any way as Kate stared up at her with arms raised in a gesture of submission. Her upper body was arched against the face of the door, which left her naked breasts hovering just above her knees and giving little bounces each time her body jumped.

“What’s happening? I can't hear anything.”

“Someone’s still rubbing me to make me wet… I suppose it’s Noah. Oh god, he’s rubbing my clit with one hand and sticking his fingers inside me with the other.”

“He’s preparing you for Lord Everidge.”

“Really?” said Kate sarcastically. “Oh fuck… Oh fuck... Oh fuck… Argh! He’s pushed something up into me. It must be that rubber cock on a pole. Oh God. If I wriggle, I can make it move inside me,” and Irene watched her tits swinging from side to side as she tried to move her arse end in the opposite direction. “Oh God, Irene. He’s going to take me like this and I’m not even in the same room.”

Irene watched with concern as Kate began to moan quietly and her face contorted in a series of unfamiliar expressions. Finally, her eyes flickered and the girl knelt on the floor in front of her head.

“You are alright, aren't you, mistress? I mean, this is what you want?”

Her eyes slowly opened and she smiled. “Kiss me, Irene. Please…”

Irene relaxed. “Of course, I’ll kiss you,” and she leant forward to link their mouths and hold a tit in the palm of each hand.

✽    ✽    ✽

Twenty minutes later, Lord Everidge entered the outer chamber with Noah and stared at the naked hips sticking out of the centre of the interconnecting door as if they'd grown there. They were moving gently from side to side and appeared to be propped up by the dildo-on-a-pole that was impaled within them, its other end jammed against the floor with a heavy book preventing it from slipping. The men moved closer and gazed down at the broad, white flesh pinched by the wooden shutters closed tightly around it. Lord Everidge congratulated Noah on the effectiveness of Kate’s new restraint. There was absolutely no way she could extract her wide hips from the constriction of the door until the small shutters were opened.

Everidge laid his hand on a round cheek to feel how soft it was and he sensed Kate jump with his touch. Noah moved the book and then nudged the end of the pole with his foot so that the dildo slid out of her to fall on the floor. It left her labial lips swollen and engorged, blush-red in colour, and oleaginous with a thick, translucent fluid. Noah moved his hand under them and they fluttered on his passing fingers.

Lord Everidge smiled and then looked longingly at her anus. Its muscle, dark and wrinkled, projected behind her and was more readily accessible than her sex.

“My lord. Remember your duty, sir,” said Noah.

Lord Everidge gave a weak smiled. “Quite so, Noah. Duty before pleasure. Please be so kind as to pass me Mr Slappy. I’d like to warm the bitch up first.”

✽    ✽    ✽

The other side of the door, insulated from proceedings in the outer chamber by two inches of solid oak, Irene and Kate waited for events to run their course.

“This isn't so bad,” said Kate. “At least I don’t have that rubber cock in my throat and I have you to help me.”

“You know I can't release your hands, don’t you? The clamps need a key.”

“I don’t care. It can be rather nice when events just happen around you without any personal input.”

“You mean like me playing with your tits?” She’d been stroking them for some time and now, just to make her point, she squeezed them as if trying to pump milk from her.

Kate grinned and then twitched. “Oh… Something’s happening. Someone’s touching me,” and then she twitched again when the dildo was suddenly removed.

“Won't be long now, then. Oh… I heard that. Are you being slapped.”

Kate didn’t answer right away. She was breathing hard and her body was squirming from side to side so much that Irene considered it her duty to try to steady her by gripping her tits harder. Tears gathered in her eyes and, without easing her relentless wriggling, she asked Irene to kiss her again.

Suddenly, she was still and her breathing steadied, but the pause was only transitional. Whilst Irene tried to keep their lips sealed together and their tongues touching, Kate gave a muffled scream and her breasts began to bounce in Irene’s hands as her body was subjected to reciprocal thrusts from the room next door. Nothing needed to be said; both girls knew what was happening and now, more than ever, Kate needed Irene not to demonstrate compassion and sympathy, but to maximise the ardour she was feeling in order to promote the long-awaited orgasm. Irene wasn’t slow to react and, whilst muffling her cries with another kiss, began to pull on Kate’s nipples and using them to slap her tits together.

The orgasm wasn’t long in coming and continuous attention prolonged it indefinitely at its maximum intensity. Irene knew when Lord Everidge climaxed because Kate stopped moving; frozen in time with her mouth and eyes open wide in a silent scream as she felt her remote partner’s cock hold deep inside her, spasming to unload his seed against her cervix. Thirty seconds later, her body sagged lower as her lord withdrew and she was left to recover in peace.

“Well,” said Irene. That seemed to go well, I thought. And another one due tomorrow.”

Kate’s face broke into a pallid smile. “I'm tingling.”

“I expect you are after that. It doesn’t happen so often, but it’s impressive when it does. Would you like another little kiss while we wait?”

“Yes, please, but be gentle with me; I'm feeling a little delicate.

They kissed and spoke while they waited for Noah to return, speaking of anything and everything, kissing a little, and even toying a little.

“Thank you, Irene.”

“Just doing my job, Lady Everidge,” said Irene with a pretence of deference. “Better than being locked on your hands and knees, then?”

“Much better. I still get all the attention I need behind me, but now we can talk and kiss too because I'm not gagged.”

“And I get to play with your tits.”

“Yes, I guess that’s allowed under the circumstances.”

“And Lord Everidge can do what he likes with Noah and doesn’t have to see anything but your bum. Win-win all round I’d say.”

“It does seem to be an ideal solution.”

Half an hour passed before a touch on her hips announced Noah was back and the door swung open.

“Everything alright in here?” he asked and his answer came in the form of a grin Kate was totally unable to conceal. She expected Noah’s mood to lighten after the coupling went so well, but he seemed just as dour as before. They moved into the antechamber and he began refitted the belt’s crotch panel with its fixed phallus. Kate knew it couldn’t be avoided and grimaced when Noah handed her the pre-lubricated panel to install herself, but by now she was more inured to its presence and pressed it home with the minimum of vocalising. Noah applied the locks and Kate reached for her skirt, but now Noah stopped her with a raised hand.

“One moment, please Lady Everidge, Lord Everidge has instructed me to install an auxiliary element,” and he showed her a short, acorn-shaped rubber stopper.

“You're going to gag me?” she asked in horrified surprise.

“No madam. This is for the other end. It’s intended to prohibit anal penetration.”

Suddenly, everything fell into sharp focus. She saw the circular metallic base to the plug and the locking mechanism that would secure it into the anal ring of her belt, and she saw the thick rubber stem behind its bulbous head that would be trapped within her anal muscle. Somehow, it seemed even worse than being gagged, much worse.

“No… You can't.”

“I have no choice, madam.”

“But… But why? It’s not necessary and so thick… It doesn’t even need to be a plug. You could just cover the anal ring of the belt if the intention is just to stop access.”

“It’s not.”

“It’s not?”

“No, madam. It would be difficult to entirely prohibit access with just a cover plate and, in any case, that is not its sole purpose. Lord Everidge does not forgive easily when he’s defied and you might find this easier to understand if you consider it a punishment.”

There didn’t seem to be any answer to that. A punishment, by definition, isn't intended to be meaningful or comfortable. In fact, it works best when it’s unnecessary, illogical, and has totally avoidable consequences, and the consequence of this punishment would be that she couldn’t avoid having the fat shaft of the plug locked through her anal sphincter muscle.

“You're just so lucky you're not a woman,” she said to Noah. “As if being no more than men’s possessions wasn’t bad enough, chattels they can do with what they like and being forced to wear shackles and collars to prove it, now I have to wear an iron chastity belt and have my body plugged to stop me enjoying myself. And all the while, my husband feels free to indulge in all the corporal activities I'm denied.”

“Madam. It’s the way it’s always been and there’s nothing I can do that might ease your discomfort.”

“No, I know. I don’t blame you, Noah. You're as much a victim of the system as we are, it’s just that you come off somewhat better.”

She looked at him with tears gathering in her eyes and his indifference seemed to dissolve. “I'm sorry, Lady Everidge… I'm so sorry. I did try to reason with Lord Everidge, but I'm afraid he was determined once he realised you could still be anally penetrated.”

Kate looked at him horrified. “He knows?”

“He was more enraged with me.”

“You told him?”

“I had to; he asked me.”

“But…” began Kate and then looked at Irene standing behind Noah and following every word. “Er… Irene, would you please wait outside for me.

She looked from Kate to Noah and back again, sure that something super-interesting was about to go down. “I can be discreet, madam.”

“Outside, Irene,” ordered Noah and the maid sullenly left the room, closing the door quietly behind her.

“Six weeks… That’s how long ago you were in my room.”

“Yes, madam.”

“And when did Lord Everidge find out about us?”

“Five weeks ago.”

“He’s known for five weeks that we’d had anal sex and only now decided to act?”

“That’s not exactly the case, madam.”

“He could have plugged my bum five weeks ago to stop us repeating the offence. Why didn’t he?”

“It was because of me, madam.”

“You asked him not to?” she asked incredulously.

“No, madam. He left you unplugged and anally available as punishment for me; he thought it would torment me.”

Kate stared at him with evident confusion. “I don’t understand. Why would that torment you?”

“Madam… I am obliged to wear a device that makes it impossible for us to repeat the offence. He believes I have betrayed him with you and wished to punish me more than he wanted to punish you. He thought that if he left you ‘available’, then the sight of you would distress and frustrate me.”

“A device…” she whispered.

“It’s just a small device, madam.”

Kate’s eyes were like saucers. “Show me.”

“Madam…”

“I insist that you show me.”

Noah could easily have just refused, but instead, after a moment’s hesitation, he unfastened his dark suit trousers and eased both trousers and underpants open. He was right; it was only a small device, but it completely enclosed his cock and held it compressed within a squat, metallic cage that was no more than an inch long. The cage was hinged to a ring that went behind his testes, and when the cage section was closed and locked, it left the top of his scrotum trapped in the narrow slot between cage and ring, and his testes hanging free below.

“Oh no… And this has been locked onto you for five weeks?”

“No madam… Twice Lord Everidge has had need of my services during that period, but he refits it afterwards.”

Without thinking, Kate reached out to hold his testes in her palm like small fruit hanging disembodied beneath the cage. “Oh Noah... I'm so sorry. But he can't do this to you. He doesn’t own you like he does me.”

“That’s true, but my only alternative is to resign and then I’d be out on the streets with no job, no home, and no references.”

“And now he’s decided it’s time to install an anal plug in my belt?”

“It’s when Mr Locker presented him with the dildo he’d found in the drawer in your room; he realised you could still get pleasure even without me and it vexed him.”

“This is terrible,” she exclaimed.

“It’s not the best,” he murmured with typical English understatement as he tucked himself away. “Lord Everidge holds my key, of course, and Mr Locker will hold yours, except for the conception days. But none of this has any bearing on what you now need to allow. I have been assured that Mr Locker will remove your anal plug every morning when he removes your belt to allow you to use the facilities and bathe as per normal.”

“But all this is so… so hypocritical of him. He is free to do as he likes while we’re held at his mercy…”

Noah’s face hinted at a weak smile. “Indeed… But he is a lord, I am only his valet, and you, alas, are only his wife. The same rules don’t apply to him.” He looked down at the rubber plug he was still holding. “I'm afraid, madam, that you'll need to lean forward while I fit this.”

She watched him spread a thick, slippery paste over its hard, bulbous, rubber profile and then turned to lean on a table top with her head on her arms. Noah tried to be gentle and Kate tried to remain still and silent, but the bulb of the plug was considerable and she gave a short shriek when it eventually popped through her muscle and its base plate clicked into place in the belt. The bulb only just fitted through the belt’s anal ring and its shaft was almost as thick, leaving her sphincter inescapably dilated.

She groaned as she straightened to stand erect and her hand flew behind her to touch the metallic disc now locked into the belt. Her mouth was moving as if she wanted to say something, but no words came out.

“I'm sorry,” said Noah again and turned to leave, but Kate called out.

“Wait… I need to speak with Lord Everidge. Please tell him.”

“No madam. Believe me, it would make no difference.”


Chapter 8

The End of a Dynasty

After an uncomfortable night, Ethel woke her early with a cup of tea and, amid much groaning, helped her into her robe and down the stairs to Mr Locker for her morning ablutions. It felt like heaven when all the ironwork was removed from her body and she sank slowly into the warm, scented water, but it was all over too quickly and she was soon struggling back up the stairs to dress and begin her day.

Eveline’s only comment when she found out what had happened was, “He’s not at all like his father,” but then Kate remembered what she’d said about Lord Godfrey Everidge, his father, locking the late Lady Everidge in the same chastity belt that she now wore. It seemed to be somewhat of an Everidge tradition going back several generations.

Ethel, the cook, was even less help, saying that it wouldn’t be a bad thing if all young girls wore chastity belts, and the more secure they were, the better. All that day, Kate refused to walk outside, refused to walk anywhere if she could avoid it, and instead stayed in her room listening to the news and trying to distract herself with resistors, capacitors, and glowing glass valves. Irene was helpful inasmuch as she supplied drinks and meals, but otherwise found better things to do.

The next evening was similar to the one before, but with the added element that she now knew what to expect. She gave Noah a weak smile when he relieved her of the crotch panel with its twin integrated plugs and invited her to sit, and gazed at him trying to imagine what he was feeling at that moment. She was about to get a temporary respite, but him… The interconnecting door was swung shut and locked with Irene and most of Kate trapped in the inner chamber, whilst her hips and associated anatomical features were left in the outer chamber for Lord Everidge to use. What was then different was that the girls heard Lord Everidge through the closed door. He normally never raised his voice, but that evening they could hear him, although it was impossible to make out what he was saying. Whatever it was didn’t seem to materially affect the progress of the coupling session.

The spanking prequel went on much longer than before to the extent that it brought tears to Kate’s eyes, but then Lord Everidge entered her and the pain was lost in the blizzard of her sexual excitement.

Half an hour after activity ceased in the outer chamber, the interconnecting door swung open, Kate was released, and Noah refitted the belt complete with the auxiliary anal plug. Irene asked what the shouting was about, but Noah said it was no business of theirs and refused to supply any details. Kate redressed and they left, Kate with her sexual appetite temporarily sated, but her steps just as compromised as before.

The next day, the third day of July’s conception sessions, Kate had a surprise visitor: Noah tapped on her door late morning before entering, that in itself being an unusual occurrence, and he sat on the edge of the bed watching her at her workbench. She seemed to be working sums out in a notebook, but, as arithmetic wasn’t one of his abilities, he didn’t ask. He did, however, spend a lot of time looking at the collection of mysterious boxes and entangled electrical components littering the table top.

Kate kept snatching glances at him. She wasn’t sure why he was there. Was he still wearing his own little personal cage? She didn’t know and didn’t like to ask. In the end, she said, “Are you alright?”

He smiled and shrugged, which didn’t exactly answer the question, but it was enough. She returned his smile and they lapsed into silence, each with their own thoughts – comrades in adversity. It appeared that all he really wanted was some company with someone who knew of his ordeal without him having to explain.

“You have a strange hobby.”

“My father first got me interested when I was very young. We made a crystal radio together. The sound was very faint, but I could listen to the BBC broadcasting the news in bed at night.”

“A radio… I didn’t know that girls took an interest in that sort of thing. What are you playing with at present?”

Kate looked at him over the shoulder. “Playing?”

“Sorry, just a turn of phrase. What’s your current project?”

“I'm still looking at radio waves. That’s why I wanted the CRT. Radio waves are electro-magnetic waves just like light, only they have a much longer wavelength. They reflect off objects a bit like light too. I can beam a radio signal out the window and see the reflection of objects as a line on the screen.”

“Really… That sounds interesting.”

Kate turned on the power to her equipment and, after about twenty seconds, a dim glow appeared in a glass tube on the top of a small metal box on the windowsill and the screen of her CRT slowly illuminated green.

“This is a spark-gap radio transmitter,” she said pointing to the box on the windowsill.”

“There’s a wire hanging out the window,” said Noah.

“Oh, don’t tell Lord Everidge. It’s the transmitting antenna, but I don’t think he’d like to see it hanging down the side of the building.”

She clicked on a switch and a spark began to jump between two small metal posts next to the glowing valve at the rate of about a spark a second. “The spark sends out a click as a radio signal, and this is a directional radio aerial that listens to its reflection,” and she held up a metal tube about twelve inches long with a cable attached to the cap blanking one end. “The receiver works just like a crystal radio, only the signal is then amplified before it’s sent to the cathode ray tube which shows the reflection as a line on the screen. See… There’s the line if I point the receiver at the side of that building. Then, if I point it somewhere different, like at the barn over in the field, I get a different line,” and she pointed the tube at the barn. “The line is higher up the screen because the barn is further away and it takes more time for the reflection to reach the receiver.”

“It’s a much fainter line.”

“It’s further away so the signal’s not as strong.”

“And I can see lots of other lines.”

“Well, there’s lots of other things that reflect the signal like that wall and those buildings beyond the barn.”

“And you made all this yourself?”

“Of course. Who else is going to do it. Irene scrounges the parts I need from the odd-job man when he calls, or from the kitchen.”

“The kitchen…”

“Tin cans mainly, although she did get me a baking tray once that Ethel threw away. Most of the electrical valves and other components I brought from home.”

“Well, I think that’s astonishing, although I fail to see what you can do with all this. It might have more application if it could actually show a picture of what you're looking at rather than just a line, but then we have cameras that can do that.”

Kate shrugged. “Mine works in the dark…”

“Hmm… Interesting all the same.”

“D’you know, you're the first person to really show an interest in what I've been doing since I arrived here.”

“I find you intriguing.”

“And I thought you were only after my body.”

She knew as soon as she’d said it, it was the wrong to say.

The smile slipped from his face and he turned away declaring, “I must go.”

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean it come out like that. Please stay… He can't keep us like this forever.”

“If he should find out I'm here, he could make conditions much worse. In any case, he’ll be expecting his luncheon shortly. I have to go. I’ll see you later this afternoon in the coupling chamber.”

“Yes, of course. This afternoon then,” and she followed him to the door, closing it quietly after him.

✽    ✽    ✽

At five, Kate and Irene presented themselves at the door to the chamber to be met by a taciturn Noah looking inscrutable. He motioned them inside and invited Kate to disrobe without looking directly at her face, and his attitude unsettled her. Had she hurt him that morning by suggesting, even in jest, that he sought some sort of sexual from her, something that both of them knew was impossible? Was the imprisonment of his manhood more disconcerting for him than he would admit? After all, he’d now been locked away for five weeks… Her suspicions seemed confirmed when she removed her shirt and he averted his eyes from her now naked breasts.

She felt she could tell if she fell pregnant, and it hadn’t happened yet; one more opportunity and then. It started as it had for the last two days and she soon found herself gazing at Irene whilst, bifurcated by the oak door with her tail end already twitching with excitement, she was left swaying on the rubber dildo while Noah went to fetch Lord Everidge.

Forty minutes later, Mr Slappy was abruptly employed to ‘warm ‘er up’ and his service seemed to go on for hours until the tears were streaming down her face and her bottom was burning. Irene was more than aware of the rough treatment being applied in the other room and handled Kate carefully, cupping her breasts gently in her palms and trying to kiss away the pain of the prolonged spanking as her mistress frantically squirmed, but eventually the torture ceased and the dildo was pulled from its housing. It was still a while before she felt the lord’s erect penis tapping against her labia and then sliding within, but once it happened, it seemed Lord Everidge didn’t want to stop. He was moving within her for twenty minutes before he paused, and then started again for another ten.

Kate took longer to climax than usual, probably owing to the excessive spanking she’d endured, but once it did happen around about the fifteen-minute mark, it continued more or less for the entire time she was occupied. Lord Everidge did not achieve an orgasm and suddenly, without any warning, he was gone. An hour later, Kate was still sitting on the edge of the door and her legs were aching while Irene was sitting morosely on the floor and complaining she was hungry.

Then the top hinged panel was suddenly lifted from her back, the door unlocked and swung open, and she found herself thankfully sitting once more on the small bench.

“That’s it, then… Another month gone.”

“Indeed,” said Noah.

“I didn’t feel his lordship climax this time.”

“He did not.”

“Does that mean you'll have to do it for him?” piped up Irene and Noah gave her a scathing look.

“Katherine, I have something I need to tell you. I'm afraid that this month will likely be your last opportunity to conceive with his lordship. You’ve been attempting conception for five months now and Lord Everidge is not a patient person. What’s more, you must realise that you have disappointed him by your overt sexual adventures outside of his coupling chamber.” Noah looked sadly at Kate and slowly shook his head. “If you don’t become pregnant this time around, he’s decided to divorce you and marry someone more fertile.”

The news came as a surprise, but Kate found she wasn’t at all upset about it. In fact, her situation of late had become so untenable that she might welcome the idea of a complete break and a new start.

“Five months is not a long time for this sort of thing. In any case, why does he think it’s my fault I'm not pregnant?”

“I can only tell you what he’s decided. It’s not for me to say whether he’s right or wrong.”

“So, what do I do? What’s going to happen to me?”

“The divorce itself is a very simple procedure. Lord Everidge just needs to sign a form and send it off to the Marriage Registry Office and you’ll become Katherine Fletcher again. You’ll still be his property, of course, because he bought you from the bureau, but I suspect he’ll want to sell you on to recover some of that money.”

“So, I’m to be sold again?”

“He’ll take a loss, of course. You’ll be a lot less valuable to a new prospective husband because you're no longer a virgin and will have a record of failed fertility.”

“But at least I won't have to wear a chastity belt and have two great plugs inside me all the time.”

“That will be up to your purchaser, but I think it’s very unlikely.”

Kate gazed at him as the full consequence of this latest news filtered through her thoughts. “I could just be an ordinary housewife and live with a husband who loved me. I might not even have to wear shackles in the house… Lots of women don’t,” she said looking at Noah.

“I hoped you'd find the prospect to your liking.”

“I do,” she said and a smile crept across her face.

“You'll no longer be a titled lady.”

“It’s not all it’s cracked up to be. I can be an ordinary wife and sleep with a man who loves me as a woman and not just as a receptacle in which to grow an heir.

“And you will leave the estate…”

“You could buy me,” she declared without thinking.

“No, madam. I could not. Even if I had the money and his lordship would favour us with the sale, I would have no house to live in and no job to support us.”

Kate’s suddenly upbeat mood dropped like a stone.

“Does that mean you can remove the belt now he’s no longer interested in me?”

“I'm afraid not. Lord Everidge has given me no such instruction and none will be likely until after you condition has been established.”

“Until Mr Locker confirms my menstrual cycle has returns? Another two weeks then to endure these ridiculous restraints.”

“I regret to say that his lordship has instructed me to lock these on you,” and he held out a pair of handcuffs with wide steel bands and a short linking chain.

“What? Why do I need handcuffs?”

“That’s not for me to say, my lady. He just told me to replace the belt, keep your hands cuffed, and to lock you into your room.”

Noah released her wrists from the door clamps and she despondently offered them to him to accept the cuffs. Then he opened the shutters at her hips and she slid onto the floor, but then exclaimed, “I can't get dressed when my hands are cuffed.”

“No, madam. Lord Everidge mentioned that too. I'm afraid we just need to acknowledge that he’s most unhappy with you.”

✽    ✽    ✽

With the belt’s crotch panel reinstalled, she walked back to her room substantially naked beside Irene who seemed reluctant to make any sort of comment. Behind her, the cheeks of her bottom were bright red, but she seemed determined to show she’d not been cowered by her lord’s latest edicts and walked tall with as much dignity she could muster despite the fact that her breasts were bare, her iron chastity belt with its ancillary chains was exposed for all to see, and her steps were compromised by the twin plugs between her legs. Irene told her she’d find something to eat and locked her bedroom door as she left.

Kate found a shawl to wrap around shoulders and pulled on one of her skirts, but when Irene returned, she warned her that Lord Everidge had specified no clothes and that she risks further sanctions if he found out.

“You think he’s just trying to humiliate me?”

“Of course. I believe he thinks you’ve failed to keep your side of the bargain by not becoming pregnant and disgraced your position as Lady Everidge with your extramarital activities.”

“But it was you who encouraged me.”

“I'm not agreeing with him; I'm just telling you how things are, and how they're likely to remain until you're purchased by someone else. And don’t try to get around me; I can't afford to disobey anything his lordship says.”

Kate didn’t see anyone else until Irene brought her some breakfast in the morning, and then led her naked through the house to Mr Locker’s office for her daily wash and toilet break. Kate didn’t seem so self-assured walking along the corridors and down the stairs that morning as she was the evening before and couldn’t help but hear the stifled sniggers as they passed valets and chambermaids. Mr Locker didn’t react when he saw her, but then she reasoned he’d already been given his new instructions regarding her handcuffs.

Irene washed her and she enjoyed thirty minutes free from iron restraints before they were all refitted and she was sent on her way again only to be locked back in her room.

It took her a while to realise that during her absence that morning, someone had been in her room and removed all of her clothes. It was obviously on Lord Evberidge’s instructions and didn’t really come as a surprise; after all, she’d been told she wouldn’t be allowed clothes, but it did demonstrate how petty he could be and was just another example of his displeasure. Now, if she felt cold, her only option was to wrap herself in a blanket from the bed.

Irene brought her a cold ham salad and another cup of tea for lunch at one, but didn’t stay, and it was much later that a key turned in the door and she glanced at the clock: four o'clock, too early for supper. Noah entered and looked a little embarrassed when he announced that Lord Everidge would like to see her in the coupling chamber.

“Should we summon Irene?” she asked, but Noah shook his head.

In the chamber, Noah directed her to the seat cut into the panel of the interconnecting door and she looked at him confused: she was still wearing the full chastity belt. He just shrugged and helped her to clamber awkwardly up onto the ledge with her wrists still cuffed. He closed the shutters either side of her thighs, and only then uncuffed her hands so that he could clip them back to the surface of the door. Then he worked through the program just as before, folding the rear panel down over her back to complete her confinement and closing the door to shut all but her hips into the inner chamber.

In the outer room, she felt Noah unlock and withdrew the anal plug, but he made no attempt to remove any more of the belt. Then she waited. For an hour she waited with the iron belt and the leg bands weighing down her hips, but nothing else happened. Finally and rather unexpectedly, she felt a thin nozzle of some sort touch her anal muscle and inject a teacupful of what was probably vegetable oil into her through the belt’s anal ring.

There was no foreplay, no preamble, just the thrust of an erect penis pressing through her sphincter muscle into her rectum. Lord Everidge, for she supposed that’s who it was, had pushed himself through the aperture of her belt and into her body with a lunge that pressed her hips against the entrapping wooden portal. She sensed a salty taste in her mouth that wasn’t there before as his erection penetrated her bowels deeper than anything before and stretched her muscle with a girth greater than either Mary’s dildo or the belt’s anal plug. There was a sharp pain in her hips as the wood of the door pressed against her and, despite her broad width, she felt like she might pop out through the hole and scrabbled to steady herself, pushing back with her arms to ease the pressure on her hips.

Each time Lord Everidge lunged, Kate was pushed so violently that her breasts flew forward only to bounce back and, after a while, they began to ache. Behind her, the friction of his cock reciprocating rapidly through her anal muscle was at first also painful, but after perhaps half-a-minute, the pain faded and she relaxed as a tickling friction coupled with the strangely pleasant pumping motion within her abdomen threatened to overwhelm her. She found herself rocking back as he pressed forward to maximise the speed of penetration and gasping for breath as the frequency of his thrusts increased.

Mechanically, it was just the same as what Noah did all those weeks ago, but it didn’t feel the same. There was no compassion, no harmony; just lust.

Lord Everidge wasn’t going to stop… She could feel his hands gripping the chains to her thighs to give his thrusts more impetus and, as the minutes passed, his movements showed no sign of slowing. She was ready for him to suddenly burst semen into her and freeze while his orgasm spasmed, but it didn’t happen. He seemed to be endowed with limitless energy and he was expending it all in penetrating her arse.

And then he did stop. She could feel him gripping her tightly, but then his grip faded, his still erect penis slowly slipped out of her, and then he was gone. He’d given up the fight, decided perhaps that women were not for him, and retired to his cigars and whisky.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate didn’t hear anything from the outer chamber for the next two hours. It was as if they'd forgotten she was there and she was forced to wait uncomfortably until they remembered. She could hear movement in other parts of the house, muted voices and heavy footsteps, some running even, and she heard the sound of vehicles outside the main entrance.

The oil was slowly dribbling from her and she imagined the mess she was making on the floorboards, but it wasn’t her fault and she could do nothing about it. A clock struck seven somewhere and then something brushed against her skin in the outer chamber. She prepared herself for rejoining the world, but it was a false alarm because, once more, she was left alone and forgotten.

Finally, a positive touch against her hip. She felt the anal plug being pushed back into her and the click when it locked. The door panel above her back opened and she strained to see behind her through the portal, but she couldn’t turn her head enough. Then the door latch clicked and door slowly swung open, and there stood Irene.

“Where’s Noah? I've been stuck here ages.”

“He’s seeing to Lord Everidge.”

Irene was strangely subdued and there were tears in her eyes.

“What’s the matter?”

“It’s Lord Everidge. He’s dead. You’ve killed him”


Chapter 9

Walkies

Slowly, as if she was moving in a dream, Irene released Kate’s hands from the door clips and refitted the handcuffs. Kate was also in shock and it was only when she looked down at her wrists, she realised what Irene had just done.

“Was it you that pushed that anal plug back into me?”

Irene nodded.

“There’s no need for it now that Lord Everidge has died. And the handcuffs too…”

“Noah told me to. He said to take you back to your room.”

“Where is Noah?”

“I told you. He’s with Lord Everidge and the ambulance people. They're waiting for the doctor to get here to certify death.”

“I want to see him; Noah I mean, not Lord Everidge.”

“You can't. He’s busy,” and Irene almost pushed her through the door. Together they walked back to Kate’s room, Irene said she’d bring some food shortly, and then locked the door as she left.

Irene didn’t return, but two hours later, Noah did.

“He’s really dead then?”

Noah nodded. “The doctor said it was a heart attack brought on by overexertion. I think Irene blames you for his death.”

“She said that, but how could I help it? She’s even refitted the anal plug and these handcuffs when I don’t need them now. I don’t need the chastity belt now either.”

“Mr Locker told her to refit them. He says we should comply with Lord Everidge’s last wishes until the question of inheritance is settled and the new lord takes his rightful place, but that may be particularly complicated at present.”

“I'm to stay locked up like this?” she asked in horror.

“It may not be for long. The problem is that we don’t know whether you are carrying the new Lord Everidge in your uterus.” Kate looked stunned. This was something that hadn’t occurred to her. “There are several scenarios and each have different consequences. If you are pregnant, we’ll have to wait for the birth to determine the sex of the child and you're likely to be retained as you are now until you give birth. A girl child would be inconsequential and the inheritance would pass to the next of kin who would then determine the fate of both you and the child. If it’s a male child, then he will become the new Lord Everidge in due course with Mr Locker or Partridge acting as his guardian and caretaker of the manor in the meantime. In that circumstance, you will be retained in the manor as Dowager Lady Everidge to bring up the child in accordance with Mr Locker’s wishes. If, indeed, you prove to be not pregnant, then that will result in the easiest and fastest resolution: the late Lord Everidge’s brother Edward will inherit the title and the estate, and you, as an asset of the estate, will transfer all allegiance to the new lord. It will then be up to him to decide your future, and that will include a decision regarding how your present impedimenta could be removed or redefined. Meantime, neither I nor Mr Locker nor Partridge has any authority to alter the present arrangements. All may become much clearer in a couple of weeks if your period begins.”

“So, meantime I have to stay locked in my room.”

“No, madam. That’s not the case. Lord Everidge was aware that you would need exercise to stay healthy and left instructions with Irene that she should walk with you around the grounds every day.”

“I’d rather not. I find walking far a little taxing nowadays.”

Noah grinned at her dry humour. “I regret that the exercise is not optional.”

“And you?” Kate asked quietly.

“I am now relieved of the device. The key was in Lord Everidge’s waistcoat pocket and, as it was only he and you who were aware of my impediment, I merely removed it.”

“You're free,” she murmured and stepped closer, dropping her linked hands to press against the front of his trousers.

“Do you think this is wise, madam?”

Kate smiled and stretched up to reach his lips with hers.

“I cannot release any of your restraints; Mr Locker now holds all your keys.”

“I don’t care. I still want you,” and she dropped to her knees before him and began fumbling with his belt and flies. He assisted and soon his cock sprung free from the confines of his clothing and Kate pounced on it, grabbing it with both hands and feeding it into her urgent mouth.

Noah didn’t last long. He gazed down into her dark, doe-like eyes peering up at him from beneath her low fringe and held her head tighter, guiding her strokes to press himself ever deeper into her throat. And then the orgasm overwhelmed him and he held her steady to ejaculate into her mouth, filling her cheeks while she sucked and pressed his cock against her palate with her tongue. The stimulation was too much for him and he pushed her away to jet the second and third coming onto her face and hair.

His hands relaxed and she gently sucked on him until he was flaccid before struggling to her feet, grinning from ear-to-ear.

“So, we have another two weeks like this and then I get a new master; perhaps even a new husband.”

“I think that’s unlikely in the short term; Edward Everidge is already married.”

“Oh…” was her only comment as another quantum of data was added to her store of knowledge. “Two weeks and then who knows… I may become the favoured Dowager Lady Everidge and live graciously like Eveline, and then we could become a proper couple.”

She grinned at him and wanted to kiss, but he told her she needed to wash and she turned to the small basin in the cubicle of her room.

When she emerged, he was gone.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate never did get anything to eat that evening and it was nine the next morning when Irene eventually brought breakfast. They went to Mr Locker immediately afterwards for Kate’s daily ablutions and once more, she was obliged to walk through the house essentially naked, but then luxuriated in a warm bathtub free of all restraints.

“I understand Noah has explained to you what’s going to happen in the next two or three weeks,” said Locker.

Kate nodded. “I'm going to be kept as a prisoner until I have my next period.”

“We need to know who the next lord is going to be before we can proceed.”

“But why must I abide by the edicts of a dead lord?”

“I would ask that you to grant your husband more respect, madam. To answer your question, the only person who can revoke the late lord’s demands is the new lord or, in the case of an infant child, his guardian. In the meantime, you must abide by the late lord’s wishes and one of his wishes was that your lady’s maid should take you on a daily walk around the estate.” Locker turned to Irene. “Do you intend for that to happen now?”

“It’s warm and sunny at present, so yes.”

“In that case, I will configure her restraints accordingly.”

“No, wait. We can't go now; I'm not dressed.”

“And not being clothed is one of the late lord’s requirements. Another is that you must have your wrists clipped to your waist so that the estate workers become aware of your innate character.”

“He means that everyone can see what a slut you are,” explained Irene.

“But I'm not a slut. How can you say that?”

“Madam, whether or not you are indeed a slut is irrelevant,” said Locker. “The late lord believed so and has left very specific instructions that include using a muzzle in the event that you complain and towing you behind a tractor if you refuse to walk.”

Kate staggered back as the full implications of the late lord’s edicts became apparent. “I’ll be good,” she murmured quietly.

“Good. In that case, let’s refit this belt and Irene can replace your shoes for you.”

✽    ✽    ✽

The warm sunshine was little consolation; Kate was still shivering with shame and anxiety as Irene led her through the house and out of the main entrance by a leash clipped to her collar, and with her hands bunched together at her waist, she had no way to cover herself. She tried to proceed as smoothly as possible, but her internal plugs and her shoes chosen specifically for their inconveniently tall heels adversely affected her gait, and without the use of her arms for balance, her progress resulted in an exaggerated wiggling of her hips and swinging of her upper body that only drew attention to her bare bum and naked breasts. She looked straight ahead as she followed Irene past two tittering chambermaids, drawn along by the leather leash on a route preplanned to maximise her humiliation.

There was no doubt that Irene’s attitudes towards her mistress had changed dramatically with the late lord’s death, although it’s doubtful she really blamed Kate for his demise. More likely was that she remembered him with an affection that jarred with Kate’s own views and that, in turn, polarised their positions.

Irene took Kate down the long drive before turning left at the gate to skirt the south pasture, round the lake, and then back along the drive again. Once out of the house, they met few people, a few farm workers and a couple of leisure fishermen who felt at liberty to tell Irene what they thought of her pet.

Back in the house, Mr Locker released her cuffs from her waistband and Irene took her back in her room where she flopped down on the bed and, finally, allowing her emotions to surface, she cried. She’d tried to be a good wife, doing her best and complying with what was asked of her without complaint, but was stymied at every turn. It wasn’t her fault the Lord Everidge preferred other men or that his heart wasn’t up to the job. It probably wasn’t even her fault that she wasn’t pregnant because she complied scrupulously with directions and even climaxed to order. What more could she have done? But now, here she was, chained up worse than a rabid dog and humiliated by naked walks around the estate on a leash.

Fourteen more days and then she’d know; they'd all know.

That afternoon, Kate half expected to see Noah, but he never arrived. Irene brought her meals, but told her that she had much to do and didn’t stay, leaving Kate alone for the rest of the afternoon with her glowing valves and the squeaky sound of the crystal radio with its never-ending news of conflict and violence on the continent.

Supper brought by an over-excited Irene and then nothing until morning brought Irene with tea and new humiliation. At least Irene was happy. She couldn’t stop chattering all the way around the lake about how she might benefit from a new lord and the fresh opportunities it might bring.

“I could be made housekeeper and then Ethel the cook would have to be nice to me.”

The present staff didn’t include a housekeeper, but who knows? The new lord might want a bigger staff and the Irene could be the obvious choice – so long as he didn’t bring favoured staff with him to Everidge.

“I have one of the bigger rooms, perhaps with my own sitting room, and I could get married.”

She was chatting excitedly when the returned to the house and Kate was led back to her room.

“I haven't had any breakfast yet,” Kate reminded her.

“No… Alright, I’ll see what I can arrange. Perhaps Mary could bring you an egg. I can't. I'm expecting Noah in a few minutes so I need to go.”

“Noah…” exclaimed Kate with surprise.

“I know you're sweet on him, but, well… It’s not as if you can really entertain a man, can you? He knows you're all plugged up and then you're going to be sold, so there’s really no future for him with you. I, on the other hand…” and she lifted the hem of her black skirts to show Kate her naked vulva and giggled. “Seems he might prefer girls after all…”

Kate just stood with her mouth open as Irene almost skipped from the room, locking the door behind her.

The news hit Kate hard and she sat despondently staring out of the window at the shadows of clouds crossing the pasture. Ethel walked up the drive carrying a shopping bag and Comings left in the Daimler. Across the field, she could just make out figures moving around the lake, fishermen perhaps, and later that afternoon, she noticed deer apparently unconcerned that they might be seen.

It was Mary who brought her the evening meal. She knocked politely before unlocking the door and then looked embarrassed when she placed the tray on the work bench with a small curtsy.

“Where’s Irene?” asked Kate, but Mary either didn’t know or was afraid to say. She left and there were no more visitors that evening.

Irene brought her a cup of tea the next morning, placing it carefully on the bedside table before looking about the room at the bare cupboards and empty drawers. The work bench was still full of electronic components and instruments, but she just smiled at that.

“Did you have a good day yesterday?” asked Kate.

“Yes, madam. Comings took us to the town to do some shopping and Noah bought me a new frock. Would you like to see it?”

“No thank you.”

“It’s sunny this morning so you won't need a cape for your walk…”

Irene took Kate to Mr Locker for her morning wash, but for the first time didn’t stay. Iris, Mr Locker’s diminutive wife, helped Kate to wash and afterwards helped her husband refit the belt and other metal hardware, leaving her prepared for her daily promenade with her hands clipped to the belt’s waistband. Irene returned, Iris passed her Kate’s leash, and they set off through the house and down the drive at a brisk pace, Irene apparently having better things to do. The duo now took to walking in line, Irene in front of Kate and trailing the leash behind instead of walking beside her; a small but telling change to their respective status.

At the same time each morning, straight after her bath, Irene led her on her daily constitutional around the lake, sometimes naked and sometimes covered by a short cape to give some protection from the rain. During these occasions, the house staff took to lining the hall to watch her progress. Even Ethel the cook would sometimes watch her pass with tuts and the shaking of her head, but the other staff just found the spectacle amusing.

That then set the pattern for the next two weeks and little changed. Kate didn’t meet Noah once during that period, but that doesn’t mean she was short of news. Irene took great delight in telling her of their mutual adventures, both daytime outings and nighttime frolics, and Kate stoically endured the painful experiences.

Fourteen days… That’s how long Kate had to wait to discover her future and the time crept by at a snail’s pace. Locker insisted that she should remain cuffed at all times, which made everything from eating to working with her electronics that much harder. Her father had sent her a letter asking how she was getting on and if he could visit. He’d heard of the lord’s demise and wanted to know how it would affect her and she wrote back telling him that the visit would be premature because inheritance had yet to be established and inconvenient because the estate was fully occupied with matters of probate. In truth, of course, she didn’t want her father to see her under her present circumstances and asked him to wait until the new lord was ensconced in his new home.

Fourteen days after the late lord’s death and to her immense relief, Kate’s menstrual cycle begun, but it didn’t seem to change anything other than it meant extra visits to Mr Locker. Days passed and nobody seemed to know anything about the new Lord Everidge, and then, a week later and after Edward Everidge was confirmed as lord of the estate, everything changed. Irene and Kate saw the Rolls glide along the drive to the main house while they were on their way back from the lake, and by the time they arrived back at the house, only the chauffeur was outside. They entered through the main entrance en route to Mr Locker’s office, but the lobby was full of people, one of whom announced in a loud voice, “Ah, the wanderers return. You must be Irene and this the Dowager Lady Everidge?”

Edward Everidge, new lord of Everidge Manor, was smiling at Kate and looking dapper in a sharp white suit and waistcoat with a white shirt and sky-blue cravat. He was several years younger than his brother and appeared totally different in appearance, character, and style. He was just as tall, had considerably more hair on the top of his head, but less on his face because he lacked the late lord’s magnificent moustache. He was considerably stouter too, with a waist larger than his chest. But the main difference that struck Kate was his character: he was smiling and the late lord never smiled. He was standing at the end of a long line of staff starting with Mr Locker, Ethel, and Noah looking as inscrutable as ever. Kate had never been introduced to several of the other staff, others she’d seen but didn’t know their names, but now they all stared at the exchange happening before their eyes.

“Good morning, Lord Everidge,” said Kate. “I am Lady Katherine Everidge, wife of the late lord.”

Everidge turned to grin at the assembled line of staff before turning back to Kate and shamelessly allowing his eyes to roam over her body to take in all aspects of the heavy, blackened chains. “Well, Lady Katherine Everidge, meet Lady Rose Everidge, wife of the present lord.”

His wife stepped out from behind her husband and smiled at Kate. She was small, particularly small when compared with her husband, but what she lacked in stature was more than compensated by her appearance. Her face had the look of a cherub with big, round eyes, plump, scarlet-coloured lips, and a narrow chin all framed by tight, fair curls. She was young, probably not much older than Kate, and her trim little body looked cute in a short summer frock with bare arms and legs, ankles free of any form of restraint.

“Oh look…” Her voice was high-pitched like a child’s and she clapped her hands together with glee. “She’s got lovely titties.”

“That she has,” agreed Edward. “Tell me, Lady Katherine Everidge, why are you all chained up like that?” but before Kate could answer, Irene spoke for her.

“It’s to prevent anyone but Lord George Everidge copulating with her because he wanted to keep his bloodline pure and to stop her playing with herself.”

“Did she play with herself a lot then?” asked Rose.

“Oh, yes. Whenever she could.”

“Irene…” exclaimed Kate, but Irene was just getting into her stride.

“It’s why her chastity belt has bands around her thighs to stop her opening her legs and plugs on the inside to fill up her cunny and arse. The front one stops her sliding it aside to get to her clit and the back one stops her pushing a dildo into herself. Lord Everidge said she was bringing the family name into disrepute. He said that if she behaves like an animal, she should be treated like one and that’s why she’s not wearing clothes and I have to take her for walks every day.”

“It’s not like that at all, Lord Everidge,” cried an exasperated Kate.

“What’s it like then?” asked Edward.

“I… I don’t think Lord Everidge liked women very much.”

“I don’t see anyone else here locked into a chastity belt, especially one as heavy-duty as yours. And it’s equipped with the plugs your maid described? Why is that?”

Kate remained silent as the answers she sought remained elusive.

“I can understand why he wouldn’t want his bloodline diluted, although that does seem to be an extreme solution.”

“It’s his mother’s chastity belt,” volunteered Irene. “In fact, it’s generations old; an Everidge heirloom.”

“Really… And did you manage to circumvent it?” he asked Kate.

“I did partially before the front phallus was installed, my lord, but Irene helped me.”

“And the plug at the back?”

“I didn’t ever use that dildo,” she said, although that was not strictly true. “I forgot I even had it. Oh, please, Lord Everidge… Please remove this belt.”

Rose tugged at his jacket to attract his attention and he bent low to hear her whisper. He nodded, stood up straight again, and smiled at the line of servants.

“I pride myself in being a modern, progressive man, as you can tell from the fact that Rose is not shackled here on the estate.” He smiled at Rose. “I even approve of her wearing the latest Paris fashions,” and he gestured towards the skimpy dress she had on. “So, I would like to make an announcement. From now on, I do not require female members of the estate’s staff to be shackled whilst on estate property.”

Whilst Ethel and many of the male staff looked disapproving, all the women from Irene and the other chambermaids right down to Mary, the scullery maid, looked delighted. Kate looked just as happy and excited as anyone else until Edward Everidge spoke to her directly. “And as for you, my dear, I will consider your future in the next day or two.”

“My future? Are you not going to remove my restraints? I don’t need them now.”

“Whether or not you still need them will be my decision and I don’t need you to tell me what to do.” He turned to Irene: “Take your mistress back to her room and then go with the others to see Mr Locker to have your shackles removed.”

“Yes, Lord Everidge. Thank you, Lord Everidge,” and she gave Kate’s leash a little tug to get her moving again.


Chapter 10

Rose Intervenes

Holly could hardly believe what had just happened. All the women will have their restrictive chains removed except her, and hers were the most restrictive of all. Irene locked her into her room heedless of the fact that she still had her wrists locked to her belt, and hurried away to Mr Locker leaving Kate sitting on the edge of her bed looking at her electronics, but unable to actually do anything. Beyond her door, there was laughter and running footsteps, but nobody called at her door until three that afternoon.

“Good afternoon, Lady Everidge. May we come in?” asked Edward peeping around the door.”

“Please do, my lord.”

He was followed through the door by Lady Rose Everidge and a broadly smiling Irene who was almost skipping without her shackles.

“Irene tells me that it would be normal to release your wrists from their present restraints and instead just use cuffs.”

“It would be normal not to use anything.”

“Then why did my brother have you in cuffs?”

“He was cross with me for no good reason. He thought I was indulging in anal sex with a dildo and I wasn’t. And even if I had been, for him to complain was hypocritical.”

“So, my brother was unreasonable and a hypocrite?”

“Well, yes, I think he was.”

“What about you, Irene? Do you think my brother was unreasonable?”

“Your brother was a good and wise man, my lord. He was always very good to me.”

“That’s hardly the point, Irene,” said Kate. “You know what his attitude towards me was right from the start.”

“And you know that’s only because you were his wife and he didn’t want anyone else impregnating you. You should have been proud to wear something with such a long history.”

“Well, you wear it then.”

Irene grinned as she gazed down at the heavy iron belt between her legs and the supplementary chains around her thighs. “I’m only a maid; I don’t get to wear such noble accoutrements.” She pronounced the word slowly, pleased with her grammatical skills. “Anyway, it suits you much better than me. It goes with your pale, anaemic skin.”

“Now, now, ladies. Let’s not start getting catty. We’ve come to talk to Katherine about her future; not to fight. Now, Katherine, my wife Rose has been talking with Mr Locker and he tells her that you're in excellent health partly because you have all the metalwork removed every morning to wash and have vegetable oils rubbed into your skin, and then Irene exercises you by taking you for a walk. It seems to me that your welfare has been carefully considered. What’s more, Rose has also reminded me that as I intend to sell you, it’ll be in my interest to preserve what little fidelity you have left.”

“Please, Lord Everidge… Please don’t leave me in this belt. It’s driving me mad.”

“And how’s that?”

“I can't move… I can't move without stimulating myself, and then I can't do anything about it and get frustrated.”

“And you believe your frustration should override my requirement to keep you virtuous.”

“Oh, God… You can't do this to me.”

The conversation was just going round in a circle, so Lord Everidge tried a different tack: “Madam, can you explain to me why anyone would want to buy you? What value do you have?”

“She makes toys,” piped up Irene.

“Toys? What sort of toys?”

“Show him your ‘Jack-in-a-box’.”

“It’s not really a jack-in-a-box,” said Kate.

“Nevertheless, I should like to see it,” said Edward Everidge and he unlocked her wrists from her thigh bands. Kate sighed and retrieved the shoebox sized case from the bottom of the wardrobe, conscious that both Rose and Irene were quietly giggling as she reached awkwardly into the wardrobe with clicking chains, a bare bum, and swaying tits while her visitors were fully dressed.

Undeterred, she plugged the small box into a wall socket and switched it on. The small flap on its top surface flipped open and a lever appeared holding a small metal ball.

“Try to catch the ball,” suggested Irene and Everidge reached out for it. He got within a couple of inches when the flap popped open again, the ball disappeared, and the flap snapped shut. He grinned and as he took his hand away, the ball reappeared.

“Let me try,” cried Rose and then giggled again when the same thing happened.

“And you made this,” asked Lord Everidge.

“She did,” said Irene. “Invented it all by herself.”

“I didn’t really invent it. The principle has been known for a long time. The ball is just acting like a capacitor and when your hand nears it, it changes the capacitance of the circuit and triggers a switch.”

“It’s a clever device,” admitted Everidge. “But what practical use does it have?”

“You could use it as a doorbell. Visitors wouldn’t need to touch the button, just wave their hand in front of it,” said Irene.

Everidge laughed. “So, instead of a button, you’d use that box of electrical components to sense the person. Doesn’t seem worth the effort to me.”

“Don’t be so damning. It’s a lovely little toy. Can I have it?” asked Rose.

“Be my guest,” said Kate. “I’ve been working on radio reflections. I can see the reflections from all sorts of things on the cathode ray screen.”

Lord Everidge looked interested, so she turned on the scope and pointed the aerial out of the window.

“What am I looking at here, then?” he asked staring at the tiny screen with a series of faintly flashing, horizontal lines stacked on top of each other.

“They're radio reflections. The lines at the top of the screen correspond to those buildings in the distance and the lower ones will be features like those barns and the grass bank at the side of the road.”

“Again, interesting, but absolutely no use to anyone. I can see those things with my own eyes much clearer than your little flashing lines.”

“That’s true, but…”

“Honestly, Katherine, I'm impressed with your obvious knowledge, but it’s of no use to me, so I shall be offering you to the marriage market. Meantime,” and he glanced back at Rose at that point, “I think we ought to preserve your fidelity as best we can. It would be a disaster if you became pregnant now.”

The news of her proposed sale wasn’t unexpected nor altogether unwelcome. She saw no future for her on the estate other than as some sort of servant, but becoming someone else’s wife could open up a whole new life for her. On the down side, it was now obvious that Lord Everidge wasn’t going to remove her belt, partly, she suspected, because a pregnancy at that late stage could raise eyebrows and complicate the smooth transfer of his inheritance.

“Well, the anal plug then… That can't affect a possible pregnancy, and can I start wearing clothes again?”

Rose answered before Lord Everidge had the chance. “We’ll leave things just as they are. The late lord had a reason for everything and we shouldn’t start changing things until we know more about the circumstances.”

“But…” began Kate.

“No buts. Tell her Edward. She’ll just have to struggle along with everything until the sale.”

Edward Everidge was a little taken aback by his wife’s forthright manner with a decision that was only his to make. He glared at her, but then turned back to Kate with a compromise. “I'm willing to allow you to move around without the handcuffs when you're in your room, but otherwise, the late lord’s conditions shall prevail; is that clearly understood?” he asked looking first at Kate and then Irene.

“Not so bad, then,” said Irene when they were left alone in Kate’s room. “You’ve got your hands free so you can play with your electrical toys and you’ll soon have a new husband.”

“I wonder how much longer I’ll be here.”

“The marriage bureau is every month, although I think it’s too late to catch this month. Never mind; six weeks or so at the outside and then maybe you’ll get a real cock instead of that iron one.” Then a mischievous grin crossed her face. “As it happens, I'm off to find one now… Noah’s waiting for me in his rooms.”

Irene was too late; Kate was cried-out as far as Noah was concerned. She watched Irene leave and lock the door, and then pulled on a woollen cardigan. Irene was right: things could have been a lot worse.

✽    ✽    ✽

The next morning, Kate was awake early and lay in bed thinking about what was to come, first a soak in a warm bath with nothing to weigh her down and then the humiliating walk through the grounds. At least, that day was warm and sunny. She was at pains not to let the other staff know how much the experience affected her self-esteem and one way of doing that was to not drop her standards more than she could help. So, the day’s first task, even before breakfast, was wash her hair and face in her own basin and then to dry and pin-up her hair before she applied the day’s face makeup. It was a small token of rebellion, but it made her feel better about the forthcoming walk with all its ignominious overtones.

Mary brought her scrambled eggs on toast and a cup of tea, and then Irene took her down to Mr Locker’s office. Locker removed her ironwork, allowed her some privacy in the toilet, and then the bathtub was all ready for her in the back room with warm water, perfumed soap, and Iris.

Kate towelled herself dry and rubbed some of Ethel’s vegetable oil between her legs where the belt was tightest, and then stood with her eyes closed while Locker refitted everything from her collar to her shackles, including clipping her wrists to her waistband. Irene arrived then and clipped the leash to her collar, but then just grinned at her.

“What’s so funny?” asked Kate.

“I'm just here to watch… You’ve got a new walker today.”

“And she wants you wearing this,” said Locker behind Irene. He was holding up a muzzle.

“I don’t need that. I never make a sound.”

“All the same, this is what you must wear…”

As if being naked apart from a pair of inappropriate shoes and the iron belt wasn’t enough, now she must wear a muzzle like an animal. She rattled her wrist cuffs against the metal waistband in frustration and would have stamped her foot if Locker hadn’t looked at her so fiercely.

Irene was still grinning. “It'll only be for the walk. I'm sure she’ll take it off as soon as you get back.”

“Who?” asked Kate.

“Me,” said Rose behind her. “I thought I'd take my new pet for her walk today, but I want you looking the part.”

“With a muzzle?”

“Exactly. Do you have a problem with that?”

Rose was already looking the part with a matching woollen kilt and waistcoat over a silk blouse with rugged walking shoes. Kate’s expression was one of shock, but as she looked at Rose’s half-smile, it morphed into one of submission. There was nothing in her arsenal with which she could possibly fight this injustice. “No, Lady Everidge,” she said and her defeat was absolute.

“Open,” growled Locker and pressed the rubber ball into her mouth behind her teeth. The square of leather backing the ball completely covered her lips and leather straps crossed her cheeks and crown to buckle together behind her neck. The last strap went under her chin to ensure she couldn’t open her mouth and her humiliation was complete. Rose took the leash from Irene and gave it a little tug.

“Come. Walkies…” and Kate stumbled forward.

✽    ✽    ✽

Rose was not the most considerate of carers. Without a thought for Kate’s dignity, she’d stop to chat with estate staff. Their responses were always polite and respectful, but their eyes were always on Kate. They followed the same route as always along the gravelled drive to the field gate with Kate trailing behind on the leash, but once in the field, Rose pulled Kate into a trot along the uneven grass track. With her hands held at her waist, shackled ankles, and inappropriate shoes, Kate found the going difficult, but the spectacle amused the workers in the field.

Rose’s walk became the established routine, every day the same: an hour excursion around the lake with Rose resting for fifteen minutes on a bench to throw bread to the ducks, and while Kate stood patiently waiting in silence, Rose would chat about anything and everything. That first day, Kate learnt how she met and married Edward three years before, not via a marriage bureau, but through old-fashioned courting, and she described in detail how she engineered the seduction in such a way that Edward believed it was his doing. Edward was an artist and she began as his life model; now she was his life’s work and, as Lady Everidge, she intended to enjoy every minute of it.

“You see, I don’t get you at all, Katherine. Just look at you, all sealed up with every orifice plugged so you can't do anything, can't have any fun at all. That’s the difference between us: I'm strong and know how to get my own way and you're weak, and just look where that’s got you.”

Every day, Kate would learn a little more about the new Lord and Lady Everidge, whereas Rose would learn nothing about Kate because she was always kept muzzled until Rose delivered her back to Mr Locker.

Seven days after Rose took over Kate’s exercise duties, things changed: after the walk, she wasn’t taken to Mr Locker, but to Rose’s private room. Rose closed the door and then lounged on the bed she shared with Edward Everidge, grinning at her new pet.

“I've got your keys,” announced Rose and teased Kate by shaking a small bunch at her. “What would you like me to unlock?” She pushed herself from the bed and moved closer. “What about your muzzle? If I remove that, you'll be able to tell me how grateful you are for the walks.”

Kate wasn’t sure she was at all grateful for that and gave a noncommittal grunt.

“What about your hands then? If I unlock them, you'll be able to toy with your pretty little titties,” and she cupped one in her palm to roll its nipple under her thumb. “Then again, I suppose you spend all day playing with them as you can't get to anything else… What about if I take this away?” and she tapped a key against the cast iron crotch plate to make a loud clinking sound. Kate suddenly became very animated and began nodding.

“Yes, you'd like that, wouldn’t you? I’ll tell you what: I’ll unlock your crotch panel and maybe I’ll even give your fanny a little rub, but you’ve got to promise to do something for me, and for that, I am going to have to remove your muzzle too. Deal?”

Kate nodded and Rose grinned while she unlocked and unbuckled the muzzle, and was rewarded with a quiet, “Thank you.”

“We are clear about this, aren't we? I’ll take away the crotch panel so we can get to your fanny, but then you have to do me.”

“Quite clear…”

“Good,” and she turned Kate around to first remove the anal plug and unfasten the back padlock. Kate, now breathing heavily, turned around again and watched while Rose fitted the key into the front lock and the panel, complete with its integral dildo, dropped away.

Kate looked confused when Rose passed the thick cord belt of her dressing gown between her legs and then scooted back onto her bed again, dragging Kate along with her. Without a word, she lay back with her head on the pillow and wriggled up the kilt she was wearing until it was wrapped around her waist. She was wearing no underwear and her pubic mound was covered in a thin, fair down that hardly seemed to be there at all. Then she gave the cord a little tug to encourage Kate to climb onto the bed and squirm her way between Rose’s legs, bouncing like a beached fish with her hands still locked to her waist.

“Go for it,” murmured Rose and drew her knees up whilst, at the same time, pulling on the dressing gown cord and jiggling it back and forth between Kate’s labia and over her clit with a little wiggling sawing motion. It wasn’t what Kate was expecting, but it did the trick and, as she licked and sucked at Rose, so her own excitement built.

Kate orgasmed and continued doing so until Rose came too and then they both rested, Kate with her head on Rose’s thigh. She’d just began contemplating the refitting of her belt when Rose tugged on the cord and whispered, “Again, sweetie. Do me again and this time suck harder,” and she pressed her hands on the back of Kate’s head.

✽    ✽    ✽

Rose reinstated her belt and took her to her room once she’d finished with her and left Kate sitting on her bed trying to reassess what had just happened. She was used by Rose, but at least she got an orgasm out of the deal, two actually, and now she was back in her room no worse off than she would usually have been with her hands free and no muzzle. All-in-all, it was a positive experience, which was just as well because over the next week, it happened twice more after a walk. In addition, Rose visited her in her room twice during the afternoons for a similar service. Similar, but not the same because during those visits, the service Rose expected was concluded with Kate’s hands free, but without removing her belt and, thus, Kate considered those experiences overall to be negative. Although the act caused her arousal to soar, she was denied her own orgasm and Rose left her miserably frustrated.

It was the seventh day that Rose led her around the lake that fate once more intervened to complicate her future. It all started with an innocent-looking meeting as they returned along the estate’s long gravel drive. An open-topped sports car stopped beside Rose and its driver leant on the window ledge to grin at Rose and leer at Kate being dragged along in her wake.

“Ian,” cried Rose excitedly. “I haven't seen you in ages. What are you doing here?”

“Just a social call. Didn’t Edward tell you I was coming?”

“Never mentioned a word. How long are you staying?”

“Oh, I don’t know; a week or so. Who’s your pet?”

“Oh, that’s the old Lady Everidge, wife of Edward’s late brother. I’m just giving her some exercise.”

“Why’s she all locked up like that?”

“I think Edward wants to sell her and doesn’t want her to get pregnant.”

“Seems a bit of an extreme solution.”

“Actually, it was the late lord that locked her up like this, not Edward. Apparently, she was a bit of a harlot and he had to control her.”

“Was she sucking off all the staff then?”

Rose giggled. “No, the muzzle was my idea. I thought if I was going to take her for a walk every day like a pet puppy, she should look the part.”

“Hmm… Nice tits and bum. If he’s serious about selling her, I might be tempted to put in a bid for her myself. Does she do road tests?”

“If you want to try her out, you'll have to ask Edward. I doubt he’d mind if you just wanted her to blow you.”

He looked down the drive towards the distant house. “Hop in; I’ll give you a lift. You can hook her lead onto the back of the car.”

Rose giggled again. “No, that’s alright. We’ll walk. I think my pet would have trouble keeping up; she doesn’t run very fast.”

“That’s Ian Wheatley,” said Rose to her mute companion as the car disappeared in a shower of dust and gravel. “He’s so much fun; you'll like him.”

Rose, anxious to meet up with her old friend, took Kate straight to her room when they arrived at the house and she saw nobody else until Mary brought her lunch. Rose and Ian Wheatley entered her room later that afternoon and Rose looked disparagingly at the woollen cardigan Kate was wearing.

“Are you supposed to be wearing clothes. I thought nudity was one of Edward’s requirements.”

“Only outside my room,” although Lord George Everidge had not actually said as much.

“Well, take that off now; Ian wants to see your titties again.”

“I must say, she is a magnificent shape. I particularly like the fact they're so soft and wobble when she moves. Not all women do, you know.”

“I do,” said Rose.

“Yes, yours are pretty too, my dear.”

“We bring news,” said Rose. “You know already that Lord Everidge has decided to sell you on, so you'll probably get a nice new husband or at least a new master, hopefully with a high sex drive. What will come as news is that Edward has arranged for a couple to come and view you tomorrow afternoon. Ian is also interested and I thought you could pique his interest more by blowing him.”

“What now?”

“Of course, now. Do you have something more important you have to do? He’s quite a catch, a man of power and means, so take your time and do him properly.”

Kate looked from Rose to Ian and both were looking expectantly back. Rose sat on the edge of the bed and smiled; Ian remained standing so Kate dropped to her knees in front of him and began unfastening the buttons of his fly. He was still partly flaccid, but she worked her left hand under his balls whilst holding his penis in her right and licked the tip, and in no time at all he extended and stiffened, growing to fill her mouth. Now Ian was smiling too as he wrapped his hand in her hair and gazed down into her up-turned face, happy to allow her to choose her own speed and stroke. Kate sucked hard on his soft glans and then bobbed forward to drive his cock deeper into her mouth and press him against her palate with her tongue.

“She’s good, isn't she?” asked Rose. “I knew she would be because that belt she’s wearing is keeping all the lust inside like bubbles in a champagne bottle.”

Ian wasn’t listening. He had his eyes closed and his hips were beginning to move in opposition to Kate’s bobbing head. Slowly, he gave a long moan, his fist tightened around her hair, and he began driving her harder and faster onto his cock until its entire length was consumed by her throat with each thrust. She started making strangled, guttural sounds, but Ian’s rhythm, if anything, got faster still until, with a long, low sigh, he pressed her face against his abdomen and exploded semen into her throat. It was probably twenty or thirty seconds before he eased the pressure to allow her to back away, after which she swallowed frantically and breathed once more.

He still had hold of her head while she sucked him clean and then he dropped her and stepped back. Kate fell back onto her haunches and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“You did well, girl. Very proficient.”

“Do you think you'll put in a bid?” asked Rose.

Ian shrugged. “Maybe. Mrs Wheatley and I could use her as a sort of maid, but she’d have to stay in the married quarters; she wouldn’t be allowed in the camp, so she’d be by herself for quite a lot of the time,” he said absently while he tucked himself away and fastened up his trousers. “I'd have to devise some way to stop her straying.”

Kate stared at him. A military man, and already married at that; she hadn’t realised. Sex slave to two people and it sounded like she’d be confined for long periods. She didn’t like the sound of that at all and now wished she hadn’t been quite so thorough with his cock.

“Well,” said Rose looking smug. “You may well become Mr and Mrs Wheatley’s favourite if you're lucky. Did you thank Ian?”

She wasn’t sure she felt very thankful, but murmured a subdued, “Thank you, Mr Wheatley,” just to please Rose.

✽    ✽    ✽

Rose and Ian Wheatley turned up together at Mr Locker’s office the following morning to walk Kate and Wheatley watched enraptured as Locker refitted her belt and finally slotted home the anal plug. Up to that point, he’d not appreciated the implications of the belt, but now found the way she was obliged to wiggle with each step to be a delight to watch and even more so when Rose coaxed her into a jog. They followed the usual route with Rose and Wheatley chatting quietly while Kate followed mutely behind at the end of the leash. Rose stopped at the secluded bench and hooked the leash onto the usual branch above Kate’s head. Then the two them sat close together and began whispering.

Kate couldn’t hear what they were saying, but their body language gave the game away. If Rose picking imaginary fluff from Wheatley’s jacket in between preening her hair wasn’t enough of a tell, Wheatley sliding his hand up inside her skirt couldn’t be mistaken.

Before long, Wheatley stood and, much to Kate’s surprise and consternation, tied a scarf around her eyes to blindfold her. Now, she could see nothing, but she knew exactly what they were doing by the quiet sighs and giggles.

Across the lake some quarter of a mile away, Lord Edward Everidge was standing with his old gamekeeper. He had with him his binoculars and he knew what they were doing too.


Chapter 11

A New Life

That afternoon, Rose entered Kate’s room carrying an item of equipment that Kate didn’t recognise. “Mr and Mrs Bartlett-West have arrived. They're with Ian talking to Edward at present and will be along shortly. As you're well away from ovulation, Edward’s given them and Ian permission to try you out. It’s one of the advantages private sales have over the marriage bureau; they wouldn’t be able to do this while you're up on that stage.”

Kate was unperturbed; it was no more than she expected, but the fact that they were another married couple was perplexing.”

“Mr and Mrs?”

“Apparently. Perhaps they just want a maid; I'm not really sure. But they’ve given me this and asked me to fit it to you,” and she held up a short telescopic bar with a leather tube attached at either end.

“What is it?”

“I think it just holds your arms. Here… put your right elbow into the tube,” and she held the device up to her right side. Kate folded her arm and pushed her elbow deep into the tube so that only her hand was left exposed. Rose buckled up a strap about her wrist to tighten the neck of the tube and then slid open the bar to expand the gap between the leather tubes.

“Now you need to raise your right elbow so the bar crosses your back and then fold your left arm so I can slide the other tube over it.”

Within moments, Kate found her folded arms were splayed out to either side of her shoulders, both her hands were near her mouth, and she couldn’t lower hands or elbows. Rose snapped a padlock through the telescopic bar to lock it and then grinned at Kate.

“Oh, that’s very neat. You can still use your hands to, you know… hold things to your mouth, but not much else.”

“But why do they want me like this if I'm just going to be a maid?”

“I really don’t know. You'll have to ask them. But first, I have to remove your belt, so bend forward and I’ll start with the anal plug.”

Mr and Mrs Bartlett-West were a couple in their forties, he balding and carrying a paunch and she heavily made-up with bleached hair and an equally corpulent body with the added benefit of huge breasts straining the buttons of her blouse. Rose showed them into Kate’s room and then left.

“This one looks the part,” said Mrs Bartlett-West. “Pretty little body with pert tits and a nicely rounded bum.” She reached out a squeezed one of Kate’s breasts. “Oh… She’s so soft with hard nipples. Here, Harold, you have a feel.”

“Oh yes. Very pleasant. What’s she like down there?”

“Spread your knees, deary… Soft and she’s already wet.”

“And her bum?”

“Oh, it’s quite loose…”

“Lord Everidge keeps me plugged. It was only taken out ten minutes ago.”

“That would explain it,” said Mrs Bartlett-West. “Have you had much experience?” she asked Kate.

“Experience of what?”

“Sex, of course. Have you done it very much?”

“Er… No, not really. I was a virgin when I married the late Lord Everidge and he only wanted to do it when I was ovulating.”

“Well, that’s not necessarily a bad thing. You'll soon get the hang of it and at least you'll be nice and tight in the front. Now then, Dennis is going to have a go with you first and then me, and then together we’ll make an assessment on whether we should put in an offer for you. So, deary, lay back on the bed. I can see you can't open your legs because of the shackles, but pull your knees up and spread them as wide as you can and I’ll spread some lubricant on you to make sure things work smoothly.”

Mr Dennis Bartlett-West had been undressing while his wife was talking and as soon as Kate lay back on the bed, he was on top of her with his considerable bulk pressing heavily on her much slighter body.

“Ooo, that’s good,” he said. “She’s got a right tight little pocket.”

“You're crushing the poor girl, Dennis. Let ‘er sit on top or else she won't be able to breathe.”

Dennis rolled off and Kate struggled up to straddle him, sliding down onto him as he directed himself up towards her. “That’s even better… Go on, girl, go for it,” and he gripped a tit in each hand to help with her impetus on the up stroke. Kate felt like she was being driven like a jackhammer, but it achieved results for both of them within a very short time. He lifted her off him to deposit her back on the mattress and rolled over to sit on the edge of the bed. Mrs Bartlett-West clambered up beside him, pulled up the hem of her dress, and signalled to Kate.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Well, I thought that was very satisfactory,” said Dennis to his wife. They were sitting side by side on the edge of Kate’s bed with Kate still kneeling between Dennis’s knees with semen dripping from her forehead.

“She is very good,” agreed Mrs Bartlett-West. “So, it’s a yes then?”

“Oh, I think so, and if we’re wrong, it’s not the end of the world; she can always be sold on again.”

Kate struggled to her feet, levering herself up with one crooked elbow. “Excuse me… May I ask why you wanted to restrict my hands like this?”

“Oh deary, isn't it obvious? It’s so you can't interfere with what’s happening below your neck, but you can still use your hands to help with blow jobs or fanny licking.”

“Yes, I can see that, but why. I would have done what you ask without being so restricted.”

“Well, yes… But that might not always be the case. Our job is to assess you as you'll be used or else it won't be representative.”

“I'm sorry, I don’t understand. What do you mean ‘How I’ll be used’?”

“By the company, silly. It’s how they restrict all their girls. It lets the clients do what they like with them below the neck, but the girls can still participate to some degree in fellatio and cunnilingus.”

“You're assessing would-be prostitutes for a brothel?”

“It’s an escort agency and very exclusive it is too. They’ll be charging the clients a fortune for your time, so we have to make sure you're up to scratch.”

“But I don’t want to be a prostitute.”

“Oh, sweetie, that’s hardly a decision you're in any position to make. It won't be a bad life. You'll be free to move about between three in the morning until three the next afternoon.”

“But I won't ever be allowed to leave the building; I’ll never see my family again.”

“Of course, you will. Family members even get a discounted rate.”

It was at that point that there was a polite knocking on the door and Ian Wheatley poked his head around the jam. “May we come in?”

“Of course. I think we've finished here.”

“Oh good. My turn then,” and Ian and Rose entered. “I’m Squadron Leader Ian Wheatley by the way.”

“Dennis and Martha Bartlett-West. Very pleased to meet you,” said Dennis.

“I say, that’s a neat device you’ve put on her arms.”

“Do you think so? The company provides them for all their girls. Stops them interfering if their clients just want to fiddle,” and Kate gave a cry of surprise when Dennis caught hold of her left nipple to jiggle its tit. “We can leave it on her for you if you wish.”

“Thank you very much. I’d appreciate it. And how have you found her? Satisfactory?”

“Oh, I'm sure she’ll do admirably, so I'm afraid you're probably wasting your time as far as wife sourcing is concerned; ‘Bare Skin Entertainments’ won't be beaten on price if they think they’ve found the right girl, but please enjoy yourself whilst she’s still free to use.”

The Bartlett-West’s left and Kate looked sadly at Rose. “I don’t want to work in a brothel.”

Rose smiled with a show of insincere compassion. “Well, you’ll get all the sex you want.”

“Please don’t let Dennis and Martha have me. Couldn’t you ask Lord Everidge to intervene?”

“And why would he do that?”

Kate turned to Ian, but he just shrugged.

“Perhaps if you give Ian a really good show, he’ll take out a big bank loan.” The thought seemed to amuse both Wheatley and Rose. “Well, have fun…”

“Er…” said Wheatley. “Do you have her keys? Can you take her shackles off while we do this?”

“I don’t see why not. She’s not likely to try to run off. Reconnect her when you're done.”

Once alone, Wheatley sat on the edge of the bed and asked how they should start.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Kate. “We have all afternoon.”

It was much later when Ian was lying on the bed with Kate balanced on top of him that they began talking. She had her arms still pinned in the strange restraint with her hands resting on his chest, her ankles curled beneath his calves, and his semi-flaccid penis still held within her.

“This might be the last time I make love to someone like this,” she whispered close to his ear.

“I don’t know why you say that. Dennis said that you're likely to be wearing these elbow cuffs all the time.”

“Oh, no… I didn’t mean like that, I meant… I don’t know what I meant. I just don’t want to spend the next twenty years in a brothel.”

“And what do you expect me to do about it? Military salaries don’t extend to bidding wars with large corporations.”

“I didn’t know you're a squadron leader.”

“No reason why you should.”

“I watched your planes landing last night.”

“What planes? There’s no airport near here.”

“Cotters Common.”

“They don’t usually circle this far west.”

“Oh, they didn’t. They just came in from the east and landed one after the other.”

“Then you're a little liar. That airport’s more than twenty miles away. How could you possibly have seen them?”

“I don’t mean visually. I mean on my monitor screen. It’s over there on the workbench.”

He pushed her up to look at her face. “Show me.”

Kate struggled off his body and wriggled to the edge of the bed before planting her feet on the floor and standing erect. Wheatley followed somewhat more elegantly by swinging his legs around in a single fluid motion.

“This is a spark transmitter. It sends out a radio pulse which reflects off objects and the echo is then picked up by this aerial,” and she nodded towards the metal tube on the windowsill. “The result is displayed on the cathode ray monitor and I can tell how far away things are by how long the reflection takes to return.”

“Show me it working.”

“How can I?” and she wiggled her finger beneath her chin.

“Well, then tell me what to do.”

“Er, ok. First you need to turn on the power and then wait for the valves and the cathode tube to warm up. That’s the switch on the wall socket.”

After about twenty seconds, the cathode tube began to glow green and display a number of faint horizontal lines arrayed from top to bottom of the screen that began to gently pulse.

“What am I looking at? I can't make out anything.”

“The lines are reflections of various geographical objects: buildings, trees, and hedges. If you move the aerial tube, you'll see they subtly change as they reflect different objects.”

He slowly turned the tube aerial and the lines changed position, some fading and new ones appearing.

“Well, this is very interesting, but I can't make out head or tail of what I'm looking at. How can you possibly tell when an aircraft appears?”

“Metal reflects the radio signal much better than trees and hedges. Aeroplanes appear as a bright line above the faint ones. When one first appears, it will be near the top of the screen and as it approaches, so its reflected line slowly moves down the screen. The aircraft I saw last night were right at the extreme range of the signal, so I only saw them briefly and then they disappeared when they landed.”

Wheatley’s eyes narrowed. “How many aircraft did you see and at what time?”

“Five and it was just before nine-thirty.”

Wheatley began dressing, pulling on shirt and pants. “What are you doing?” But he didn’t answer. Instead, he picked up Kate’s shackles and snapped them back onto her ankles.

“We’ll soon see if you're telling the truth and if you’ve been stringing me along, I’ll be back with a cane.”

“I'm telling you the truth. Why would I lie?” And then as Wheatley reached for the muzzle that was on her dressing table, “I don’t need that. Rose only uses that when she takes me for a walk because she thinks it’s funny.”

“I don’t think it’s funny; I don’t want you talking to anyone while I'm away just in case you are telling me the truth.”

Fully dressed, he hurried from the room, locking the door behind him.

✽    ✽    ✽

Wheatley was away for several hours and Kate had all but given up on seeing him again when she heard the key turn in the lock and he was back with Rose in tow, Rose carrying her chastity belt.

“So… You were right. Five planes landed at Cotters Common at half-past-nine last night. There will be more within the next thirty minutes and I want to see this equipment working.”

Kate stood resignedly while Rose refitted the belt and then released the elbow cuffs so she was granted use of her hands again, but, in accordance with Ian’s instructions, she left the muzzle in place. Kate glowered at him; Rose just smiled and then left. Back at the desk, Kate adjusted the aerial tube so it pointed directly at the airfield, and then sat and turned on the spark transmitter. It began clicking as a spark jumped the gap between electrodes at a rate of about once every second. On the cathode ray screen, the familiar faint green lines appeared and started to pulse in time with the spark transmitter. Ian sat back on the bed and watched the screen, partly distracted by Kate trying to find a comfortable position now her plugs had been reinstalled.

Twenty minutes passed with only the clicking of the transmitter breaking the silence and then a solid green line flashed at the top of the monitor screen. A second later, it flashed again a little lower down the screen. It flashed five times, but on the sixth, it was joined by a second line above it. In all, four green lines appeared at the top of the screen, their pulsing images gradually dropping until, one by one, they disappeared from the screen. Kate looked over her shoulder at Wheatley and he was motionless, his eyes transfixed by the now vacant screen. Suddenly, he jumped up and fumbled clumsily with the key for Kate’s muzzle before pulling the straps and oral ball hastily from her face.

“Where did you get this from?”

“The late Lord Everidge bought me the cathode ray tube as a wedding present. The rest of the equipment I either bought from home or acquired since I've been here.”

“No… I mean who designed and made the electrical equipment that’s analysing the radio reflections and producing the images on the monitor screen?”

“It was me. I made everything.”

“You made it all,” he said in surprise. “Ok, but who designed it? Where did the plans and wiring diagrams come from?”

“I told you; it was me. I thought of it and I designed the circuits.”

“Don’t mess with me, girl. Who trained you? Who told you how to do all this? Tell me the truth or it’ll be bad for you.”

“Squadron Leader Wheatley, sir. Nobody trained me, although my father did encourage me. I learned everything I needed from books,” and she pointed to several large volumes on a small shelf the other side of the bed. “It’s all my ideas, but it’s not fully developed yet; there’s plenty of things I’d like to do to improve it, but I don’t have the means at present.”

“Well, Dowager Lady Everidge. I think you're about to have the opportunity. I shall cover your purchase price, so there'll be no corporate entertainment for you. Instead, I'm going to give you a laboratory at Cotters Common RAF Station.”

Kate looked stunned. Ian Wheatley was going to buy her from Lord Edward Everidge and give her a whole laboratory in which to develop her radio reflection apparatus. Her face broke into a huge grin and she threw her arms around his neck to kiss him. Ian Wheatley was not so overcome. He disentangled himself and picked up the muzzle.

“Absolute secrecy from now on is a must,” and the smile fell from her face.

“I’ll take you to the airfield in two or three days, but until we get there, you'll need to wear this. I’ll have Irene feed you, but no walks from now on. You’re to stay here in your room and I don’t want you talking to anybody.”

✽    ✽    ✽

“Are you sure, Ian. That’s an awful lot of money for a used woman.”

“I have my reasons and there are conditions attached. Firstly, you have to agree to my offer now; no negotiation with the Bartlett-Wests; I want to be sure I can take her away in three days.”

“I have a blank female transfer document in my desk. We can conclude the arrangement as soon as you write me a cheque; I’ve known you long enough to know that your cheque won't bounce.”

“Perfect. Secondly, I’d like all her belongings included in the sale including all her electrical equipment.”

“Ah, you want to make sure you get her electrical toys too. Of course. Everything of hers is included.”

“Thirdly, I like her to be considered incommunicado. No-one is to have any further contact with her except Irene to feed her and, I suppose, Locker to sort out her ablutions each morning. My fourth condition is more of a favour. I'd like to smuggle her onto the base in the back of a RAF truck, but I’ll need some help with the arrangements.”

“I'm way ahead of you. That should present no problems, but now I have a condition for you. That iron she’s wearing is a family heirloom and I cannot allow you to take it. I can, however, provide alternative restraints.”

Wheatley shrugged his shoulders. “Pity… That belt does make her very docile.”

“And then there’s the problem of Rose.”

“Rose? What problem is that?”

“I saw you fucking her yesterday.”

“Really? Whereabouts?”

“Did you do it more than once then?”

Wheatley’s grin told all.

“It was by the lake yesterday morning.”

“She’s very good, isn't she?”

“She is an entertaining lay,” agreed Everidge, “But has the morales of an alley cat.”

“Well, if it makes you feel any better, I apologise.”

“It doesn’t, but don’t take it to heart; I know it wasn’t your fault.”

“Are you going to divorce her?”

“Good heavens, no… As you say, she’s a good lay.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Wheatley was as good as his word. That evening, he brought Kate a cup of tea with a meal and removed her muzzle so she could eat. He also confirmed that she was now officially his property and that they’ll be travelling to Cotters Common RAF Station in three days. By the next morning, he was gone. The next three days were like living in limbo. Time passed but nothing seemed to change. Irene took her to see Locker and it was almost as before except that now she wasn’t allowed the gift of speech.

However, there was one thing she did which she knew she shouldn’t, but she felt it was necessary: she wrote a letter to her father telling him that she was now the property of Squadron Leader Wheatley and that he was going to give her a proper laboratory at Cotters Common Airfield so that she could continue to develop her electronics project. She didn’t tell him anything about the project and asked him not to try to contact her because the project and the fact that she was there working on it was a secret. Then she gave the letter to Irene to post.

The third morning was bright and Kate was woken by the sound of a heavy truck below in the yard. She peered down from her attic window and saw it was a military vehicle with Wheatley himself climbing from the cab. He brought her breakfast at nine and replaced her muzzle. Then he took her down to Mr Locker for the last time to have her belt and shackles removed and to allow her to wash. She saw nothing of Irene, but she did see Locker’s wife, Iris. She was in ecstatic mood with her slight body almost skipping around the room. Kate was in an equally ebullient mood when she realised that she’d no longer be expected to wear the chastity belt and iron shackles, but was fitted with much more reasonable light-weight steel shackles. Her collar was changed too; the iron one being replaced with a steel collar that was already engraved with her maiden name ‘Katherine Fletcher’ and ‘Property of His Majesty’s Government’. Even when Wheatley locked a pair of steel manacles from her wrists to the ring on the front of her new collar, her mood barely lessened.

“Come,” said Wheatley and led her to the entrance hall where boxes of her clothes and electrical equipment were already beginning to pile up. Rose was there too. Kate didn’t notice her at first because she was standing in a corner by the main entrance door, but once she’d seen her, she couldn’t drag her eyes away. Rose was almost trembling with fright, and with good reason. She was obliged to stand where she was by a leash from her collar to a hook on the door frame, and judging by the expression in her eyes, she would wish to be anywhere other than where Edward Everidge had left her. She was naked except for Edward’s mother’s iron belt locked between her legs with its auxiliary thigh bands linked together beneath her crotch to prevent her from opening her legs. Edward, it seemed, had finally got fed up with her doing just that.

Despite her smaller stature, the belt looked just as tightly fitted about her waist as it had done about Kate’s and, like Kate used to be, her wrists were locked to the belt’s waistband at her belly which left her small, pink breasts as conspicuous as Kate’s used to be.  Her ankles wore the heavy iron shackles and her round, bright eyes peered at Kate around an iron head cage. Kate had never seen the device before, but it was obvious seeing the base of a familiar rubber shaft projecting from between her red-painted lips that the cage held the same penis gag in her throat that Kate had so often hosted. She tried to say something, but her lips were too tight around its shaft to allow words to escape.

“She won't be needing anyone’s cock in any of her holes now she’s fully occupied by all three of your plugs,” said Lord Everidge as he approached Kate. “She’s tested my forbearance for long enough. I've always known she’s deceitful and devious, but now I've decided that enough is enough; now it will be up to me as husband and legal owner to decide who can put what into which hole and when. Seems the Everidge chastity belt now has a new dynasty to protect, but she’s such a slut I expect she’ll enjoy every moment of it.”

It was a strange thing to say… Lord Everidge evidently believed his wife would enjoy the frustration of the plugs without having the ability to capitalise on their effect. Rose made a pitiful mewing sound and wriggled her body beseechingly, but spun away when Ian Wheatley passed and casually reached out to grab a tit. He slapped her bum instead and she spun back to face his smirking face.

“Looking good, Rose. Edward tells me he’s found his late brother’s coupling frame to keep you available during long winter evenings. Says I can come over to play too if I want.” Rose shook her head, but Wheatly just laughed. “I knew you'd be pleased.”

He turned to Kate. “Here... This is your travelling container; you’ll be in the back hidden amongst the boxes,” and he touched a steel dog cage with his foot. The cage looked more suitable for a cat and she shook her head and made a little pinching sign with her finger and thumb, but Wheatley just laughed. “It fitted Iris fine, so it should manage to fit you.”

The rationale wasn’t quite sound because Iris was much smaller than Kate, but that snippet of information did explain why Iris was so happy that morning. Everidge confirmed it when he added that Locker used the cage to constrain his wife whenever she was not required for household duties.

“Best climb in now; you need to be one of the first items loaded,” and Wheatley opened one end of the cage. Kate crawled into the tiny space, but then found she couldn’t draw her legs inside because the cage wasn’t high enough; they needed to be already folded before she entered. She backed out again, curled up, and the re-entered the cage using a mix of crawling, shuffling, and wriggling until her head was against the far end and Wheatley could close the cage door against her bum.

“There… I told you you'd fit,” said her new owner grinning at her cheeks pressed against the steel mesh door. He took hold of the handle on one side of the cage whilst Everidge held the other one and together they lifted Kate into the air and through the Hall’s main entrance on her way to the truck. Rose’s defeated expression was the last thing Kate saw through the mesh of the cage as she sailed through the air: a small, frightened, powerless figure stripped of clothes and dignity.

Wheatley and Everidge deposited Kate on the bed of the truck and pushed the cage against the cab’s bulkhead before covering it with a blanket. She heard more boxes being slid across the dusty floor and stacked around and on top of her. And then silence.


Chapter 12

A New Role

Holly stayed hunched in the back of the truck with the tiny cage pressing against her on all sides and the blanket shutting out what little daylight filtered between the boxes. An hour after loading, the engine burst into life and the truck lurched forward to trundle along the gravel drive at a snail’s pace. Once on the public road, its speed increased but progress could hardly be described as smooth. The sound of the engine was deafening and disorientating, and the hot, still air beneath the blanket suffocating. It was thirty miles by road to the airfield, an hour and twenty minutes of acute discomfort before the truck ground to a halt and she heard voices. Then they lurched again into a slow crawl. She could tell when they entered a building because the engine note sounded different and there was a squealing noise as heavy doors were slid shut. Even then, her ordeal wasn’t over; thirty minutes it took for Wheatley to unload boxes and whisk away the blanket to allow cool, fresh air to envelope her. Wheatley pulled the cage to the back of the truck and she peered through the mesh at the inside of an aircraft hangar.

“Come on; out you get,” and she felt the rear face of the cage opening. She wriggled out and slowly stretched out each leg in turn as she surveyed the void around her.

“Your presence here must remain a secret. There’s a workshop out the back where you can work on your radio detection system and a bunk where you can sleep. It has toilet facilities and a washroom, and I’ll bring you food every day. I can get you everything you need to develop and test the system, and I’ll make life here as comfortable as I can. If this detector proves successful, it could make a big difference to the country’s defences. Here… Let me take that muzzle away,” and he unlocked the leather straps from around her face.

“You want me to stay hidden here by myself and develop my radio echo detector in secret.”

“In secret, yes… That’s very important. No-one can know you're here until the project has been assessed by the ministry. After that, of course, you can live like any other woman.”

“Am I going to be your wife?”

“I'm married, but I hope in time you can become my housekeeper…”

“But I am going to be allowed clothes, aren't I? And I won't have a chastity belt or be chained?”

“Of course, you can have clothes and I see no need for a chastity belt, but the chains are a bit of a problem. I can't risk you leaving this place, so you must accept some restrictions. Come with me and I’ll show you your workshop.”

Wheatley led her through a steel door in the end wall of the hangar and into an area larger than the sitting room in Everidge Hall. It was lit by a row of windows just below the twenty-foot-high ceiling. There were washing facilities and a small toilet in the far corner, and a small bunk bed against the opposite wall. Most of the rest of the wall space was occupied by steel work benches to the left, a wooden desk with a chair and a small settee to the right, with the centre of the workshop left completely empty.

“This is where I’m going to live?” asked Kate and when Wheatley nodded, she added, “It’s lovely,” and looked away quickly in case he saw her grimace.

“I don’t want you to be here long because you're not supposed to be on ministry property. How much time do you think you’ll need?”

“That all depends upon how far you want me to develop this. As you saw, the present equipment can detect aircraft at about twenty-five-mile range, but more work is needed on filtering the signal to remove unwanted noise. A more powerful transmitter can extend the range, but the improvement will be dependent upon how high I can mount the antenna, how powerful I can make the signal, and whether I can improve the antenna design. I’ll need to drop a transmitter aerial down the outside of the building from, say, one of those windows and the receiving antenna should be high up too with a clear line of sight.”

“The transmitter cable shouldn’t be a problem; no-one’s going to notice it, but the receiving antenna could be. That will need to be contained within the building.” He looked at Kate scanning the room. “So, how long?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Perhaps a month or two and a bigger power supply to extend the range. It’s difficult to tell. We’re in a steel building so the signal will be blocked. I’ll need to get to those windows to mount the antenna and then it won’t be ideal because the signal will need to pass through the glass. Filtering is going to be one of the biggest problems.”

“But you can do it?”

Kate smiled. “Yep… We might even be able to see aeroplanes as they cross the coast. I can give you a list of bits I’ll need to start the changes in a day or two; things like a CRT monitor with a bigger display and a couple of power transformers. Pity about the roof antenna; that could make a big difference. And I'm going to need you to remove these cuffs from my wrists.”

“Of course, you are, but I’m going to need to keep you secure.” He went over to a cabinet under one of the work benches and retrieved a steel waistband with a fifteen-foot steel chain attached. “You'll keep this on at all times,” he said wrapping the band about her waist and securing it with a lock. “It’s better than attaching it to your shackle chain because it’s less likely to trip you up and you can still dress.” He pulled the end of the chain to the centre of the room to where a metal ring had been sunk into the concrete floor specifically for the purpose to tethering her. “You'll be able to reach everything you need,” he said as he padlocked the end of the chain to the ring.

She tugged at the chain attached to the back of the belt and then turned to Wheatley’s smiling face.

“If I can't move more than a thirty-foot wide circle, can you please remove my shackles.”

“I can't do that; it’s bad enough having a woman on ministry property, but it would be much worse if you were found unshackled.”

“Even though I'm chained to the floor?”

“Even so… Anyway, it’s not as if you want to run anywhere. Now then, I’ll leave your boxes of personal belongings against this wall and all the electrical gear is on the workbenches. Dress how you want and sort out the equipment while I go and fetch some food from the NAAFI canteen.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Wheatley left, locking the steel door behind him, and Kate sat at the desk and surveyed her new surroundings. Things could have been better: there were no windows through which to see the world and she was limited by the chain from her waist, but, on the whole, her circumstances had improved significantly. She could now dress herself and she was away from the idiosyncratic[pw1] demands of Rose, Irene, and Lord Everidge. No more embarrassing walks through the estate or managed ‘coupling’ sessions. But, most important of all, she was not hampered by the chastity belt nor continually frustrated by its twin plugs. She was now mistress of her own body and had her own unfettered access. Her hand crept along her thigh beneath the hem of her skirt and she smiled to herself when she felt the soft fur of her pubic hair, but now wasn’t the time.

Wheatley had left an hour before to forage for food with a final warning about maintaining silence as she worked. She’d heard his footsteps echoing across the concrete floor of the hanger and its outer pedestrian door opening and closing, so she knew she was alone. She stared at the chain snaking across the floor to the central ring and looked at the locked door – the chain wasn’t even long enough to allow her to reach the door – and she looked at her cathode ray monitor and the boxes of electrical components lined up on the work benches. Now, she had a proper workshop where she could develop her pet project in peace. Yep… Things were definitely looking up.

By the time Wheatley returned, Kate was dressed and had arranged much of the equipment on the work benches to her satisfaction. She was sitting at the desk to begin making a list of items she’d be needing in the next week or two, beginning with a new power supply and rectifier that she could use to boost the transmitted signal. Wheatley seemed pleased and together they sat and worked their way through the ham sandwiches he’d acquired. He’d also obtained a small electric kettle that she could use to brew her own tea, although she’d have to drink it black because there was no way to store milk for more than a day.

Wheatley stayed with her all afternoon and watched Kate as she sorted and stashed away her clothes, books, and personal items.

“Do I get a bedside lamp so I can read at night?” she asked, but Wheatley told her the light would be seen through the windows, so no.

“I’ll be here with you some of the time, but when I'm not here, you need to be very quiet. If we don’t keep this project a secret, things could quickly become very difficult.”

✽    ✽    ✽

The plan worked well for the first couple of weeks. Kate was well-fed and kept a store of essential supplies such as tea and biscuits for when she was alone. Wheatley arrived early in the mornings to check all was well, typically spent late mornings and afternoons on sourcing the new equipment Kate needed and dealing with his own RAF business, and was with her again in the early part of the evening.

The daylight lasted until nine and by then, she would have eaten, washed, and be settled in the bunkbed for the night.

The new power supply arrived on the eighth day and by then Kate had prepared drawings for a high-level transmitting aerial and a directional receiving antenna. She’d designed them to be mounted on top of the roof, but Wheatley seemed reluctant to pursue the idea because he said it would compromise the secrecy he believed essential. Kate filed the drawings away and turned her attention to other matters. The higher output would still be useful and she spent the next few days configuring the electronics to handle the higher currents.

And as for sex… He was married, of course, a mysterious wife whom Kate had never seen and Wheatley never talked about, but he owned Kate. She was his service girl, the modern-day equivalent of a concubine, and sexual compliance was expected of her whenever required. They'd already coupled at the estate, so she was familiar with many of his little quirks: the way he liked to hold her head between his palms to direct and control the depth he entered her throat, and the way he’d hold her arms against the mattress when she was kneeling so she couldn’t unfold. Carnal sex was preferred, with the oral or anal option utilised during menstruation or ovulation to avoid an unwanted pregnancy. The result was their unions usually passed affably to both party’s satisfaction, and Kate gradually came to regard Wheatley with affection; someone more than just an owner but less than a husband.

It came as a shook, therefore, when contention arose between them and his resolution included a degree of retribution that Kate believed to be unwarranted.

✽    ✽    ✽

The nights were dark within the workshop and she was finding nighttime forays to the toilet cubicle could be difficult. More than once, she stubbed her toe on hidden obstacles or trod on sharp little items that should never have been on the floor. The breaking point came when her restrictive chain got trapped in the slats of the bed and she had to work it free without the benefit of sight before she could even begin her nighttime excursion. The answer was to make a small battery-powered torch from an indicator bulb that produced enough light to enable her to see where she going, but, of course, she couldn’t let Wheatley know what she’d done. She’d made the torch from a small battery box with a switch and bulb taped to its side, and the beam shrouded by a short cardboard tube. It was a rudimentary device that she’d hide under her mattress during the day and only bring it out once Wheatley had left of an evening. It would do no harm; if she was careful to direct the beam only at the floor, no-one would see the light through the high windows and the solution worked well for many nights.

It did no harm until one night she knocked it from the bedside table and it clicked on as it hit the floor, sending its feeble light directly up to the roof. She turned it off quickly and, after half-an-hour, thought no more of it until there was banging on the workshop door and the door handle shook.

“Open the door,” called a loud voice accompanied by more fist banging on the steel. “Open the door; we know you're in there. You can't get away.”

By this time, Kate was trembling with fright as she stood staring at the locked door unsure what to do.

“Open the door, or we’ll break it down.”

It was an empty threat. The door was steel and would need to be cut open with an acetylene torch, but she wasn’t to know that.

“This is your last chance. Unlock this door now or I won't be responsible for the consequences.”

“I can't,” she called in a weak voice.

There was a long moment of silence and then the voice demanded to know who she was.

“Katherine Fletcher. I'm working with Squadron Leader Wheatley.”

“Are you indeed. Well, we’ll see about that. Unlock this door now.”

“I can't,” she repeated. “Squadron Leader Wheatley has locked me in.”

There were muffled voices from the far side of the door and some laughter before the man spoke again: "There's a guard on the door, so don’t try to get away…” and then there was silence. Kate cursed herself and climbed back into bed.

✽    ✽    ✽

She heard voices outside the door early the next morning and then a key turned in the lock. Wheatley entered, closed the door behind him, and glowered at her.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I couldn’t see anything in the night and it was only a little torch.”

“That you shone at the windows…”

“That was an accident.” There was a long pause during which Wheatley just stared at her. “What’s going to happen now? Am I going to have to go somewhere else?”

“There is nowhere else,” he snapped. “At present, it’s only the security team that know you're here and they think I've just got you here for sex; now we have to make sure we keep it that way.”

“I don’t see why you can't just tell them I'm developing a radio detection system. Surely, it’s in their best interests that I do that?”

“We just can't… There’s a lot of talk about foreign spies and until we have something we can show to the ministry, we need the utmost secrecy. In any case, females aren't allowed on the base. I have nowhere else you can work, so we now need to concentrate on minimising the damage you’ve caused. I'm cross with you, Katherine… Not only have you been foolish by making that electric torch, but you did so knowing that I’d expressly forbidden any lights. The security guards now know you're here and I have to take steps to make sure the secret stays with them and doesn’t become general knowledge, and that means granting the security team special rights that they'll be keen to protect. I've told them they can use you in the late afternoons and evenings so long as they keep your presence here a secret.”

“You're going to prostitute me?”

Nothing more was said for several seconds while Wheatley watched Kate’s reaction and when she didn’t say more, he said, “Well…”

“Well what?”

“There’s about a dozen of them that you’ll need to satisfy at the rate of three or four an evening. Can you do that?”

She looked subdued with her eyes cast down to the floor. “I want so much to see this project working. You’ve been kind to me so far, giving me all this equipment and a workshop, so if you say it’s the only way, then yes. I’ll do everything I can.”

“It’s a pity you didn’t have that attitude before you made that torch.” He stared at her for a long time and his expression, initially just angry, gradually changed into something more feral and hedonic. “God, you're sexy little slut. That’s just what you want, isn't it? A regular team of men fucking you every evening? I can't believe you were that stupid. You know you’ve put me in a very difficult situation? This whole project is now balanced on a knife edge. You’ve earned yourself a punishment and it’s going to be a big one… Well, I have news for you: they’ll be no copulating for you. The last thing I need is a pregnant service girl. Oral will be sufficient for the security team and if they don’t like it, they can take it out on you.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Nothing different happened for the next two days. No-one banged on the door during the night and Wheatley appeared morning and evening with food rations and spare components as they were needed. During these visits, they discussed plans and progress, and although Wheatley’s temperament was cool, it was non-confrontational. By the third day, the incident with the torch was all but forgotten, so it came as a shock to Kate when he arrived on the third day carrying a holdall that chinked when he dropped it on the floor. He looked at her choice of clothes for the day: a woollen skirt and a sweater.

“I assume you’ve washed and used the facilities this morning.”

Kate stared at him with wide-open eyes. “What are you going to do?”

Your punishment begins today. Starting from today, you have a dual role, partly scientific and partly as a sex aid, and, as I told you before, there’s going to be no copulating for you. To enforce that, I have a chastity device for you…” and he tipped out the bag onto the floor.

“Oh no, not again…”

“Not as sophisticated as last time, but no less effective. It’s a traditional device that’s been well-tested in several places throughout the world in the last couple of hundred years; simple but very serviceable.”

Piled in a heap on the floor was a new steel belt to replace the one around her waist, a short length of thin chain, and two steel posts, each with a hole bored through its shaft. There was also a short, metal panel with a circular hole at one end large enough to accommodate the longer of the two posts, several small perforations to allow urination, and a little welded loop at the other end where the panel was curled into a dished shape.

“The clitoral guard was my own improvement,” said Wheatley proudly. “It wasn’t part of the original design, but I think you’ve earned it.”

“Please, sir, don’t make me wear this. Lord Everidge made me wear one and it… well, it was horrible.”

“It’s to stop the security team from exceeding their agreed limits.”

“But then you don’t need to fit it now. I can put it on later just before they arrive.”

“You could, but that would defeat its punishment element. You’ll wear this from now on, day and night, and that way you'll remember not to disobey me again. Now then, stand still while I remove your waistband and then take off that skirt and wrap this belt around your waist.”

Wheatley pulled the hinged belt tight about her waist, squeezing to inset the locking stud behind her back, and the picked up the two steel plugs.

“The short one is the anal plug and the retention chain just goes through the hole at its base. The other one is fifteen-inches-long, but don’t worry, its retention hole is only six-inches from its tip.”

“I won't be able to sit,” murmured Kate quietly.

“That is rather the point. It’s intended to be inconvenient so you never forget it’s there. I suggest you lube-up,” and he handed her a tub of Vaseline and watched while she spread a liberal amount between her legs. Then he handed her the anal plug. With little alternative, she worked the bar into herself and then turned to the desk to rest her head on her folded arms.

“Obedience matters,” said Wheatley smirking as he looked at the anal plug buried in her arse. He padlocked the end of the short chain to the back of the belt and then dropped its length through the hole in the anal plug. Then he picked up the longer dildo and wiggled its blunt tip into her vaginal tunnel, sliding it home until the retaining hole through its shaft was only just visible and the shaft stuck out horizontally from her vulva. It was time to apply the seal and he slipped the large hole in the end of the clitoral guard over the shaft of the vaginal dildo and slid it down its length until it was against her vulva. Then he fed the chain through the dildo’s retaining hole and the welded loop on the top end of the clitoral guard, and told her to stand.

“Remember, you’ve brought all this on yourself,” and he jerked the chain tight. Kate squealed as both plugs were pulled deeper into her and the clitoral guard settled snugly over her labia and pubic mound. Wheatley applied the padlock to hold everything tight and Kate lifted her sweater to stare despondently down at her new accessory.

“Your work day will be significantly reduced and that will extend timescales, but I can see no alternative. Clear away the equipment before four-thirty and I’ll be back to prepare you for your new clientele; they’ll expect to find a girl whose only role is sexual and I don’t want you to disappoint them.”

He looked at her standing dejectedly with the metalwork locked around her crotch. “Just one more thing and then you can get on with your day,” and he compounded her wretchedness by unlocking the tether chain from her old belt and, accompanied by a gasp from Kate, relocking it to the ring at the end of the vaginal plug’s shaft.

“I expect you to work as competently and effectively as before. You now have two roles to play. I will provide you with everything you need to complete the radio project and your new working conditions will ensure your mind will never be far from your other sexual responsibilities. If you have difficulty with either of those roles, I shall not ease your conditions, but find more ways to increase your discomfort and inconvenience. You’ve brought all this on yourself; if you'd only done what you were told, none of this would be necessary. Consider it punishment for disobeying me and a warning against future misdemeanours.”

Kate said nothing, just glowered from beneath hooded brows.

“Clear away all the project equipment and do your hair and makeup before I get back at four. Your guests will be here by five.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Wheatley left her then, left her with some simple provisions for breakfast and lunch, and a quite unnecessary encumbrance that only served to complicate her day and ramp up her frustration. She couldn’t sit comfortably, but could only lean on the edge of chairs to work or lounge sideways on the short settee to eat or rest. Moving between workbench, desk, or settee was now invariably accompanied by nudges from her tether as it was dragged across the floor; nudges that jogged the dildo plug trapped inside her and repeatedly surprised her.

She’d found a wrap-around skirt, which helped to retain her self-image as a serious scientist until she moved and the chain hanging from beneath its hem destroyed the illusion. Nevertheless, she struggled on; the faster she could bring the project to a successful conclusion, the sooner she’d be free of her new burden.

Later that afternoon, she warmed up the soup that Wheatley had left her using a gas brazing torch and then brewed tea using the same heat source, and then at half-three, she began moving boxes of components and instruments into the cupboards beneath the work bench and spent fifteen minutes applying makeup to her face.

At four-thirty, the door unlocked and Wheatley entered.

“A productive day?” he enquired.

“Yes, thank you, but I could have done a lot more.”

He ignored her barbed retort.

“I need to talk to you about mounting the new antenna on the roof,” she continued.

“It’ll have to be the morning now; your guests will be here shortly. Are you looking forward to their arrival?”

“You mean, am I looking forward to being screwed and buggered by a bunch of strangers?”

“Oh, they're nice lads. You'll like them. Anyway, you’ve no need to answer me; I can see for myself the thick syrup that’s dribbling down your tether chain.”

“And I suppose you consider that proof of my enlivened prurience.”

“Isn't it? Would you rather I put them off for another day?”

Kate looked up at him quickly; quickly enough to hint at a frustrated desire, and she forced herself to take a breath before answering. “You'll do whatever you want irrespective of what I say.”

He grinned as he supposed his suspicions were confirmed and said no more, but walked from the room, returning a few moments later with a three-foot by four-foot rectangular frame made of sturdy wood. He dropped it on the floor in the centre the room and then went out for more as Kate nervously watched. Next through the door was what looked like a trestle. It bolted onto the sides of the floor frame so that there were two vertical posts topped by a complex horizontal cross brace fabricated so that it almost formed a box section. It had a front panel two-foot-six-inches wide between the uprights and six-inches deep top to bottom. Flat on its top surface was a nine-inch-wide panel with a scalloped shape cut into its centre that Kate immediately recognised as being the right width to fit her neck.

“Take off your skirt and sweater and kneel behind the panel so that your neck is against the cutout and your arms are resting on the shelves to either side.”

“You're going to lock my head through that board?”

“Of course, I am. I told you you're not going to be allowed penetrative sex because firstly, I don’t want you becoming pregnant, and secondly, you’ve not earned it.”

‘Not earned it,’ she repeated in her head. He was preventing the guards actually coupling with her because he thought that’s what she wanted…

“Your evening job will just be oral and if I could think of a way to stop you enjoying it, I would,” he said with a spiteful tone to his voice. “I know you like sucking cocks because you enjoy doing me, but now you’ll have more to cope with and I can assure you you'll be very busy. Now do what I say: strip off and kneel behind the head board.”

Without the skirt, the raw cruelty of the steel belt between her legs with its extended shaft dropping almost to her knees became explicit. Carefully, she lowered herself to the floor and scooted forward until her neck was against the edge of the headboard, then she raised her arms to rest them on the narrow shelves either side of her shoulders.

“Good,” murmured Wheatley and picked up the final part of the jigsaw: a flat panel the same span as the head board that clipped to its back surface to complete the encircling of her neck, press against her shoulders, and hold her arms out to her sides within narrow box sections. Once locks had been engaged, Kate was trapped on her knees with her head poking through the top of the frame and her elbows and forearms projecting out to either side. Below her, her tether chain was curled in a heap on the floor, its end padlocked to the anchor ring cemented into the concrete that was directly beneath her. Wheatley unlocked and removed the chain, and instead locked the vaginal plug’s shaft directly to the floor anchor.

“Oh God…” she murmured as she inadvertently rocked her hips and felt the dildo move inside her. Then she tried to fold her arms before her to reach her now exposed breasts, but could do no more than move them against the sides of frame.

“They’ll be here in a few minutes, so open your mouth wide,” and he presented her with hinged dental trays that would keep her jaws open and positioned them over her teeth. Kate gave a surprised squeal when the lower tray slipped into place and a bead slid under her tongue. “I've been thinking about this…” he said as he tightened the clamp screws that would hold the trays apart. “About you speaking to your visitors… Even with your mouth open wide, they might have still been able to understand you. Not so now.”

Kate tried to speak, but the sound that emerged was completely unintelligible, lacking every sound but garbled vowels. He looked into her mouth at her tongue lifted by the bead and wiggling about like a hooked worm. It was then that they heard knocking on the steel door.

“Ah…” he said. “They're here,” and he pressed a soft pear-shaped plug into her open mouth and pushed in its plunger to expand it. “This’ll stop you drooling while you're waiting.”

She watched as he opened the door and stepped outside. Unfamiliar voices greeted him and Wheatley answered: “You have her until seven. Don’t damage ‘er… No permanent marks or injuries. Pull the plunger in her mouth to release the stopper, but put it back in again when you're done.”

The door swung open wide to reveal four service men in uniform, all with big grins.

“Fuck me…” exclaimed the biggest of them.

Kate pressed on the soft plug in her mouth in a futile effort to make a sound and felt the dildo move inside her as she subconsciously tried to withdraw from her visitors.

“As you can see, she has her hands free for supplementary entertainment… The fourth member of your team can be the one who keeps her focused,” said Wheatley and handed the shortest guard a leather paddle.


Chapter 11

Stolen

By the time Wheatley returned at seven-fifteen, the men had gone and Kate met his gaze with a dagger-like one of her own. Her red lips were pursed suggestively around the secondary plug in her mouth with semen hanging in long tendrils from her face, her hair, and from her nipples. Her breasts looked like two red cones on her chest where they'd been slapped by the paddle and as he walked around her, he noted the red flush to the cheeks of her bottom where they'd been similarly struck. He grinned to himself when he laid a palm on the soft, hot flesh and imagined her twitching with the impacts and the resulting lurches of the dildo.

She’d completed her part of the deal for the day and he’d received no complaints, so he knelt to replace the long tether chain to the dildo shaft and removed the plug and clamps from her mouth.

“Thank you,” she murmured once able to speak.

“You're welcome. Did you get the orgasm you wanted?” he asked, knowing full well that would have been impossible. She didn’t answer him.

“You look a mess,” he said and she nodded. “Better clean yourself up,” and he unlocked the back board from the frame so that she could extract herself from its embrace and she disappeared into the washroom trailing her tether chain behind her.

Wheatley waited patiently on the edge of her bunk and fifteen minutes later she reappeared. She’d removed her makeup and washed her face and hair, and stood before him looking defiant with her arms crossed beneath her abused and discoloured breasts.

“Well?” he asked.

“Well, that was two hours the project will never see.”

He waved the thought away. “Sometimes a distraction can help to focus on what’s important. Are you going to be able to keep these evening sessions going?”

“I'm going to have to, aren't I?” Wheatley’s stare remained unwavering. “If this is now the only way to progress with the radio detector…”

“Good girl… In that case, I believe one good turn deserves another and I'm prepared to allow you to sleep with only the shackles and tether chain; the belt I can refit in the morning.”

Kate looked genuinely grateful and smiled.

“Thank you. I can get another couple of hours before the light fades, more if you give me a work light.”

“I can't do that. Although the security team now know you're here, the rest of the base doesn’t and I’d like to keep it that way. I doubt you could handle two-hundred servicemen every evening,” and he grinned to show her he was joking.

He gave her some supper he’d brought with him and, after relocating her retention chain to her shackles and removing the chastity belt, left her alone. She was still much better off than she had been on the estate and despite the retribution he ‘d imposed on her, she still felt grateful to Wheatley.

Her mind wandered back to what she’d left behind and her last sighting of Rose standing in the hallway of Everidge Hall with a haunted look in her eyes. It had been several weeks now since then and she wondered how Rose had faired; whether she was still ensconced in the cast iron chastity belt. She suspected she was. She found herself imagining how Rose spent her nights. Did she still sleep in the same bed as Edward Everidge? No… That wouldn’t work, in any case, Edward would now feel free to use any of the service girls in his employ in her place and the bed would feel very crowded. And what about Irene? Was she now happily coupled with Noah? Somehow, that seemed unlikely.

She slipped a sweater over her head, sat at the desk, and withdrew a notebook and pen from a drawer. She had an idea that if she could improve the focus of the antenna, she might be able to more accurately determine the direction of the reflecting aircraft as she moves the antenna left and right. She’d been reading about parabolic antennas and thought it might be an improvement on her tubular version.

✽    ✽    ✽

She was ready for Wheatley when he appeared at eight the next morning. He had a bacon roll and a cup of tea for her breakfast and in a show of benevolence, allowed her to finish eating before refitting the belt with its intimate plugs.

“You realise this is only slowing me during the day. I could get much more done if I was allowed to sit properly.”

“The belt is your punishment for disobedience. You did well yesterday. I was pleased with you and you got some reprieve last night. Let’s see if you can do well every day and keep your relaxed conditions. Show me some real advance with the project and I might be inclined to lose the daytime belt altogether, but misbehave and I can make your conditions much worse.”

Kate wanted to say more, but stopped herself. It wouldn’t do any good and an argument at that stage could do much harm. Instead, she stood wearing the unnecessary impediments and waited until he’d closed and locked the door before sighing and picking up the tether chain. She moved to the workbench, carrying the chain so it didn’t drag, and wired one of the closer chain links to the padlock hanging from her belly. Then, with her slightly shorter tether, she went to the small chest where she kept her clothes and picked out a t-shirt and wrap-around skirt.

That was the day she fashioned her first parabolic antenna and mounted it on the top of a long pole. The radio signals couldn’t penetrate the metal walls of the building that acted like a huge Faraday cage, but aligning the antenna with the narrow glass windows high up on the walls worked reasonably well for the tubular aerials.

With her attention fixed on the CRT screen, she could tell that the device was much better focused just by watching the horizontal lines that indicated a reflection changing position as the antenna was rotated. There was no air traffic to test the high-altitude response, so she was only looking at reflections from static features such as buildings, but indications were good.

As four-thirty approached, she cleared the benches and parked the new antenna unobtrusively in a corner, so she was ready for Wheatley when he appeared and excitedly reported her day’s advances. He was interested, but it was time to prepare her to meet her guests and all too soon, she was locked into the strange pillory and muzzled, and further talk became impossible. Fists thumped on the metal door and she turned her head to face three new partners as it swung open, greeting them with wide eyes, spread arms, and inviting tits.

An hour later, she paused as the drone of aircraft engines permeated the building and her eyes flickered to the parabolic antenna in the corner of the room. She imagined the plane’s telltale signatures as they neared the airfield and lamented the missed opportunity, but not for long as the portly guard with his cock in her mouth slapped her cheek.

“Come on, bitch. You can suck harder than that.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Days ran into weeks while Kate worked mainly on refining the electronics to increase the sensitivity of the radio receiver and, thereby, increase the resolution of the unit’s response. When Wheatley alerted her to scheduled incoming aircraft or she was lucky enough to spot them for herself, she could observe the bright green stripes slowly descending down the monitor screen as they approached the confusion of fainter lines grouped around the base of the screen, the noise caused by geographic features. Turning the antenna only slightly left or right would cause the bright lines from the aircraft to vanish and she found she could accurately determine the direction of the approaching aircraft.

She’d increased the frequency of the transmitted signal too, so instead of once a second, the equipment transmitted a pulse every few milliseconds and then listened for the echoes a few microseconds later. The result was an almost continuous signal on the monitor rather than a flashing one.

Working by herself, progress was slow and Wheatley would often become impatient. Most days, she was still hampered by the chastity belt with its invasive plugs, but occasionally she’d be able to demonstrate a significant advance that would earn her a day or two of relative freedom. Those days were rare. Mostly, there was nothing to show for her efforts or, perhaps, only a more stable signal or a reduction in filtered noise, neither feature very evident to the casual observer.

But then there was the time when she announced incoming aircraft when they were still almost forty miles away and by the time they’d approached to thirty miles, she could even count their number. Wheatley was ecstatic and Kate suggested the time was right to give a demonstration to the station commander, Wing Commander Eaton, but Wheatley hesitated. He said now was not a good time owing to other commitments, but perhaps in a week or two…

It was the very next day that Kate had one of her better brainwaves: she heard the sound of an aircraft engine and turned on the equipment just in time to catch the plane rising from the end of the runway. The monitor showed a bright-green stripe slowly ascend amidst the clutter of faint lines at the base of the screen as the plane receded into the distance. Then the stripe vanished. She slowly rotated the antenna and the stripe briefly reappeared for a few seconds. The aircraft was conducting a full circuit of the airfield, but Kate could only track it while its radio reflection was visible through the glass window. She wished, not for the first time, that the antenna was mounted on the roof; then, she could follow it through the full 360 degrees.

That was when the idea struck her that would change everything. At present, the cathode ray display showed a linear output representing distance as calculated from the time it took in micro-seconds for the radio reflection to bounce off the aircraft and return to the antenna. What if that output could be associated with the angle she was turning the antenna and configured as a polar display with the antenna in the middle? What’s more, if the rotation of the antenna was motorised, reflections would appear as bright lights flashing each time the antenna passed. She’d have a display of all aircraft movements within forty miles of the airfield all showing on a single screen. Nothing could approach without her seeing it.

Of course, the first task will be to move the antenna up onto the roof and that would bring its own problems because it would then be apparent to all that something was going on in the building below. Surely, Wheatley must announce the project to the station commander now…

Kate was super-excited and spent the afternoon making copious notes in her day diary; a little book separate from her technical note book that she used to record ideas so that the technical notes didn’t become clogged with non-factual data. So excited was she that she forgot about the time. Wheatley entered the workshop at four-forty and she’d not done anything to prepare for her afternoon visitors. He was furious and, try as she might, he was in no mood to discuss the project, but insisted that she should immediately start applying her makeup while he cleared the workbenches.

It was a close-run thing, but when Tubs, as she’d named him, rapped on the door at five, she was immobilised in the pillory and properly muzzled to greet him with her arms projecting to each side and ready to provide supplementary entertainment for his friends. Tubs was one of the older station guards, but his portly figure was surprisingly muscled and gifted with a substantial penis that Kate now knew well. He was accompanied by a tall, gangly man in his mid-twenties who Kate knew by name. Unlike Tubs, whom everyone called sergeant, this man was called Cedric and his cock was longer than Tub’s, but not so thick. The third man joining in that afternoon’s session was a shy corporal called Engel and the fourth and final member of the team was called Eric; he was much younger than the others and wore the uniform of a cadet. Eric was much shorter than his compatriots, thin and wiry with an unruly thatch of light-brown hair, but what he lacked in stature, he more than compensated for with enthusiasm.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was the ninth week since Wheatley had bought her from Lord Everidge and installed her in the workshop and the third week that she’d been providing afternoon entertainment to the airfield’s security guards. Three weeks during which her visitors would visit her in cycles, the same group repeating every five days. Two hours of an evening was a long time to spend with a woman when it only took five or ten minutes to satisfy each of the visitors and they'd taken to brewing themselves cups of tea after their initial experiences and before they'd recovered their vitality enough for a second go. During such times, they'd sit in a little semicircle around Kate cradling their mugs of tea while she gazed back at them with an open mouth invariably still pooled with semen that she was unable to swallow.

They'd tried talking to her to assure themselves that she was content servicing them, but soon gave up when they discovered she couldn’t respond and instead discussed more important matters like beer or cricket while staring at her spectacular breasts and perky nipples.

It was soon after six and during their second session of the evening that the fateful incident occurred. Tubs was standing in front of Kate with her head between his hands and his cock filling her mouth. He was rocking his hips so that one moment his glans would be pressed between her tongue and the roof of her mouth, and the next, pushed passed her tonsils and feeling the constriction of her throat.

Of course, Commander Eaton could only see his bare bottom oscillating from the doorway while Tubs, unaware of his presence, pressed on regardless with his trousers around his knees. Cedric and Engel standing one each side of the pillory with their hands behind their backs, their attire in similar disarray, and their cocks being worked tirelessly in Kate’s fists, did see the door open and the commander standing motionless in the portal, and each stepped smartly back to disengage their members. Kate couldn’t see past Tubs and her hands began to flail, seeking their lost cocks and it wasn’t until Cedric nudged his sergeant and nodded to the doorway that Tubs stepped aside and she saw the station commander for the first time.

“Sir,” called out the sergeant and spun around, the three servicemen now each saluting smartly while their erect penises, still standing to attention, bobbed before them in quasi-salutes of their own. Eaton didn’t return their military greetings, but watched as if hypnotised as Kate’s breasts continued to move on her chest, driven by a pair of hands that were reaching around her torso to squeeze and manipulate.

“Eric!” whispered Tubs with a voice loud enough to be heard outside the building and a head peeped from behind Kate’s. An instant later, the hands disappeared in a flash and shortly after that, Eric slowly rose to his feet to stand behind Cedric.

“What’s going on here?” demanded Eaton.

“Rest and recuperation, sir,” said Sergeant Tubs.

“And where did this woman come from?”

“Squadron Leader Wheatley, sir. He’s lent her to us for the evening.”

“Has he indeed? I'm sure that you know as well as he that women are not allowed on military premises?”

“I presumed the squadron leader had your permission, sir,” said Tubs.

“He has not. Sergeant, adjust your dress and take your men away immediately and, if you see Squadron Leader Wheatley, please tell him that I'd like a word.”

“Yes sir,” said Tubs and tucked himself away. The others did likewise and the four of them marched smartly from the room to leave Kate staring directly at Eaton with open mouth and red marks on her breasts from Eric’s fingers.

Eaton approached and walked around her as his orderly stood silently by the door. Kate turned her head to try to follow his progress and made a sort of mewing sound, but Eaton was too engrossed in examining the red marks on her body, her strange chastity device, and the unusual pillory in which she was entrapped to acknowledge her efforts.

“You shouldn’t be here, miss. This is a military establishment.”

“Ahhh-ah,” said Kate shaking her head and beginning to dribble.

“I know who you are,” he said and she stopped moving. “I’ve spoken to your father. You’ll have to go, of course. I’ll speak to the squadron leader… He should know better.”

“Ahhh,” said Kate again as the commander stood.

“Yes,” he said… “I’ll speak to him straight away,” and he left with his orderly.

✽    ✽    ✽

Wheatley entered the workshop at his usual time of seven o'clock that evening, but made no comment. She was unsure whether Eaton had spoken to him or not and, because he didn’t remove the device from her mouth that was clamped between her jaws, she couldn’t ask him. Instead, all he did was to push the soft gag into her open mouth and press in the plunger to expand it, this time turning a key in its end to prevent the plunger being withdrawn.

He relocated the tether chain to the dildo shaft and the released the back of the pillory so she could stand and she immediately tried to pull the gag from her mouth. When she found she couldn’t, she tugged at Wheatley’s sleeve and pointed to her mouth, but Wheatley angrily knocked her hand away and snapped, “Go to bed. I have things to do tonight.”

Unsure what was happening, she moved away from him and shortly after that, he left…

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate could make no sense of events. It was obviously connected with Wing Commander Eaton, but why was Wheatley picking on her? Then she remembered that Eaton had said her father had contacted him. That must have been as a result of her letter, so it was her fault after all. Wheatley would have to tell Eaton the full story now, so perhaps it was all for the best. The morning would be bound to bring a resolution one way or the other; meanwhile, she’s left uncomfortable and hungry. She tried to make the best of things and perched on the chair by her desk, but with her mind in a turmoil, her notes were making no sense, so, instead, she settled on an early night and crawled into bed.

She could still taste the semen that had been trapped in her cheeks by Wheatley’s oral plug and she would have liked to relieve the pent-up passions the recent afternoon session had initiated, but with the chastity belt still locked to her loins, there was little she could do about that. She swore to herself as she closed her eyes, telling herself not to be so stupid and to sleep, but with the fingers of one hand gripping her left breast and the other gently rocking the dildo shaft that was still impaling her, slumber was still some way off.

✽    ✽    ✽

She awoke with a start when the door creaked open and hand torches blinded her eyes. There were two of them; two men and they were talking in a foreign language she thought might be German. They were making no attempt to hide their faces, but in the half-light, she could only tell they were both big men and clean shaven. One of the men whisked the bedcover from her and she tried to kick him, but the kick didn’t connect because her ankles were shackled. Then they grabbed her arms to cuff her wrists and lock them to the front of her collar. She tried to wriggle free, but then one of them grabbed the extension to her dildo plug and it was all over; there was no way she could now achieve anything but pain if she continued to struggle.

She lay perfectly still on her back staring up at the man who had his hand thrust between her thighs to grip the impaling shaft whilst his compatriot was moving around the workshop, whispering in their alien tongue and opening cabinets to remove equipment and documents. He found the small cage that Wheatley had used to transport her from Everidge Hall and she heard him chuckle. They cut the tether chain from her with bolt cutters and then used the dildo shaft to encourage her from the bed onto the floor, lifting the end of the shaft to force her onto hands and feet and to drive her forward towards the cage. With no obvious alternative, she crawled inside and they closed the door behind her. And then, for no other reason than lewd spite, one of the men locked the ring on the end of the vaginal plug’s shaft to the mesh of the door.

Kate was carried from the room and the cage slid onto the bed of a small truck. She peered around, but there was nothing to see. The hangar door was closed and the space devoid of all but weak moonlight filtering through the high windows. Over the next ten minutes, cardboard boxes were piled on top and around the cage until she heard the squeal of the hangar door opening again. The truck’s tailgate was closed, the engine was started and burbled at a quiet tick-over, and the truck slowly crept from the hangar and into the moonlight. A sharp left turn took the vehicle behind the hanger and it bumped across the rough grass with no lights showing, heading towards a dark tree where the fence had been cut. Above the subdued noise of the engine, Kate was making a loud nasal humming noise as she rocked back and forth with the movements of the truck driving the dildo plug that pushed and pulled at the chastity belt in random lunges.

✽    ✽    ✽

Wing Commander Eaton stood in the empty workshop with Squadron Leader Wheatley at his side looking around at the empty space.

“Why would anyone want to steal a prostitute?”

“I don’t know, sir. Perhaps it was someone that knew her before she came here.”

“But how did they even know where she was? You didn’t tell anyone, did you?”

Wheatley shook his head. “Only the security guards and I'm sure they wouldn’t tell anyone.”

“It makes no sense. This theft was risky and they could have easily bought their own girl with little money and no risk. Was anything else taken?”

“Nothing, sir,” and Wheatley adopted his best wide-eyed, innocent expression.

“God damn it, this is one of His Majesty’s RAF stations and I can't even report the theft because she should never have been here in the first place.” Eaton was silent for several seconds before asking Wheatley to assemble those guards not on duty for interview.

“Now, sir?” asked Wheatley.

“Right away. Something about this just doesn’t add up.”

Wheatley left and Eaton began to walk slowly around the room. Her father had told him that Wheatley had bought the girl from Lord Everidge and said she was excited because Wheatley had planned to set her up with a workshop where she could spend time at her electrical hobby. Had he done that, or was her role all along merely as a play thing? Perhaps Wheatley had tricked her or perhaps she’d deliberately misled her father because she was embarrassed. There was her chain tether lying across the floor where it had been cut from her, but why was she chained like that in the first place? She was, of course, a service girl, but Wheatley had assured him she was not there against her will, and if her role was one of a sex doll, as his meeting with her the day before strongly suggested, was the chain just part of a consensual ‘scene’.

On the other hand, the workshop itself was a bit of an anomaly. It was supposed to be a mechanical workshop for the repair of aero engines, but there were no mechanical tools. There were, however, several items of equipment that shouldn’t have been in the workshop but were: a cathode ray tube for a start and a large power supply and inverter. And as for the curved metal shield mounted on top of a long, wooden pole, Eaton could make neither hide nor hair of it. There was some sort of electrical coil positioned at the focal point of the shield’s curve and electrical cables running down the pole to an electrical plug, but nothing in the workshop to connect it to. If this had been turned into an electrical workshop, as her father had suggested, there was a lot missing whatever Wheatley says and where was all that equipment now?

He looked in the cabinets under the benches and almost all were empty. The only items he did find were three glass electrical valves wrapped in cardboard tubes. They were new and quite out-of-place in a mechanical workshop. He moved to the desk and opened the drawers. All were empty; so empty, it was as if they'd been turned out. He was about to leave when he noticed a small, black note book on the floor under the desk. Inside the front cover was a name, Katherine Fletcher, and Eaton was immediately struck with how neat her writing was suggesting that, at least, she was well-schooled. Then he began flicking through the pages and after a minute or two, he sat heavily in the chair and his mouth dropped open.


Chapter 12

Cast

Holly remained curled up in the cramped cage for hours. Dawn broke and still the vehicle trundled on its way. It was a small vehicle with no bulkhead between the cab and the load bay and she could listen to the men chatting amiably and not understand a single word. The truck seemed to be keeping to the slow back-roads, the twisty route straining her ability to remain as still as possible in order to minimise the movements of the dildo. Finally, the engine note dropped to a low grind and the truck veered steeply to the left onto a rough track intermittently shaded by overhanging trees.

They stopped and the men clambered out, laughing as they looked back at Kate in her tiny cage. A woman’s voice greeted them and the sound of their voices faded as they left her alone in the truck. Before long, they were back to unload the truck and Kate’s cage was last out. She was dragged to the tailgate and lifted clear, a man on either side, and found herself face to face with a buxom blonde woman who was squatting down to her level. She was probably in her thirties with an attractive face heavily made-up around her blue eyes and red, plump lips, and she was smiling at Kate through the mesh of the cage.

“Good morning, fräulein. A pleasant journey I trust.” Her English was strongly accented with German overtones. “Welcome to our little farm. Please, come inside.”

Of course, Kate could neither return her greeting nor have any choice over whether to accept her offer as she found herself floating after the woman at the level of her bottom with her attention drawn to the way her body was moving within the tight, leather skirt. Her ankles weren’t shackled, but moved slowly with a coquettish gait in tall, patent leather shoes.

The men placed Kate’s cage on the stone floor of a farmhouse kitchen and the woman unlocked the dildo shaft from the cage door before inviting her to crawl out by pulling on the shaft like a handle. Kate wriggled out and slowly unfolded, stretching her legs out on the stone before rolling over and struggling to her feet. The woman produced a key and removed the expanded gag in her mouth before approaching Kate with a long, thin hexagon wrench and releasing the clamps holding her jaws apart. It was at least a minute before Kate could move her jaw enough to close her mouth and she spent the time wondering where the woman got the key or knew about the hexagon screws in her mouth.

“I expect you are hungry. Please, take a seat at the table as best you can and I’ll feed you,” said the woman barely able to conceal her grin.

“Who are you?” asked Kate, the first words she’d uttered for eighteen hours.

“You can call me Agnes.”

“And why am I here? What’s going to happen to me?”

“Oh, my dear fräulein. You're going on a journey so you can show our government how your new aeroplane detector works.”

“I won't. You can't make me?”

Agnes just laughed. “Really, fräulein Fletcher? I'm afraid you have a lot to learn. Now, let’s have some breakfast. You need to keep your strength up…”

Agnes released Kate’s handcuffs from her collar so she could feed herself, but kept her wrists locked together, and Kate, deprived of food for nearly twenty-four-hours, ate ravenously as she tried to ignore the three pairs of eyes watching her.

“How would you like to earn some money? A great deal of money,” asked Agnes.

“You want me to divulge the details of the detector, don’t you?”

“You would be very well paid.”

“I'm not a traitor.”

“It doesn’t really matter. We have the equipment and your notes. I just thought you'd like to help us and do yourself a favour. After all, you have little to thank the British military for; they just kept you chained up and forced you to have sex with all the airmen.”

“It wasn’t like that. Squadron Leader Wheatley provided me with everything I asked for. He’s been a great help to me.”

“Well, don’t say I didn’t give you the opportunity. It matters little to us one way or the other.”

Kate finished the meal and then looked suspiciously at her captors.

“Those plugs must be very annoying. Would you like me to remove them?”

The woman’s expression looked innocent enough and there was no harm in admitting an obvious torment. “Yes, please…”

There was no catch and Kate groaned when the twin plugs finally dropped from her. Agnes even showed her to a downstairs toilet so she could relieve herself.

“Come, and I’ll show you where you can sleep.”

Kate’s sleeping quarters turned out to be a bunk bed in the corner of the dining room, comfortable enough but not very private. Agnes locked a chain between her shackles and the frame of the bunk bed and gave her a blanket.

“I'm sorry the accommodation is so rudimentary, but I can assure you that you won't be here long; a few days at most.” The bunk was narrow and uncomfortable, but at least they weren’t being cruel to her. Agnes even brought her a cup of tea.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate opened her eyes slowly. She’d been asleep and wasn’t at all sure she wanted to wake up. There was a tickling itch under one ear and for a few moments she couldn’t understand why she couldn’t rub it. Then she realised that she was not reclining, but sitting up in a chair and tried to look around her, but couldn’t move her head. Realisation came fast then… She couldn’t move anything; neither her arms nor legs, nor wriggle her body. It was as if she’d been moulded in place, which was essentially precisely what had happened. Her eyes swivelled downwards and she could see her naked breasts, but her arms were covered by white bandages and were held out before her like a sleepwalker. Her legs were bandaged too, like a mummy, and folded into a seating position.

She began to panic. “What’s happened? Why can't I move?”

A calming voice came from beside her and Agnes moved into her field of view. “I would have thought you could have worked it out yourself, Kate. To all intents and purposes, you're now a very sick girl who’s just had a most unfortunate accident. Horse riding, wasn’t it? Well, the details don’t really matter. What’s important is that we’re taking you to the continent to have specialist treatment, but don’t worry; your dedicated medical team is going to take very special care of you.”

“You’ve put me in a cast.”

Agnes chuckled. “A complete body cast... Well, almost. As you can see, we couldn’t include your chest otherwise you’d not be able to breathe, and, in any case, you have such pretty titties. The other place that’s uncovered is what you're sitting on and that’s because it’s going to need some personalised plumbing installed to help you through your days until we’ve reached our ultimate destination. Best to fit that now before you have any urinary accidents… or worse.”

“What are you going to do? I don’t want it.”

“Oh, I think it’ll be for the best and, once we've fitted everything, you'll not need to worry about embarrassing bodily functions anymore. Here… let me show,” and she lifted a short plastic tube from a bag she was holding. “This is just a Foley catheter. I’m sure you're familiar with it. A little balloon holds it in your bladder and it empties you when the tap on the end of the tube is opened. Anal waste is a bit more complicated. This fitting is locked into your bum and it has this cable operated valve inside it.” Agnes showed her a short metal and rubber bar with a rounded tip on one end and a flanged rim on the other. It looked too thick to fit through an anal muscle.

“I know… I know… But you'll soon get used to it and it has to be that thick to allow waste material to pass. This is German engineering at its best. It’s not really solid at all; the internal bar is just to give it a rounded end so it’s more comfortable to fit,” she said and pulled the central column from the base of the device to leave just a short hollow tube, but in so doing, the rubber end of the tube flared out to nearly double its width. “Clever, isn't it? You'll not be able to push this out. But, of course, we can't leave you all open like this, so this sealing valve clips to the open end,” and she clicked a mechanism to the flanged end of the tube and demonstrated its operation by pressing a plunger on the end of an attached cable. The valve now on the underside of the anal tube flipped open and closed when she allowed the plunger to rise. “You're going to be remotely controlled,” she added with a grin.

“And you expect me to cooperate with such a demeaning device.”

“Whether you cooperate or not is irrelevant. You’ve not been shown the best bit yet. It’s this small port on the back of the valve. It’s used for filling you up with an enema solution prior to opening the valve. The solution will help to liquify the waste and you’ll have little say in expelling it when I open the valve. And now, I think it’s time we installed all this. Turn her over on the floor,” she said and Kate felt herself being lifted from the chair by unseen men, tilted forward, and lowered to the ground until she was balance on her knees and outstretched hands with her vulva and bum obscenely exposed between the thick plaster cast.

“Catheter first,” said Agnes and Kate felt fingers spreading her labia and the strange sensation of the catheter tube being slipped inside her. She didn’t feel the internal balloon being inflated inside her bladder, but she squealed when Agnes pulled on the tube to ensure it was secure.

“And now the anal valve. Deep breath…” and she felt Agnes’s gloved and lubricated finger probe her anal muscle. She twirled it around for a bit and then inserted a second. When Agnes had four fingers and the heel of her hand inside her, she was hurting and wasn’t reticent in telling her tormentor. It was then that Agnes snatched her hand away and immediately pressed the rounded tip of the anal valve against her with a steady pressure that slowly saw the tubular section engulfed until Kate felt the wide flange pressed against the skin of her dilated anal muscle. Then Agnes did the trick of withdrawing the central section and the rubber spread within Kate’s rectum to pull everything tight and lock the tube in place. A small click and Agnes had attached the valve to the open end of the tube.

“There… All done. How’s that feel.”

“It feels horrible. I hate you.”

Agnes just smiled, but with her face pointing at the floor, Kate couldn’t see that.

“Time you were seated in your new wheelchair,” said Agnes and Kate saw the chair’s wheels as it was moved beside her. “It’s been specially adapted for you and you really ought to see it before you're seated. Bring that stool over here…”

The last instruction was addressed to one of her assistants and Kate heard the scrape to a stool being positioned behind her. Then she was lifted and turned. Her head and arms rose up into the air and she found herself sitting on the low stool with the catheter folded beneath her and the anal valve assembly pressed deeper into her body. The wheelchair was moved again until it was directly in front of her and she shrieked when she saw it.

“Ooo, do you like that? It’s there mainly to hold you in place,” said Agnes referring to the phallus rising up from the seating area. “We’ve been told that you do your best work when you're sexually stressed… It seems that it adds a sense of urgency and perhaps broadens your imagination.”

It wasn’t true… Kate couldn’t help that during the last few months, her life had been continuously plagued by sexual interludes she hadn’t asked for and didn’t need. In any case, how did these people know so much about her living and working conditions?

“We didn’t want to break the cycle, so to speak, just in case it affects your future work,” said Agnes. “We need your imagination to continue along its current path…”

Kate gazed at the thick phallus and thought just how wrong these people could be. If anything, it risks distracting her from the project, not assisting it. The seat itself was little more than twin padded platforms designed to support her thighs with a gap between them. This void was straddled by a narrow cross brace which positioned and supported the phallus, and would determine precisely where Kate sits. An inch in front of the phallus was a second feature the purpose of which was not immediately apparent. It looked like two small, rounded fins running front to back with a half-inch-gap between them.

“That is our deterrent,” said Agnes, “But it’s only used on naughty girls.”

Kate was very quiet as she stared at the small, polished metallic shapes. She imagined herself sliding down the phallus and realised that the fins would press between her labial lips either side of her clitoris with her little bud forced between them.

“What does it do?” she asked in a quiet voice.

“I'm glad you asked me that… You're not the only one who can use electronics. The black box under the seat contains the battery and a step-up transformer like the ones used in electric stock fences. It gives out a very high voltage in the order of 5000 volts, but at such a tiny amperage that it can't really do much harm. The device is triggered in two ways: the first is by a little button on the chair’s handlebars if we think you're being mischievous, but it’s the second method you'll find most interesting… You won't have realised, but we have embedded a small throat microphone into the plaster around your neck. When the system is active, any sound you make, any sound at all, will trigger the unit and deliver a shock between the two fins,” and Agnes pressed the button. Instantly, there was a crackling sound and a small spark began jumping between the fin-shaped electrodes at the rate of about twice a second.

Kate shrieked and would have been shaking if she’d not been so comprehensively encased.

“No, it’s not very nice, is it? I imagine it’s going to prickle a bit, but there’s no need to be concerned. It'll only trigger if you try to speak or we see you trying to otherwise communicate. There… I've turned it off so you don’t get accidentally surprised,” and she clicked off a switch next to the trigger button. “So, time you were seated.”

“Please… You don’t have to do this. I’ll be good, I promise.”

“I’d rather rely on technology,” replied Agnes and Kate watched her spread a liberal coating of lubricant over the phallus and the twin fins.

“Ready… Lift,” said Agnes and Kate rose into the air as if by magic to hover over the chair. Slowly, she sunk while Agnes crouched between her mummified knees to firstly feed the catheter tube through the gap between the seat pads, and then to ensure that the phallus slid smoothly up into Kate as she dropped.

She remained as silent as death as she stared straight ahead at a blank wall even though she knew the spark wasn’t activated.

“Shall we try the waste evacuation system?” crooned Agnes as she swung the chair around to face a full-length mirror and the spectacle of her mummified form became apparent to Kate for the first time: a bizarre apparition sitting motionless with arms raised and a startled expression on her face. From the front, only her face, naked breasts, and belly were not covered by white bandages. The only movements were her breasts rising a falling slowly as she breathed and the red valve on the end of the catheter tube swaying gently under the chair as she twitched on the phallus.

She watched as Agnes hung a soft, rubber bag between the chair’s handles so that it hung unobtrusively against its back and then knelt beside her to connect a thin, rubber pipe from the bag to the anal valve beneath her. Then Agnes emptied a spoonful of white powder, either salt or powdered soap, into the bag and filled it with a gallon of cold water, swirling the water with her hand until all the powder had dissolved. When she opened the valve beneath the bag, cold, clear liquid began to slowly flow into Kate to give her a strange, creeping sensation in her belly.

The pressure was slight but insistent, the flow tiny but relentless. Five minutes passed, then ten, fifteen… Agnes returned to stand behind the chair and reached around to hold Kate’s bloated belly. The bag was almost empty and when she looked down, Kate could just see between her breasts her distended abdomen swelling beyond the fixed sides of the plaster cast. It felt strange, but not painful, and sounded hollow when Agnes patted her. Then the woman began pressing different areas to move the mass of water about and Kate began to feel queasy.

“I think your almost full,” she said with a smirk. “How’s that feel?”

It was at that instant that, instead of answering her, Kate’s features morphed into shocked surprise and she gave a sharp intake of breath.

“What’s happening?” she asked as her breathing quickened. “I'm tingling… Ah! Oh God…”

A smile crept over Agnes’s face. “Oh, my little fräulein. That’s nothing to do with the water. That’s my little idea to keep you focused while you wait to be transported. You remember what I was saying about keeping up your sexual tension to ensure your imagination remains active?”

“What have you done? Oh God…”

“It’s just a little adaptation using the spark system and the phallus. A low-voltage, undulating current… Just enough to grab your attention. Do you like it?”

Kate felt the slow, gently rolling electrical energy that was making her clitoris throb and the ripples of electric current pulsing up and down the sides of the phallus. They were causing her pelvic muscles to contract in waves to grip it sequentially from base to tip and it felt to her just like she was being slowly fucked by a donkey-sized cock.

“Oh God… You have to make it stop. I can't… I can't… Oh fuck…”

“Enjoy it, mein kleiner Schatz. It may only last a few minutes, so make the most of it because who knows when it will begin again,” and she moved her hands from Kate distended belly and up her ribs until she was holding a soft tit in each palm, each tit tipped by a puffy areola and rapidly hardening nipple. She didn’t bother telling the girl that there was a second switch on the handlebars to control the masturbation features. “There’s just one thing you need to remember when it feels like you're being fucked: don’t make a sound…”

✽    ✽    ✽

Back at the airfield, Wing Commander Eaton was alone in his office and deep in thought. Why did Wheatley bring the girl to the airfield? Was he just using her for sex. It seemed unlikely: too much effort; too much risk. And then there was the girl’s hobby. According to her father, the girl was a keen electrical hobbyist and that was supported by the electrical pieces left in the workshop: the CRT monitor, the large power supply, and that strange metal reflector on the wooden pole.

None of those things should have been in the workshop, but the most telling matter was the note book he’d found on the floor beneath the empty desk. It belonged to the girl and contained random jottings and thoughts relating to what appeared to be a new radio-based, aircraft detection system apparently dreamt up by the girl. It contained ideas and notes that intimated how the system might work, but little actual technical details. It did, however, record the initial results of trials as they happened when she’d detected incoming aircraft long before they became visible at the airfield, forty miles in some cases. Such a system, if it were real, and he could barely believe the girl could possibly have devised it all herself, but if it did work, it could change the entire defence strategy of a country. Was this why the girl had been taken? Had she been kidnapped in order to steal the detection system for a foreign power?

The security guards he’d interviewed seemed to have had their attention focused entirely on the girl and were able to add little to what he already knew. Only one of the guards, a young ‘private’ called Eric Green, was able to offer anything new and that was to mention that he’d idly opened a desk drawer one day while waiting for his turn and noticed that it was crammed with reference books, hand written papers, and three red, hard backed note books. Wheatley claims nothing but the girl was taken, but that now seems false and if she was developing such a system, he would most certainly have known about it because it must have him who was supplying the equipment. The most probable scenario, the only one that made any sense to Eaton, was that Wheatley himself engineered the girl’s disappearance for his own nefarious purposes as soon as Eaton had discovered her presence, although there was no direct proof. If Wheatley knows the whereabouts of the girl, how could he be persuaded to reveal it? Just accusing him would achieve nothing. He'd just deny it and then there’d be no chance of finding her.

Eaton’s answer came later that day when Squadron Leader Wheatley asked permission to take a few days leave. His brother was ill, he’d said; Eaton didn’t even know he had a brother.

Eaton had hesitated no more than a moment before smiling and saying ‘Of course, he could go.’

“I shouldn’t be more than a few days.”

“Whereabouts does your brother live?” asked Eaton innocently.

“Nottingham.”

“A long drive.”

“About four-and-a-half hours,” said Wheatley, continuing what Eaton suspected was an entirely fabricated story.

Two hours later, he watched Wheatley’s red, open-top sports car pass through the main gate and turn towards the main highway. Then he picked up the telephone and dialled an internal number.

“He’s leaving now, turning left towards the London road.”

“Roger,” came the tinny reply. “Leaving now,” and a minute later he watched the grey body of the Tiger Moth haul itself from the runway and into the blue sky. It climbed in a wide spiral to more than three-thousand feet before aligning itself with the London road. The red sports car should be easy enough to spot.


Chapter 13

A New Career

Holly was sleeping, but awoke with the sound of voices from the kitchen. One was a man’s voice and it sounded familiar.

“Good evening. How are you? Nice and warm and cozy?” Wheatley stepped into the space immediately before the wheelchair and smiled. “I hope my wife has been providing everything you need.”

“Your wife…” Suddenly, everything became much clearer.

“We’ll be leaving shortly to catch the Harwich ferry to Rotterdam and from there, by road to Berlin. We’ve been promised the most up-to-date facilities where we can continue to develop the system, I hope with your full cooperation.”

“In your dreams…”

“Did you like Agnes’s electrical stimulation ideas. I thought they were rather good. Shows that you're not the only one who can use electricity. When we get to Berlin, you'll have a choice: enjoy the massage treatment of her electric dildo or the more challenging demands of the clit spark.”

“She’s had two orgasms already,” said Agnes standing beyond Kate’s line of sight.

“And you can look forward to many more if you cooperate, but it doesn’t really matter whether you do or don’t; we have all your notes and the prototype equipment. It’s much more important that we remove you and your abilities from British hands.” He turned to Agnes. “Is the ambulance ready?” and then, “Good,” when Agnes nodded. “In that case, prepare her now and then get changed. We should move as soon as possible.”

Kate was wheeled through into the kitchen and parked next to the sink for Agnes to fill up the rubber water bag with four jugs of water. “It’s for later,” she said. “There, are you comfortable?” she asked draping a blanket around her neck and tucking it snuggly under her outstretched arms.

“Now remember, don’t make any sound or else you’ll trigger the clit spark and don’t try to communicate with anyone or else I’ll trigger it. No winking or mouthed messages; it that understood?”

Kate tried to nod, but then settled for a mouthing, “Ok.”

“Good… I’m turning it on now,” and Kate’s eyes opened wide when she heard the click.

Agnes left her then with Kate trying hard to control her breathing so that her breath didn’t rasp in her throat. It was fifteen minutes before both Wheatley and Agnes reappeared, Wheatley wearing a white medical coat and Agnes dressed as a nurse. She looked uncomfortable with shackles now locked between her ankles and gave Kate a shrug and a pallid smile. The other two men also appeared dressed as medical orderlies and between them manoeuvred Kate through the house and up a ramp into the back of an ambulance. They strapped the chair in position, Agnes and Wheatley climbed into the cab, and then they were off with the ambulance bouncing up the rutted track.

Forty minutes later, Kate was parked in the waiting room beside Wheatley and the orderlies with Agnes fussing about her in her best interpretation of a caring nurse. The room was crowded and Kate’s eyes flicked fearfully from side to side, worried that the noise level would trigger the clit spark. She could see many faces looking back at her with pitiful stares and sympathy, but nobody approached to talk.

Her presence had been noticed by the port authorities and Wheatley’s party invited to board first. They moved up to the custom’s counter and Wheatley presented passports for both him and Kate. Both documents were false, but they were waved through with barely a glance. And then, as Kate was pushed away, one of the officers stopped them. He stood in front of the wheelchair looking suspiciously at the blanket covering Kate from neck to toe.

“Madam,” he said solemnly to Kate. “May I ask that your blanket is removed.”

“She can't speak,” said Agnes, “But, of course, if that’s what you require,” and she whisked away the blanket to reveal nothing but Kate’s empty lap and bare breasts.

The man looked at her for several seconds before nodding and Agnes replaced the blanket. “Thank you. Please proceed,” but a voice called out, “No, please don’t,” and suddenly the hall seemed full of policemen.

It was Eaton who had spoken and he and a military policeman in uniform walked up to Wheatley. The whole incident was something of an anticlimax. Wheatley remained stock still while the two foreign agents disguised as medical orderlies looked around, but remained calm. Agnes appeared most affected and leant on the wheelchair for support, but all was not as it seemed as she reached below the rubber water bag and opened the tap. Kate was afraid she would trigger the clit spark to send her into a fit of frenetic shrieking; a short, violent episode that would quickly end when Kate screamed to turn off the switch. Agnes preferred a longer-term torment where Kate would be unable, or at least very reluctant, to tell her rescuers she was still in need of some assistance, and her predicament was all the sweeter because Agnes had also just manually triggered the electrical stimulating mode.

“Miss Katherine Fletcher, I presume,” said Eaton smiling down at her, but Kate didn’t smile back. “Are you alright?”

Still no response from Kate, but her eyes were flickering and he noticed that her lips were moving. He thought she was mouthing ‘Help me…’, but he couldn’t be sure.

He knelt before her. “How? What should I do?”

Her eyes opened. They opened so wide that he could see white all the way around her irises and her mouth opened in a silent scream. He leaned in close, but she was making no sound and he looked up at the astonished customs officers silently watching the show. “Where can we go?” he asked, and an officer pointed to a room behind him. Around them, policemen had taken charge of the large suitcase one of the agents was carrying and were cuffing Wheatley and his associates while the whole crowded custom hall gawped on in silence.

“Come,” said Eaton to his aide and pushed Kate quickly around the customs counter and into the private office.

“Again, Miss Fletcher. What should I do,” but although her mouth was still open wide, her eyes were screwed tightly closed. He pulled the blanket from her and stared at her naked chest. Her breathing was shallow but very rapid as disclosed by her bobbing breasts. Then he noticed that her belly was beginning to distend. Frantically, he laid his head on the floor to look beneath the chair and saw first of all the catheter tube flailing as her internal spasms caused it to twitch, and then the shaft of the phallus lodged inside her with her labia appearing to pump at it.

“It’s electrical,” he called as he scrambled upright. “She’s somehow being manipulated with something electrical.”

“There a big battery here,” said the other officer pointing to a lead acid battery at the back of the chair, “And electrical switches on the handles.”

As the man spoke, so Kate’s eyes popped open wide and she looked terrified.

“Don’t touch the switches,” cried Eaton, “But can you disconnect the battery?”

“Not without tools.”

Eaton lay back on the floor and reached below the chair to grip several thin cables that emerged from the base of the phallus and also from a second, adjacent device. Then he yanked. Some of the cables broke free and a second pull severed the rest. He looked at Kate and she stared back with composure and intelligence beginning to seep back into her eyes.

“I've disconnected all the electrical leads from beneath your chair.”

Kate blinked, a single slow, deliberate action, but she still didn’t speak. Eaton waited, watching her lips. They moved and she made a sound: a very quiet whisper. Then a slightly louder noise. Then she whispered, “Please turn off the switch on the handle; the one beside the button.”

Eaton smiled and clicked off the switch. “All done.”

“Thank you,” said Kate in a normal voice. “I just needed to be sure…” And then, “Umm… Could you please close the water valve too; it’s in the base of the rubber bag hanging from the handle. It’s, err, filling me up with water.”

He closed the valve and then looked down again at her a belly; it was definitely more swollen. “What can I do?”

She hesitated, but there was no alternative. “Fetch me a bucket…”

Twenty minutes later, Kate was still sitting in the wheelchair in the small back room, but she was smiling. Out in the customs hall, business was now progressing as normal. Wheatley and his cohorts had been removed and there was nothing to see of the drama so recently enacted.

“I've sent for an ambulance, a proper one this time; we need to take you to a hospital to have the cast removed and have you checked over. Are you comfortable travelling like that?”

He meant was she alright travelling with the phallus still lodged inside her. She knew they could just lift her off of it, but then what? Remove it from the chair and reseat her? They’d then need to strap her down to keep her positioned and safe. Much easier to leave things how they were.

“I think I’ll be fine,” she said and smiled as they both knew what she’d committed herself too.

“We’ll take you to Colchester hospital. It’s only twenty miles.”

“I saw them boxing up my equipment. I think they're sending it by freight to Germany.”

Eaton nodded and walked briskly from the room leaving just the military policeman with her. He moved in front of her so she could see him properly. “Er, miss… Would you like me to cover you? You look cold,” and she gave him a big grin.

✽    ✽    ✽

“So, now tell me…” said Wing Commander Eaton. “Did you really develop everything all by yourself?”

The two of them were sitting together in the back of the ambulance, Kate with her wheelchair strapped to fixings on the ambulance floor and still unable to turn her head, she stared straight ahead at the vehicle’s bulkhead with the driver and a nurse in the cab beyond. Eaton was sitting on a side bench and watching her closely as the vehicle negotiated the country road. For some reason, the driver thought it appropriate to turn on the blue lights and bell, and their progress could best be described as exciting. Eaton had re-covered her with the blanket twice, and when it dropped for the third time, she told him to leave it. Now he was finding it difficult to avert his eyes from the almost continuous motion of her breasts, the biggest bumps being punctuated by Kate’s soft gasps as she was energetically bounced on the phallus and her breasts rebounded in best jiggle fashion.

“My father encouraged me to become interested in electronics. We made a crystal radio set together when I was eight and it sort of snowballed from there. I got interested in the theremin. Ah… Oh fuck, I'm sorry… It’s a musical instrument invented by Leon Theremin and it alters electromagnetic waves to change sounds using the interference of a human body. Then I was playing with a spark transmitter. I thought I might be able to make my own radio transmitter FUCK… Oh God, give me a moment…”

Kate closed her eyes and, despite her tits continuing to bounce with the vehicles motion, her breathing steadied and she composed herself.

“I was thinking I could make a small voice transmitter and realised that the transmitted sound was affected by other things in the room. That’s when I moved to Everidge Hall and Lord Everidge bought me a CRT for my wedding present. With that, I could see exactly how the resolution of the signal on the monitor was affected by surrounding structures. When I magnified the time scale on the monitor, it became clear that the signal was being distorted by electromagnetic reflections. It was after that that I had the idea of boosting and filtering the signals to see if I could actually differentiate the echoes of signals from more distant objects. Of course, the landscape from my window just reflected as a confusion of faint echoes, but a metal aeroplane in the sky gave a much stronger signal and the monitor showed it as a bright green line amongst all the faint clutter.”

“And you saw aircraft approaching the airfield from as far away as Everidge Hall?”

“I think that’s what impressed Squadron Leader Wheatley. It was twenty miles to the airfield, but I found I could receive reflections from aeroplanes almost forty miles away if I lifted the antenna to the high window in the workshop.”

Kate paused and then, although she said nothing, the ambulance negotiated a section of road where the tarmacadam had sustained frost damage and the vehicle shook violently. Eaton saw that her eyes had flickered closed and he sat quietly while she recovered from the disturbance.

After a while, she said shyly, “I've been thinking about how the system can be improved further. At present, I have to search for signals by directing the antenna towards them. If the antenna was motorised and rotated in a full circle, but only reacted to signals it was directly pointing at, it could search the entire sky around the installation. Then, if I combine the antenna direction with the signals time response, I could plot the position of every contact on a polar array. It would be like you were looking at a map and could see every aeroplane’s position as a bright spot plotted in real time. I’d have to work on focusing the antenna and filtering the signal, and that could possibly increase the range still further. The results could be really useful.”

“Katherine… I'm astonished. You really are a remarkable woman. The ministry is very lucky to have found you.”

“What’s going to happen now with the project?”

“Well, I'm going to ensure that it’s properly developed, of course. With a series of these installations all along the coast, no aeroplane could approach our shores without us having an early warning.”

“Perhaps you could even fit antenna in the nose of your aeroplanes to search for enemy craft at night when you can't actually see them.”

“I'm going to make some phone calls as soon as we get to the hospital. They’ll probably want to keep you in overnight and by tomorrow, I might have news from the air ministry. I can get you some new clothes this afternoon too… I’ll pick you up tomorrow and let you know how I've got on.”

✽    ✽    ✽

It was early afternoon when Eaton returned for Kate and they soon found themselves in the shade of a large oak in the garden of a village inn somewhere in rural Essex. Kate had been declared fully fit by a team of doctors and was now clothed in the latest London fashions.

“We’ll do things properly this time,” said Eaton smiling at Kate. She’d had a bath and for the first time in several weeks was feeling more than a little attractive. Her hair had been washed and she was wearing it loose so that it hung around her shoulders as a wavy black curtain that flicked in the breeze. She pushed her sunglasses up into her hair to show a face light on makeup, but it was enough to cause Eaton to stumble over his words when she fixed him with her dark eyes.

“I, er… I've spoken with the Air Ministry… They seem as excited as I am with the possibilities of this new project. It’s already been allocated a secret security classification, so we need to be careful when we discuss it from now on.”

Kate looked around her and Eaton laughed… There was no-one within earshot.

“They’ve agreed to provide a dedicated facility with a team of fully qualified electronics technicians to assist you. I've never known them to respond so fast before. Your attempted abduction has brought home to them how important this project is and has galvanised them like never before. Usually, the bureaucracy takes weeks, but, once I relayed your test results, no-one could fail to appreciate its importance. Tell me, Wheatley was working hand-in-hand with the German authorities via his German wife, but I understand you first met him at Everidge Hall. You’ve said he was a friend of Lord and Lady Everidge.”

Kate nodded. “They seemed to know him very well,” and she particularly remembered how well Rose knew him.

“Do you think Lord Everidge knew of Wheatley’s German connections?”

“They would know he had a German wife, but I couldn’t say whether they knew he was a spy.”

“I think we may need to talk to Lord and Lady Everidge.”

‘That should be interesting,’ mused Kate to herself.

“Getting back to the project, what sort of timescale do you envisage?”

“No more than two or three months to develop a system that could usefully enter service. Then, more development could increase range and resolution, increase durability, and optimise production. I could give them a demonstration straight away. The last tests were very encouraging.” She looked at him with eyes bright with excitement. “So, am I actually going to be recruited into the RAF now?”

“Well, not exactly. Women are not allowed in the services as I'm sure you know. You'll officially be a private individual employed by the Ministry of Defence as Senior Advisor to the project.”

“Senior Advisor…”

“It will be me who’s nominally running the project, but nobody will be able to deny your contribution. After all, it’s all your idea. Have you thought about what the project should be called?”

“An aeroplane detector?” she suggested.

“Too simple and banal. I was thinking about calling it a RADAR? It’s an acronym of Radio Detection and Ranging. ‘Eaton RADAR’ in fact because a project is always named after the department head.”

Kate nodded slowly and then asked, “Where will the workshop be? Could it be in Surrey near my family?”

“I don’t think so. The ministry favours somewhere on the south coast because it would be most useful detecting craft approaching from the sea. Hastings probably and they have some really good housing available there specifically for single women.”

Kate took a sip of her cider and stretched her legs out before her. The last few days had cost her a lot in terms of stress; yesterday was nearly a disaster, but things seemed to have turned out alright; more than alright. Wing Commander Eaton had bought clothes for her while she was in the hospital having the cast and anal valve removed and they fitted quite well, all things considered. Perhaps a bit tight around the waist and bust, and the skirt wasn’t as long as she would have chosen, but the stockings were good quality and the shoes fitted well if she could only get the hang of balancing on the heels. Unfortunately, the shackles that now linked her ankles were much heavier than she expected, but the wing commander explained that she was now a prime asset as far as the RAF was concerned and her security was paramount.

“Apartments for single women,” she repeated, remembering what he’d said.

“Very exclusive. They're run by a religious group called the “Guardians of Virtue” who have worked closely with the Ministry of Defence in the past, so your safety, security, and your place in the afterlife will all be assured.” He gave her a big grin and then added on a more serious note, “You’ll never have to worry about being kidnapped again.”

“Aren't the Guardians of Virtue that old-fashioned sect who believe that marriage is sacrosanct and a woman should always hold herself in readiness to satisfy her husband?”

“All women should.”

“Well, yes… but they claim that any sort of sex outside marriage is an abomination and cannot be tolerated, and that intimacy must only be permitted for the purpose of procreation. I read somewhere that they're particularly against any form of solo recreation.”

“Ok, I suppose that is a little old-fashioned. That’s a hangover from the Victorians fifty years ago who thought sex for pleasure was against Biblical teachings and self-stimulation was an anathema, seriously injurious to health, and grounds for committal to an insane asylum.”

“So, what’s their policy nowadays towards single women?”

“That I don’t know; you'll have to take that up with them. Men aren't allowed in the residence, of course, so that solves half the problem. Also, I know the women all have their own private rooms and that access is carefully controlled so no-one will be able to break in. They’ve gone very hi-tech too with things like remote electric door locks.”

“Why can't I just have my own apartment?”

“Well, that wouldn’t work at all… As I've already said, this project is now secret. You'll need to be escorted whenever you're in public and someone’s got to be responsible for ensuring you're properly shackled and protected whenever you leave the building. I expect that means you'll have a handler at the very least. It might mean you have to wear some sort of muzzle too so you can't converse with anyone and give away our secrets, but only during transit, of course. In any event, you won't need to worry about any of that; the single women’s home has its own experienced wardens that take care of all that. The doors are unlocked at eight-thirty every morning after which you're allowed to be collected and you’ll need to be back in by seven in the evening when the doors are locked again. I believe you can apply for an exemption from the evening curfew in exceptional circumstances, but that would need to be endorsed by Ministry Personnel Control.”

“Tell me about the workshop? Would I have my own office?”

Eaton smiled. “Of course, but not for the reason you think. Because you’ll not be military personnel, you're won't actually be allowed to physically engage with the equipment or mix with the personnel. You'll be there to advise the technicians and they'd need to visit you with their queries to seek that advice. Your own workspace, your desk, would, therefore, need to be centrally placed so you can see everything that’s going on, but physically segregated from the rest of the staff. I'm sorry that needs to be the case, but we’d get into terrible trouble if non-military personnel were seen to be able to interact in an uncontrolled manner with other staff or equipment.”

“Oh, ok… So, people wouldn’t actually be able to enter my office?”

“Not as such, no…”

“And I wouldn’t be able to leave?”

Eaton shook his head. “It will be your own personal space right in the centre of things.”

“It’s a cage, isn't it?”

Eaton had the grace to look embarrassed. “I can assure you that you'll be well looked-after and comfortable, and your proximity to what’s happening all through the day will be invaluable to the project. All this security and these precautions are all for one reason: this project is seen to be vitally important to the country and the biggest fear is that you’ll be taken again and compromise everything. It’s all to keep you safe and secure.”

Kate was quiet for a long time while she considered this new information: a new career as Senior Advisor to the Eaton RADAR project, her own private apartment, and her own security detail to look after her.

“If I’m living as a single woman, what name will I have on my collar?”

“Oh, I expect you can just keep the collar you have now: ‘Katherine Fletcher, Property of His Majesty’s Government’. It’ll still be applicable because you're still MoD property; you'll still be a service girl.”

“Sounds perfect,” purred Kate and tucked her ankles under the chair where she couldn’t see the shackles.

✽    ✽    ✽   The End   ✽    ✽    ✽
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