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Chapter 1

The Debt

I glanced at my reflection in the full-length mirror hanging on the sunroom wall. Above the mirror, a small camera was watching me. It had begun transmitting essentially the same image as I was now seeing as soon as it sensed my presence and would continue to do so until I moved away, which I doubted would be anytime soon. And then there was my own camera also fixed on the same scene, a tiny black dot set into the gypsy braided thongs of my headband and the initial instrument of my humiliation. It used to follow me around all day, every day, duplicating my life onto video and showing it to anyone in the world who chose to watch. Nowadays, my life was more static, a consequence of my recent rebellion.

I was standing before the lectern answering emails, hundreds of them, with my body rigid and my hands floating above the keyboard like mayflies considering where to alight. The thick metal bands felt tight around the tops of my thighs as my muscles tensed and, together with similar bands around my ankles, held me immobile at my work station, eye-candy for my internet audience while I reread the email before me on the tablet. Why would someone be so obsessed by such intimate but ultimately trivial details of my condition? Surely there were more important matters in his life? Then I read through my answer confirming that what he supposed was, in fact, true and added my usual epithet before tapping ‘send’. Five more emails had appeared while I had been occupied with just one.

I looked sideways at the mirror again to assess my profile with a critical eye, and then at the open doorway to give a wordless cry intended to attract the attention of my caretaker. Surely it was time. A persistent ache told me as much without consulting the clock in the corner of the screen.

I was no longer sure what it was they wanted from me? Was sharing my life not enough for them that they had to do this and why was I still complicit despite the humiliation and incessant stimulation? Of course, I knew the answer to that, although that answer was complex and the path to my present predicament tortuous. Was it my own hunger for motherhood that was to blame? Greed? Fear? Or was it just the direct consequence of a misunderstanding; an altruistic but naïve attempt by me to be helpful? I felt I could end this tomorrow if I really wanted, but the cost would be too great to bear.

But I'm getting ahead of myself. My story started months ago. I remember the occasion well. We were just drinking breakfast coffee, Adrian and I, before he left for work when our predominantly silent occasion was interrupted by a loud knocking on the door of the apartment. I opened it and Tracy burst in dressed in a short cocktail dress, breathless and fearful. She looked at me with wild eyes and slammed the door behind her. Adrian turned in his seat to see what the commotion was about and the two of us just stared at her as she gasped for breath. She’d been running and it took her a full minute before we were rewarded with an explanation.

“It’s the casino… The Krasovsky brothers. They tried to stop me leaving.”

“Tracy, you promised,” I exclaimed.

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to. I was only there for a drink, but then things got out-of-hand.”

“You said you wouldn’t go there ever again after paying off the last debt.”

“I didn’t quite manage it; I was still a few thousand short and then I thought if I could just get one good win, I could be free of them at last, but it didn’t work out that way.”

“How much do you owe them?” I asked, fearful of the answer. It exceeded my expectations.

“Just over a thirty-five thousand,” she murmured, and then in a louder voice: “Oh, Evie, if you could help me, I’d be forever grateful.”

I’d known Tracy from primary school. I’d been four when I started and she was nine, a junior schoolgirl who looked after me in those first few years as she would a precious doll. She’d been one of my closest friends ever since despite the anguish that seemed to follow her about like some sort of demonic presence always in the background.

“We don’t have that sort of money,” said Adrian grumpily from the table. “You were warned last time and that was a fraction of today’s debt. Whatever were you thinking?”

“I know, I know… But people do win; I've seen them.”

“Trace, if we put all our savings together, we wouldn’t have more than twelve thousand and we’re saving up to start a family.”

“Please, Evie. I had to run out through the kitchen. They're after me; I know they are. Please… You have to do something.”

“Can't you go and talk to the police?” I asked.

“What can they do? They’ll only tell me to go and talk to my bank or the Citizen’s Advice bureau. My bank won’t do anything because they know I have no money and by the time I get to see anyone at Citizen’s Advice, they’ll be on me.”

“It can't be that bad, Trace. The casino wants their money and accosting you won’t do them any good.”

She stared at me with her mouth moving as if she wanted to tell me something, but no words were coming out.

“How much can you afford to pay?” I asked.

She looked pained… “Five hundred a month perhaps.”

I did a quick mental calculation. “That’s going to take over five years even without them adding any interest.”

“Oh God…” she whispered and sunk despondently into an arm chair.

“I’ll get you a coffee,” I ventured.

“I'm dead,” she responded.

“Don’t be so melodramatic.”

“I can't even hide; they know where I live.”

“Tell you what,” I said. “I’ll go and talk to them; try to work something out on your behalf. I'm sure they're reasonable people. After all, it’s not going to do them any good to bump you off,” I added sarcastically.

“Would you, Evie? I’d be really grateful.”

“What are friends for?” I asked and received a pallid smile.

“Well, I'm off,” said Adrian and picked up his coat. “Don’t let me find your mangled body on the doorstep; the stupid bint’s not worth it.”

I glared at him as he left. His rather malevolent sense of humour appealed to neither of us.

*

I spent the morning trying to avoid mentioning the Krasovsky brothers or Tracy’s addiction to betting, but sooner or later she’ll need to seek proper help. It was midday when I left her morbidly nursing another cup of coffee at the kitchen table and set off alone into the heart of the city to exercise my negotiating skills. I knew it wouldn’t be easy; thirty-five thousand pounds is a lot of money, almost an entire year’s salary for Tracy in fact, and whatever deal I managed to conclude with the casino was likely to be painful for her.

The casino doors were closed, but I’d already rung for an appointment and a call to the same number upon my arrival resulted in a woman of about twenty wearing a smart corporate uniform opening the door for me and showing me up a broad staircase to the offices.

“Miss Eve Mason, I presume,” said a short, stout man with a strong East European accent as he opened a heavy oak door into a large room. He was dressed in a grey business suit with a matching waistcoat and dark silk tie. I guessed his age at about thirty to thirty-five, although his hair was already thin on the top of his head. “I'm Mikhail Krasovsky.” His smile was disarming and his handshake soft but confident.

“Pleased to meet you,” I said and returned his smile. I’d made an effort with my appearance that morning; this was, after all, a business meeting and I’d put on my ‘interview outfit’: a white blouse, dark jacket, and a matching knee-length pencil skirt that was split at the back to allow me to walk. Dark tights and black, patent leather shoes with impressive heels completed the ensemble and I stood before him, much taller and very much more slender.

He stood aside and waved me into his office. “A cup of tea perhaps?”

I said that would be nice and he nodded to the woman behind me.

“I’ll just let my brother Dmitriy know that you’ve arrived,” and he picked up a phone and muttered a few words I didn’t understand. We sat in comfortable arm chairs to comment on the warm weather and my tea and his brother arrived together a few minutes later, a man cast from the same mould but with a rough, short beard.

“I presume your presence here is in response to your friend’s gambling debt?” said Dmitriy.

I nodded. “You shouldn’t have allowed her to accrue those loses. Paying them back is going to take her many years.”

“We have been very understanding, Miss Mason, and allowed her many months to resolve the matter, but all that’s happened is that her losses have increased.” Mikhail shrugged and continued, “Her credit account currently stands at thirty-five thousand pounds and we would be interested to know how she intends to reimburse us.”

“She says she can afford a maximum of five hundred pounds a month from her salary,” but Mikhail just smiled.

“Miss Mason, that would amount to six thousand a year when the interest on the money, calculated at a very reasonable 25%, amounts to nearly nine thousand. Plainly, that would just result in her debt increasing.”

“Can’t you cut her some slack here? Surely, you can accept part of the responsibility for her losses because it was you that allowed her to keep gambling well past her ability to manage the debt?”

“I'm afraid that’s not how it works.”

“What if I pay off twelve thousand now? That would reduce her debt to twenty-three thousand.”

“Well,” said Mikhail, “That would at least mean that her account reduces each year, but by a very small amount.” He pulled out a pocket calculator and tapped the keys. “It would take her thirteen years to pay off the residue at the rate of five hundred a month.”

“Oh… That’s a long time,” I muttered.

“Yes, it is,” said Mikhail. “The longest term over which we are prepared to extend credit is five years and that will require a monthly contribution from your friend of…” and he started tapping calculator keys again. “Six hundred and seventy-five pounds per month to pay off twenty-three thousand in five years.”

My mind was now working overtime. This resolution would not only involve me committing my entire savings, but also Tracy paying six-seven-five every month out of her salary, but I could see no alternative.

“Ok,” I said. “It’s a deal.”

“No,” said Dmitriy emphatically.

“No…” I said in confusion.

“No. To put it bluntly, we do not trust your friend to honour these arrangements. She has reneged on such an agreement before. We will accept the repayment terms, but require more assurance than just the word of your friend.”

“I'm sure Tracy will abide by these terms this time. I’ll make sure she does; you should have no worries on that score.”

“You're prepared to act as guarantor for her?” he asked and, like a fool, I nodded. “And, of course, we will require the twelve thousand pounds you have promised to reduce the existing balance.”

“Twelve thousand,” I murmured. “Of course,” and I pulled out my phone.

“While you see to that, I shall draw up the papers for our revised credit terms,” said Dmitriy in a voice that lacked his brother’s smooth tones and left the office.

It didn’t take me very long to transfer my savings into my current bank account and from there, to the casino’s account via an internet bank transfer. When I’d finished, Dmitriy still hadn’t appeared and Mikhail offered me another cup of tea. I declined, but he ordered one himself and the same girl brought it a couple of minutes later. She reappeared two minutes after that in the company of Dmitriy and gave Mikhail several sheets of paper. He scanned the top sheet quickly and gave all of them to me. The contract was six pages long and there were two copies, one for him and one for me.

“Shouldn’t Tracy sign this?” I asked.

“You are the guarantor,” he said and I nodded. I read through the first sheet of the document carefully. It was on company headed paper and stated that as of that day, Tracy’s outstanding debt was twenty-three thousand pounds. The annual compound interest rate will be fixed at twenty five percent to be paid off at the rate of six hundred and seventy-five pounds per month starting on the sixteenth of next month, exactly one month from today. Following this critical information, the contract lapsed into legalese and proceeded to define terms. I skipped that bit and moved on to General Terms and conditions, a section I was pleased to note that started with ‘South East Palace Casinos Ltd is deemed authorised and regulated by the Financial Conduct Authority from 1 January 2021’.

Next came ‘Any reference made to "South East Palace Casinos Ltd" or "South East Palace Casinos Ltd Group" included in these General Terms and Conditions or any of the Additional Terms (defined below) shall mean the group of companies, which each directly or indirectly controls, is controlled by, or is under common control with us.’

My mind started to wander as I moved on to: ‘By accepting this agreement with South East Palace Casinos Ltd and using a Credit Account (defined below) you accept and agree to comply with these General Terms and Conditions. You also accept and agree to comply with any additional terms and conditions specific to the products and services you use ("Additional Terms"), such as the Payment Terms and Conditions, which become part of your agreement with us. If you do not agree to these General Terms and Conditions and any Additional Terms that apply to you (or if you do not have the right to bind the company or other business entity you are representing), you have the right to close the credit account at any time by repaying in full the outstanding balance including any interest accrued up to the date of closure and any associated extraneous expenses incurred by South East Palace Casinos Ltd before the time of closure.

‘Where applicable, you assume responsibility for ensuring that any of your employees or other representatives using the Services on your behalf, have read, understood and accept to be bound by these General Terms and Conditions and any Additional Terms.

‘It is important that you understand the risks and liabilities associated with the use of the Services, and you should read these General Terms and Conditions and any Additional Terms carefully before agreeing to them and before you start using the Services.’

I glanced up at the Krasovsky brothers and both were silently staring at me, Mikhail with a passive, slightly amused expression on his face and his brother Dmitriy with a colder, harder stare. I had just reached the bottom of the first page.

The next section dealt with account credentials, employees – that was easy, there weren’t any unless you considered me an employee of Tracy because I was sorting out her debt problems – sub-accounts, service levels, privacy – a section that took up more than a whole page by itself – complaints, errors and unauthorised or illegal use.

I had reached the stage where I found myself just skimming the document and not really taking in any of its meaning, and I still had taxes, your liability and indemnification, limitation of liability, amendments and changes, term and termination – I read through this and could make no sense of the words, applicable law and disputes, and force majeure. It was then that I realised it was pointless for me to read on and turned to the end where I found three signature blocks: one for me (identified as Guarantor), one for Dmitriy Krasovsky as the company accountant, and the third for a witness. I signed and dated both copies and Dmitriy did the same before passing the papers to the girl who signed as the witness and slipped both copies into separate envelopes. Dmitriy passed me an envelope and the woman took the second from the room.

“Thank you,” I said and held out my hand for Dmitriy to shake. His grip was much tighter that Mikhail’s and I tried not to wince.

“Thank you,” he replied, his heavy accent more pronounced than before. “Miss Mason, you're much younger than your friend. May I ask how old you are?”

The question caught me by surprise, but I answered as smoothly as I could. “Twenty-two. Tracy’s twenty-seven.”

“You're more attractive than her.”

He spoke in a flat tone as a matter of fact that left me staring at him, not knowing what to say. After a significant pause, I settled on, “You have no need to worry about our respective ages; I'm sure I can encourage Tracy to comply with your requirements.”

“It doesn’t matter anymore, does it?” he responded and I looked at him with some confusion. “As guarantor, the debt is now yours. If you choose to have your friend Tracy pay the instalments, that is entirely a matter between the two of you and does not concern us.”

“But…” I stumbled, “But I thought I'm just supposed to make sure she pays the instalments on time; a sort of cross between a character reference and a mother hen.”

“It is you, Miss Eve Mason, who, as guarantor, has now assumed legal responsible for ensuring that the debt is repaid in the agreed manner and you who will suffer the consequences and penalties if the agreement is breached.”

“What penalties?” I asked in a weak voice.

“You read the contract. The penalty and remedial actions are itemised under the section ‘Customer Services’, you being the customer in this matter. One way or another, Miss Mason, we intend to recoup our money and if you fail to pay an instalment on time, you have agreed to make good the lost revenue by providing a service to the casino in our entertainment wing as a hostess.”

“A hostess,” I parroted.

“An ambiguous term, I know. In this instance, it refers to providing personal services to our gentlemen clientele in our on-site facilities. You'll be pleased to know that the casino is fully licenced by the local council as a private members club and is thereby exempt from inconvenient legislation regarding such things as immoral earnings. We also have appropriate on-site accommodation and catering facilities, so there would be no need for you to leave the premises whilst in our employ.”

For some moments, I was unable to speak, but finally managed to articulate: “I’ll have to work for you as a whore?”

“A crude term… We prefer personal service operative, but I believe we both know what’s involved until the debt is deemed fulfilled,” completed Mikhail smoothly. “It is all detailed in the contract you have just signed. It was the same terms that were agreed with your friend in her contract which we have now voided and I have to admit to being pleased with this outcome. I had my doubts regarding her ability to attract custom from our clientele, but with you I have no such concerns. You are, if I may say so, not only considerably more attractive, but also much younger; in my opinion, she was too old. You should have no problem building and maintaining a customer base of regular patrons.”

I just stared down at the envelope in my hands and felt faint.

*

When I arrived back at the apartment, I wasn’t even crying; I didn’t feel anything really, just a sort of numbness as if I was looking at the world through opaque glass. The full consequence of what I’d done had yet to sink in. I turned the key in the lock and was immediately accosted by Tracy who wanted to know what had happened. I told her I had lent her my twelve thousand pounds savings.

“Oh my God, thank you so much. That must have reduced the debt to twenty-three thousand. Please tell me they're satisfied with that?”

“They have agreed that you can pay them at the rate of six hundred and seventy-five pounds a month.”

“Six-seven-five… I don’t know if I can afford that much. I said five hundred was my maximum.”

“It would have taken thirteen years to balance the account at five hundred a month. Six-seven-five will pay it off in five years which is their maximum term. Then you need to start paying off my loan.”

She nodded vaguely. “Six-seven-five,” she muttered. “So much…”

“You didn’t tell me that you would need to work in the casino’s private brothel to clear the debt if you failed to pay. Is that why you were so upset last night?”

“They were coming for me… They would have locked me in a room and forced me to fuck with strangers. They told me that I had agreed to those terms when I signed their credit agreement and it would be all perfectly legal. I didn’t want to tell you in case it upset you too much. But what happens if I can't pay now? Is it still the same?”

“I've agreed to be your guarantor. In fact, they insisted on it. They said they don’t trust you.”

“Ok…” said Tracy hesitantly. “Thank you, but what does that mean?”

“It means that if you don’t pay the instalments on time, it’s me they come after, not you. It me that’s going to be fucking strangers in the back of the South East Palace Casino.”

“What… You’d do that for me?”

“I didn’t know… I wouldn’t have agreed to sign the contract if I’d known. I thought I was just supposed to tell them how reliable you were and chivvy you along if you forgot to give them their money. They told me afterwards what it will mean if you don’t pay.”

“So, actually, I have no debt at all now,” mused Tracy.

“No,” I screamed. “It’s your debt; you have to pay the instalments. It’s you that gambled it all away.”

She grinned. “I'm only joking. Of course I’ll try to pay it off every month.”

“No, not try… You have to pay it off on time. I can’t pay any; I don’t even have a job.”

“Oh Evie… You’ve no idea what a weight this is off my mind. I couldn’t even imagine what it would be like to have a succession of strangers putting their cocks into me.”

“What about me,” I cried. I don’t want to imagine that either.”

“Well, no, of course you don’t, but you have to admit that you are more promiscuous than me. It wasn’t me who had sex on the top deck of a London bus.”

“That’s got nothing to do with it. Anyway, I was only eleven when I saw you having sex behind the garden fence with that boy from down the road.”

“I couldn’t work for them anyway because I have a full time job and you don’t,” she countered.

“I’ll have a job soon too and that argument won’t wash; you had time enough to gamble every night. I expect they’ll let you work from seven till two so you can still keep your job.”

“Er, no… They won’t need to because it will be you being fucked, not me. Anyway, they're not going to let you wander off between sessions. Didn’t they say they’ll keep you locked in?”

I went quiet then. She was right; I had voluntarily accepted her debt and now there was nothing to stop her just walking away. Then the tears did come.

And Adrian’s comment when I told him: “You dumb bitch!”


Chapter 2

The Silver Screen Beckons

Iwas sitting on the window seat looking sullenly out at the street lamps twinkling on the wet tarmac and, for perhaps the tenth time that day, trying to figure out what the hell I was supposed to do. It had been a week since I’d had that meeting with the Krasovsky brothers and I hadn’t seen Tracy since. My ears were still ringing from the names Adrian had called me and he’d barely spoken to me since. He was out. That was not unusual. He’d been out every night that week and was quite oblivious to my warnings about saving up for next month’s rent. I didn’t bother mentioning the credit payment to the casino that would fall due in a little over three weeks. I had little confidence that Tracy would pay it and even less that Adrian would step in to save me in his present mood even if he could find the money, which I very much doubted. He was becoming oblivious to most of the things I’d been trying to tell him recently and reiterating my points only seemed to make matters worse.

“Stop lecturing me and go and get a fucking job. It’s the only way this is going to be resolved,” had been his answer to most of these ‘discussion points’ and, if truth be told, I had to admit that he was right. We’d both left college with good degrees, his in electronics and mine in ‘The History of Art’. He walked into a job with one of the big corporations on the edge of town; I was still unemployed after more than eleven months. I couldn’t even find work tossing burgers. I was now a disappointment to him. What had started off as a wild ride driven by adolescent hormones and unquenchable optimism, had sunk into the mire of drudgery that comes from nothing to do and no money to do it with.  I was so depressed left alone in this drab apartment gazing out at the rain-soaked world beyond the glass that I’d not even enough vitality to press a button on the tv remote.

I knew exactly where he was: playing pool and drinking beer at the Tanner’s Arms on Fore Street with Keith. I actually liked Keith. He seemed to have more sense than a lot of Adrian’s friends and he’d always been respectful to me even when Adrian was telling me how useless I was.

My attention turned back to the small sitting room dimly lit by the table lamp beside me. We’d been pleased to find the apartment during our last year of college and stretched the student loans even further to cover the rent on the expectation that we’d soon both be working, but that’s not how it transpired and now the high rent was a burden almost beyond our means; definitely beyond our means if Tracy didn’t pay her debts. It was on the second floor and I could look down on the late-night shoppers moving in and out of the convenience store below us or the party-folk as they hurried between bars in the drizzle.

I pulled my legs up and enfolded them with my arms to rest my chin on my knees and thought about my day. I’d caught the bus the twelve miles to Riddenford because I’d heard there might be a vacancy in the local estate agents. It was actually Keith that mentioned it to me. He’d heard that one of the agents was moving on and so it had proved, but they needed someone with their own car and my journey was ultimately fruitless. I wiggled my toes trapped by the fine netting of my nylon tights and swore when I noticed that they were already laddered by my toenail, but what could one expect at a pound a pair? It was unusual for me to wear such a garment, but I thought I’d present myself as conservatively as possible for the occasion: a white shirt and blue pleated skirt. Now, I just felt frumpy.

The sound of the front door lock and voices announced my wayward partner’s return along with Keith. It was only just eleven; they were early.

“Hi Evie. How’s things?” asked Keith opening the sitting room door.

I quickly dropped my legs, changing my rather unladylike pose into one of modest surprise and gave him a big smile.

“Adrian told me you tried for that estate agent vacancy.”

“I did, but it was not to be; I have no transport.”

“Yeah. Bad luck… It would have suited you.”

“Keith’s had an idea,” said Adrian pushing through the door behind his mate. “You're going to be rich and famous.”

I looked suspiciously at the two of them grinning in the doorway. Keith, clean shaven but with shaggy hair, looking quite unlike the professional IT consultant he was in his leather flight jacket, dusty jeans, and heavy ‘Caterpillar’ boots. Adrian was almost his exact counter-part: shorter with a much lighter frame, a short beard, and long, dark hair that he usually wore in a ponytail. My suspicion was based on his last bright idea involving topless dancing at the Ranger Club in town; an idea that failed to garner my support.

“He’s going to turn you into an internet sensation by creating a full-time, live streaming service of your life.”

Keith looked defensive. “That’s not exactly what I said. We can't have it full time because she’d have no privacy at all and anyway, it wouldn’t be very interesting if it just showed a darkened room when she was asleep.”

“She sleeps naked… It could show her tossing about with the bedcovers thrown to the floor or when we’re having sex and she’s handcuffed to the bed head.”

“Adrian, that’s a bit too much information. In any case, it wouldn’t show her; she’d be wearing the camera and it would be showing your leering face.”

“What on earth are you two on about? I don’t understand any of this.”

“It’s simple,” said Adrian as if it was actually me that was simple. “You wear a camera all the time and whatever you see gets transmitted over the internet to your thousands of devoted fans.”

“They’ll be able to live life through the eyes of a twenty-two year old girl,” explained Keith.

“One with long legs and pretty little titties,” added Adrian.

“I don’t think I want my life laid out quite so bare.”

“You’ll be wearing clothes,” said Keith.

“Some clothes,” said Adrian quietly.

“That’s not what I meant. Do you mean that everyone will see me cooking and doing housework: making beds and ironing and things?”

“When did you last do any ironing?”

I ignored him. “Do you really think people will want to see me shopping or washing-up?”

“You have to remember that it will be viewable all over the world. In many countries it will be a novelty for them to see what you do all day because your daily routine will be so different to theirs.”

“Yeah, for me too,” said Adrian.

“It’ll be refreshing for people to see how you manage your days. You're an attractive girl and they’ll want to imagine themselves in your shoes. They’ll want to relate to how you do things, how you think and act in different situations because it’ll be such a contrast to their own experiences.”

“Ok… So you expect me to wear some sort of camera on my shoulder all day and transmit whatever it sees over the internet.”

“A head cam. It needs to see whatever you're looking at.”

“A head cam… And has it occurred to you that it won’t see me at all? It’ll be looking away from me all the time.”

“Well, that’s not entirely true,” said Keith tactfully. “It’ll be angled in such a way that often it will see the front of your body as well as what’s directly in front of you, and then I thought we could add a few more mirrors about the place so people can actually see what you look like.”

“You have to admit, Evie…” said Adrian adopting a more mature tone. “You do have a very attractive body. You attracted me…”

“And how is all this meant to earn us any money? Do you expect people to donate money to us to lift us out of poverty?”

Keith just laughed. “No. I don’t think that would work. I have to admit that I haven’t fully thought this through yet, but perhaps have something like a two-tier subscription. People could access the basic podcast from your head cam for free and see what you're doing, or they could pay a small subscription charge and watch you from other cameras around the house.”

“Oh great. I’ll be spied on all day.”

“Well, yes. I suppose it does amount to that, but you could consider it more of a performance on your part as if you're in a play of your own life. You know if this catches people’s attention, it could be a real money spinner and the answer to your problems.”

“Could keep you out of the cathouse,” suggested Adrian.

I looked accusingly at him and he held out his palms in supplication. “Don’t look at me like that. This has nothing to do with me; it’s you that volunteered.”

“And who’s going to pay for this little experiment? Where are we going to get the cameras and who’s is going to finance the web hosting and all the advertising that’s going to be needed? We can't just start broadcasting and expect people to accidentally find us.”

“Keith,” said Adrian simply. “He says he’s willing to buy any equipment that we need and cover all other costs in exchange for a percentage of the profits if the enterprise does start earning money. Seventy-five percent to you and the rest to him. It won’t cost you a penny, so you can't lose.”

I made a sort of ‘hummff’ sound that was meant to indicate my disinclination, swung my legs to the floor, and moved towards the kitchen. “I suppose you two want coffee.”

“Please,” said Keith while Adrian began a slow, low-pitched background soundtrack that sounded like David Attenborough in a natural history program…

“The female of the species now moves towards her den to slake her thirst and that of her male clan members. She walks gracefully, careful not to step on the detritus that litters the floor of the cave in case it damages her paws or the fine nylon mesh that clads her long, feminine legs. Such a disaster could impact her fertility display and, consequently, her ability to find a mate.”

“They're already laddered,” I murmured over my shoulder.

*

“What do you think then?” asked Adrian once Keith had left and we were alone in the bedroom.

“What am I expected to think? D’you suppose I want to be the subject of internet fantasies with old men pretending to be a young girl by watching what I do all day?”

“You shouldn’t look at it like that. People will just want to experience the world through your eyes: an intelligent, twenty-two year-old with pretty tits and a fondness for short skirts, exhibitionism, and erotic sex.”

“I'm not an exhibitionist,” I protested, but Adrian just smiled and pointed to what I was wearing. I’d just removed my outer wear and was standing in black lace, translucent panties and a bra that revealed more than it concealed. “Well, anyway, I'm not keen. I don’t fancy being spied on all day long and, in any case, I can't see how it’s going to make any money. No-one will want to see me washing-up and vacuuming.”

“Don’t be so sure about that; I could watch you working all day long.” I tried to slap him, but he giggled and easily ducked my blow. “Seriously, though, I do understand what you’ve been telling me and this could be an answer to your problems. And if it does work out, we may have enough money to start a family.”

“A baby… Do you really mean that?”

“Of course, I do. It’s only because we can't afford one now that I've been reluctant. Why don’t you just give it a try? If you don’t like it or it’s not producing any income, you can just stop.”

“Ok. I’ll give it a trial, but there’s got to be some rules. It mustn’t start before eight in the morning after I've had my shower and it stops at eight at night so that I have the evening to myself.”

“Seems reasonable,” he said.

“And there will be no nudity.”

“You’d probably get a huge increase in subscriptions if you found an excuse to change your bra a few times a day. Just a quick flash of a nipple would do it.”

I hesitated. I’m certainly no prude as my friends will readily admit, but wonton nudity is not my thing; there would have to be a good reason for it. Would a spike in subscriptions to the website be a good reason? I weighed the argument carefully against being obliged to work in the casino’s brothel. I wasn’t even sure whether I could be legally compelled to comply with a contract that was so obviously immoral, but I hoped I’d never have to find out and my best chance of avoiding a confrontation is to find another way to help Tracy with her debt. If that meant revealing a nipple once in a while, would I consider the trade-off worth it?

“Perhaps…” I eventually conceded, “But I’m not participating in a gratuitous strip show. It’s one thing sharing my daily routine, but I'm not up for sharing my body.”


Chapter 3

Prepped for my Debut

Keith came over the next evening for a planning session and I repeated my conditions. He didn’t seem fazed.

“That’s fine. We can record for twelve hours during the day and then just let people stream the day’s recordings as they want during the night. You have to remember that this site will be accessible all over world and in all time zones. You can just put on the head band in the morning and then hopefully forget it’s there for the rest of the day. I've been planning how we should advertise this through Facebook, Instagram, and the rest, and I have to say, the more I consider this, the more interesting it becomes. Just imagine you're sitting in an apartment in South Korea or Japan and suddenly you have the option to see what’s going on in Slough.”

“Oh, I'm sure I’d be intrigued,” I said sarcastically. “Slough… The hub of the world.”

“Well, it’s likely to be alien enough to someone in Seoul or Kyoto to hold their attention.”

“I've been thinking about this too,” I said. “If I was actually pregnant, it could be a diary of my pregnancy and life with a new-born. There would be more point to it then. It may even help a lot of women if they could see I was having the same problems as them with the pregnancy, birth, feeding, etcetera.”

“Breast feeding?” asked Adrian.

“Lots of women have a lot of problems with that.”

“And you’d video yourself breast feeding?”

“Well, yes… It’s a natural thing to do.”

“I can see your idea,” said Keith, “But the fact is you're not actually pregnant.”

“But I could be.”

“Evie, we can barely afford to live at present. We can't have a baby yet, but it is a good idea for the future.”

I hadn’t much hope when I made the suggestion, but at least Adrian hadn’t discounted the idea out-of-hand. We all turned our attention back to the present and Keith showed me the headband with the camera and a microphone. The lens was tiny, no more than a couple of millimetres across like the lens in a mobile phone and it was barely noticeable amongst the interwoven leather thongs of the head band; the microphone was even less noticeable and coloured to match the leather.

“It’ll make me look like a 70’s hippy.”

“You don’t need that for your vintage look; your leather skirt and fringed denim jacket is more than enough.”

He was probably right. My usual casual style was pseudo-Bohemian and the headband will fit right in. It might even prove useful to tame my long, brunette hair.

He pointed to a small plastic box attached to the leather at the back. “This is the battery pack and transmitter. It’s small enough to hide in your hair and powerful enough to connect to the house router when you're in the apartment. When you go out, then it will pair with your mobile phone to connect to the internet, so wherever you are, you’ll always be online. The battery’s big enough to last all day and can be recharged overnight, although I suppose we’d best have a spare.”

“Will it work even when I’m in the bathroom?”

“Well… yes. It would be a pain to disconnect it every time, although I suppose you could take the headband off and leave it outside the door if you were sensitive about that sort of thing. No-one will actually see what you're doing unless there’s a low-level mirror or you look down at yourself, so I would just accept it as part of normal human life and not worry about it.”

“You’ll be able to shower before the transmissions start in the morning,” said Adrian in an attempt to cancel out my protests before they even started, but he needn’t have worried; the situation was no more than I expected.

“So, I get up, shower and dress, and then put on this headband and act normally for the rest of the day.”

“Essentially, yes,” said Keith, “The computer will already be running and the program will automatically switch to live feed in the morning and back to a streaming service in the evening. The headband connects to the computer via wi-fi or through your mobile signal, and it’s the software in the computer that then processes the signal and transmits it as a videocast on the internet along with any static camera feeds. It’s actually the PC that does all the work and, when we start the subscription, it will determine who can view the external cameras.”

“Tell me about these other cameras, then,” I asked.

“Ok. For the first week, it’ll mainly be just your head camera transmitting and viewers will only see what you see with the exception of a couple of fixed cameras that will pick you up when you're in, say, the kitchen or the sitting room. We’ll spread a number of mirrors about the apartment, so there’ll be plenty of opportunity for people to see what you look like, but it will only be your reflection. After the first week, we can add some more fixed cameras around the apartment that will be activated by proximity sensors as you approach them, and these will be added to the site so people will start to see you from other angles and get more of a feel for what you're doing. We’ll give folks another week to get used to watching you in addition to seeing life from your own personal perspective, and then we can start offering subscriptions. Everyone will be able to see what your head cameras sees, but only those that pay the subscription will get the full view from the other cameras.”

“Yeah…” said Adrian. “They’ll be the only ones who’ll be able to see what you're wearing from the back.”

“What d’you mean ‘What I'm wearing?’ I’ll be wearing what I normally wear.”

“Of course you will be,” said Keith sensing another protest and trying to defuse it before it started, but Adrian ploughed on regardless.

“Of course you will be,” mimicked Adrian. “That skirt you’ve got on is hardly long enough to cover your fanny. Folks are gonna love watching you wandering about.”

“Well, in that case, perhaps I should wear jeans.”

“Then we won’t attract any subscribers and you'll end up in the cathouse.”

“Just wear what you usually wear,” suggested Keith. “There’s nothing wrong with your skirts and if you didn’t feel comfortable wearing them, then you wouldn’t.”

Keith was right: I was conscious of the attention I usually attracted out on the streets and I didn’t mind it. More than that, if I was feeling in a particularly mischievous mood, I sometimes sought attention and it was then, in the bright light of day, that I realised that I might actually enjoy this project. I would be in control and I’d be able tease my audience as much or as little as I please.

“Alright… Skirts some of the time, but I choose what to wear and when to wear it.”

“Of course,” said Keith giving Adrian a fierce stare.

Adrian just shrugged and added, “You’ll soon see that if you dress sexily, you'll attract a much bigger audience and earn more money for the family.”

I looked at Keith to see whether he’d picked up on Adrian’s ambiguous remark. I'm sure he wasn’t just referring to him and me as the family, but was talking about affording a child. I suspected that he’d have me prancing about nude if it meant more money and I knew that he was holding the prospect of a child before me as a sort of bribe, but I didn’t care. I did want children and if showing a bit of leg is what it took, it was a price I’d happily pay.

“I’ll supply the cameras and also sort out a new PC; I don’t think that antique in the bedroom or your tablet is going to be capable of the sort of processing we need,” he added tongue-in-cheek. “I’ll also get any other necessary gear and take care of the advertising. That’s going to be quite an outlay because this project is not going to work if nobody knows about it. I’ll start right away with notices and teasers on the media sites so that the market is ready primed, so all we need to do now is to decide what day we’re going live. I suggest a week next Friday. That should give me enough time to get organised and we can spend the Wednesday and Thursday before doing dry runs so we know everything will work right on the day, and the Saturday and Sunday ironing out any problems.”

Friday… Ten days’ time. I had a shiver of panic, but then thought, ‘What the hell… If it doesn’t work, what have I lost?”

*

Keith visited again three days later during the day while Adrian was at work and he brought with him a new PC and a couple of Wi-Fi cameras.

“We won’t be using these cameras for a week or two, but I thought I’d try them out so we don’t have any bad surprises.”

He setup the PC and paired the headband camera that he’d shown me a few days previous and invited me to put it on. It felt so weird to see myself reflected in the monitor, gazing directly at it from anywhere in the room. There was a fraction of a second time delay between the signal from the camera and the processed video appearing on the screen and I amused myself turning quickly toward the monitor in time to see myself moving, but of course, I couldn’t see the video picture when I looked in any other direction. Keith thought it was very funny and offered to show me what the viewers would likely be seeing. He put the band around his own head and looked about and I saw the familiar room turning in the monitor.

“When you look straight ahead, the camera sees from just above the horizontal down to the floor in front of you. You only have to look down a little to focus it on the front of your body,” and he demonstrated by looking at the floor a few feet in front of him. The monitor now showed the top of his chest, the front of his legs, and his feet. I replaced the band about my own head and stood before the monitor to peer down at the same angle as Keith had, but keeping my eyes looking up at the screen, and I saw exactly what I expected to see: my modest breasts pushing against the front of my t-shirt and below them, my knees and feet.

“Oh, ok,” I said knowing very soon hundreds of strangers will be looking down at that exact same view and probably imagining what it would be like to have these two breasts with their pointy little tips preceding them wherever they went. I’d never considered it before, but seeing the difference between our two video views brought a whole new perspective to the fore. Keith’s view of his body didn’t include the lumpy frontage that, for ninety-five percent of a woman’s life, served no useful purpose other than to entertain the male sex. As a consequence, he had never been conscious of wobbly body parts bouncing before him when he ran or descended stairs and videos of such will surely come as a revelation to most men.

“That view will be a novelty to many,” murmured Keith reflecting my own thoughts exactly with the day’s biggest understatement.

There followed a series of days that seemed to become longer as our agreed ‘go live’ date approached. Keith treated Adrian and I to a series of adverts and pseudo-news articles about our new website that he’d posted on every media site he could access and I was astonished at the number of views these posts had accrued by the Wednesday with two days still to go.

“Everything is set up for Friday, but now we do a test,” said Keith that morning, but it was past eleven by the time he handed me the head band and activated the program. The monitor’s screen flashed on behind his shoulder with an image of Keith looking at me. I moved to stand directly in front of the screen and then, when I looked directly at the monitor, I saw an infinite number of monitor screens receding into the distance, each showing a smaller version of the same view. I moved my head from side to side and the long ‘tail’ of monitor images fishtailed across the screen like a writhing snake, but due to the fact that I was looking at a camera’s image and not a reflection in a mirror, if I turned to the right, the strange images writhed to the left. The effect was hypnotic.

“You'll never see this screen during the day, of course, because it will be in the back bedroom,” said Keith beside me. “And that’s probably a good thing.”

I turned to face him and knew the monitor was now showing his face, but I could only see it in my peripheral vision.

“Now what do I do?”

“Do what you would normally do. Looking out the window, washing dishes, drawing, writing letters, cooking; it doesn’t matter. I suggest you go and make yourself a cup of tea and sit on the settee with a couple of biscuits to watch the news on television. Later, you can go to the shops and we’ll see if your phone works well relaying the transmission.”

I did as he suggested and flopped down on the settee with tea and biscuits on my right and my bare feet up on the cushions. I clicked on the remote and then saw that Keith had hung a wide mirror above the television. It was tilted to reflect the whole of my body as I lay on my back and while I watched the television, others could see my reflection.

“Keith…” I called. “You could have warned me.”

He came into the room grinning fit to burst. “That was perfect. Just the right amount on nonchalance with the flop.”

“But if I’d had known everyone could see me, I would have been more elegant and certainly more modest.”

“But people will want to see the real you, not an overly elegant facsimile. As for being more modest, you weren’t actually showing anything.”

“Only all my legs right up to my panties.”

Keith just shrugged. When I pulled up my knees, my skirt had fallen about my hips and it wasn’t very long to begin with.

“Anyway, that’s not the most erotic underwear I’ve ever seen,” he added gazing at me from his position near my feet. I dropped my knees and smoothed down my skirt while treating him to my most scathing glare, but his grin just broadened. Then I smiled too. He was right: the mirror had not reflected anything but an expanse of leg. I’d been in no way lewd or pornographic; the most I could have been accused of was being a little too casual and maybe a touch suggestive, and that wasn’t at all out of character. I folded up my knees again and my skirt fell back around my waist, but I just giggled and reached out above my head to the table behind me for a biscuit to nibble whilst daring Keith to comment. He didn’t; he just smiled and returned to his monitor.

I finished my tea and cleaned up the kitchen, clearing the worktops of the detritus left over from breakfast and then swept the floor. After that, I tidied the sitting room, read the paper for half an hour with another cup of tea, and then visited the bathroom to pee. I remembered that I was not alone as I closed the door and was careful not to look down at myself, but couldn’t avoid the little tinkly sounds of running water. It was the one aspect of the project that I couldn’t avoid and was dreading the most, but in the event, it proved to be much less stressful than I’d imagined. It wasn’t like there was any mirror that showed me sitting on the pan. I washed my hands while looking at a close-up image of myself washing hands in the basin mirror and took the opportunity to examine the small camera concealed in my headband. It really was almost invisible: a small, black spot amongst a web of black, interwoven leather thongs.

I’d washed my hair that morning and it shone as it dropped around my face and over my shoulders like a dark curtain, its sides kept apart by the band around my forehead. The mascara and shading around my eyes that I’d applied earlier was darker than usual to enhance the vintage ambience of the hippy headband, and I moved close to the mirror searching for any flaw in my makeup. There was none worthy of attention and I stepped back to straighten the neck of my blouse and smooth down the front, taking particular care to ensure that it conformed closely to my profile for Keith’s benefit. Then I smiled and pursed my lips to give him a virtual kiss and returned to my chores.

From his den in the spare bedroom, Keith watched me cook scrambled egg on toast for lunch and carry a plate through to the bedroom for him, the meal magically appearing just after the image on the screen showed me approaching and opening the door from the other side.

“This is so weird,” he exclaimed. “After a while, it’s as if I’m actually you doing all this stuff…”

I made no comment and he stared at me for several seconds before metaphorically shaking himself back to reality and thanking me for the eggs. I went back to just being me.

The afternoon progressed with Keith noting that the Wi-Fi signal was not good in the main bedroom or the hall by the front door and he said he’d pick up some signal boosters for the morning. Then we tried to transmit the camera’s signal back to the PC from down the street using my mobile phone. The result was not good. The picture was grainy and sometimes pixilated. Reluctantly, Keith gave me his mobile phone, a model several generations better than mine, and the result was much better.

The following morning, he was round my apartment before noon with two plug-in signal boosters that seemed to solve the dead area problem. We ate a light lunch together and then he rather shyly told me he had something for me. It was a pair of white lace panties and a matching bra that he offered along with a mumbled apology.

“I know it’s not really any of my business, but I thought, well, just in case, you know…”

“You mean if I suddenly decide to strip off in front of a mirror, I’ll have something nice to show the world?”

“Something like that,” and he grinned rather sheepishly.

“They are very nice. I’ll wear them just in case.”


Chapter 4

The Site goes Live

The big day arrived and both Adrian and I were up early. Keith was round before seven and when he turned on the computer, it displayed a screen image that read ‘Life of Evie’ in big characters across the middle of the screen before a picture of green fields and a sunrise. Underneath in more subdued writing, the script read: ‘Welcome to the life of Evie. Live transmission will begin at 8 am British Summer Time (7 am Greenwich Mean Time) and will continue until 8 pm BST this evening. During the nighttime hours until 8 am tomorrow morning, the day’s recording will be available for streaming. Enjoy’.

I stared at it for a couple of minutes before rousing myself and moving to the bathroom to apply a modest amount of make-up.

“I'm going to remain invisible throughout,” said Keith, “But Adrian should come and go as normal. Address him by name whenever you can so people begin to relate to him. He’ll obviously be working for most of the day, so you’ll be on your own, but I’ll be here in the back room monitoring the transmission to ensure it all runs smoothly. Don’t come and see me, though. I’ll sneak out of the front door to get my own lunch and you won’t know whether I'm in or not, so, unless I come to tell you differently, just assume all is going well.”

I nodded absently, my nervousness edging towards panic.

Keith just smiled. “Just enjoy yourself. If you don’t like it, we’ll just stop.” I smiled a pallid smile back at him. “I think it would be good if you were standing in front of the bathroom mirror brushing your hair at 8 as a sort of introduction to your audience.”

I nodded again.

“And remember,” chipped in Adrian. “The more titties you show, the bigger your audience will be and the more subscriptions you'll earn.”

I ignored him…

“We have nearly six thousand people logged onto the site and waiting for your inaugural appearance,” announced Keith minutes before 8 am. The moments ticked by and I posed as requested, tugging my hairbrush through the long tresses of fair hair that hung thickly over my shoulders. I’d already pulled the headband into place across my forehead so that new viewers could clearly see my reflection and the thought that the image of my own face was now showing on many screens all over the world was a little daunting. I pushed the thought from my mind, washed my hands, and turned away from the mirror to make my way to the kitchen for breakfast. I’d tidied the bathroom just before we went live and smiled to myself, wondering how long it would be before my true nature asserted itself and the floor was once again covered by damp towels and discarded underwear.

Adrian was in the kitchen brewing coffee. “Morning sweetheart, he said with a smirk and kissed my cheek; I imagined the image of his huge eye appearing on everyone’s screen as he bent in. He asked me what I was doing today and I told him just the usual without being specific. It wasn’t the answer he wanted, but he didn’t seek more clarification. We drank coffees together and at 8.30, he left for work. I dropped two slices of bread into the toaster.

It didn’t take me long to settle into my new role. By 10 am, I was beginning to feel more comfortable as I realised it didn’t really affect my life at all. I was still doing the same things I’d always done, maybe with a little panache, a little more showmanship. By twelve, I thought I’d to walk to the market for some groceries and eyed myself in the hall mirror.

“In for a penny…” I told myself and decided my outing was a good excuse to change my t-shirt for something a little smarter. I selected a creamy-coloured blouse from the wardrobe. Back in the bathroom, I gazed into the mirror above the sink and then, with sudden decisiveness, pulled the shirt over my head to reveal to the world the pretty, little white bra that Keith had given me. It had lace around its edges, but the cups were plain and semi-translucent; I could just make out the outline of my nipples through the material and felt very naughty.

Now that the deed was done, I didn’t hurry. I washed my face, touched up my eye shadow, and applied lipstick where before there was none. The lipstick was actually almost invisible, but it did leave my lips looking shiny. It was only then that I faced the mirror and pulled the blouse up my arms before slowly fastening up the buttons, the pretty bra and my partly revealed breasts disappearing by degrees.

Outside, the weather was warm and sunny and I picked up my mobile phone, sunglasses, and a shopping bag and walked through the front door. A hundred metres from the building, I looked back to check that Keith wasn’t running after me to tell me there was a problem with the transmission, and then set off across the park to the parade of shops beyond. The park was extensive with a lake at its heart; a lake I knew well from my college days. We used to use it for swimming, a pastime much discouraged by the park authorities, but they could never actually prevent it. I looked across the lake from the winding path and sure enough, there on the opposite bank, I could make out a group of students amongst the foliage. They weren’t actually swimming, but lounged in the sunshine with open books and cans of beer.

Beyond the park lay a short row of shops and I stopped at the convenience store for the few groceries I needed and to treat my audience to the sight of small-scale British merchandising. Rather unfairly, I reflected for an unnecessarily long period over a tray of cabbages because I thought them well past their best, but the rest of the vegetables looked ok. The last thing I selected was a cheap bottle of Malbec and then set off back across the park.

I saw nothing of Keith all day, but Adrian returned from work at 5.45 and asked me about my day in the stunted style of an amateur dramatist. I played the part and described my day and then asked him about his.

“Oh – um… Nothing much. The usual… A bit of machining and a trailer to repair this afternoon. The sub-frame was shot and I had to weld in a new spar.”

“A camping trailer?” I asked innocently.

“A 12 metre semi-trailer as you well know,” he snapped at me, completely missing my joke. I cooked supper and we both ate it sitting at the kitchen table. I washed-up the dishes, made coffee, and carried it through to the sitting room to settle in front of the television. Then it was 8 pm and Keith appeared grinning in the doorway.

“Congratulations. You first day’s transmission. How did you think it went?”

I smiled as I realised my life was my own again. “I was very nervous at first, but after a couple of hours, it just seemed normal.”

“I thought the episode in the bathroom when you changed your shirt went very well.”

“You stripped off in the bathroom?” cried Adrian.

“Only down to my bra.”

“But it was that see-through one Keith bought you?”

“Well, yes. But I doubt that anyone could see much.”

“Can I see the video?” he asked.

“You can stream it on your mobile,” said Keith. “It was at about 12.10 pm.”

“How many people do you think were watching?” I asked.

“I know for sure: 4640.”

“Oh… That’s more than I thought.”

*

That was the first day of filming and the general consensus was that it went very well. Keith stayed at the house over the weekend to ensure there were no snags and didn’t have to intervene even once. Adrian and I negotiated the two days without bickering too much and we sat together in the park Sunday afternoon for an alfresco lunch in the sunshine. The fourth day, the Monday, Adrian was back at work and, when I sat down in the kitchen to eat my own breakfast, I heard the soft click of the front door latch as Keith left to attend his own work. I was alone with my international audience and the thought was somewhat daunting, but I forced myself not to think about it and, instead, carefully read through the news items on my tablet. I thought afterwards that the activity didn’t offer much in the way of entertainment to my internet audience and began feel guilty, and so, by way of a treat, I retired to the bathroom to change my t-shirt in front of the bathroom mirror.

The week progressed without incident and Friday evening, Keith came around to install six additional cameras about the flat. He explained that these cameras were equipped with sensors that activated each camera when it detected the presence of a transponder in the vicinity. The small transponder he attached to the battery pack that was hidden behind my neck on the headband and in that way, each camera activated while I was in the room, but didn’t react to anyone else. That was also the signal for the website to display that particular camera’s feed alongside the image from my headcam until the camera could no longer detect my presence.

He got me to walk through the apartment while he watched the monitor and announced that the system worked ‘like a dream’. This whole live videocast idea reminded me of a dream, so I could relate to that.

The second week, therefore, I learnt how to be decorous and demure, more than conscious that many people were watching me from all angles and I had to be careful how I moved and how much flesh I showed. At the end of the week, Keith announced that my viewing figures had increased to an average of about three thousand with highs of almost five thousand at peak times. He attributed the increase in web visitors partly to the extra publicity he’d posted on the web, but mainly to the extra exposure from the auxiliary cameras: people could now plainly see what I looked like and they seemed to like it.

Over the following weekend, Keith posted a number of ‘updates’ on the website informing viewers that they’ll still be able to see what my headcam sees, but if they wanted to receive the feed from the auxiliary cameras, they would have to subscribe. The subscription would be £1.99 per week, with discounts if they wanted to buy one month or three months in advance. On the Sunday, I was also surprised to see that he was offering an email correspondence service where even non-subscribers could send emails direct to me and I would be expected to reply to them.

“It will give your viewers more empathy with you if they can strike up a rapport and they’ll be more like to subscribe. All such site’s offer the service and viewers will expect to be able to offer comments and ask questions.”

“Anyway, answering emails will give you something to do all day,” offered Adrian.

Then Keith volunteered news that was most unwelcome. “I shall need to work away for a while. The company has decided to lend me to one of our subsidiaries for a few weeks.”

“Oh… So we won’t see you during the week?”

“It’s in South Africa.”

“Oh,” I said again, the implication dawning. “How long?”

“I don’t know for sure; probably two or three months, but you should be alright. I've shown Adrian how the set-up works and he can always contact me if there are any problems. I've ordered some more cameras too and he knows how to integrate them into the system.”

“You don’t need to worry about anything,” said Adrian. “We’ve got all the payment system set up and everything. The money will get paid to a specialist intermediary company as the subscriptions come in. They will handle all the money transfers and government taxes, then they take their cut and pay the balance directly into your account. The site is set up so that subscribers automatically get access to the cameras. We’ve even set it up to pay Keith his percentage every month without us having to do anything.”

“When are you going?” I asked.

“Thursday,” he said and then looked guilty. “I'm sorry it’s so short notice. It’s all been a bit last minute because I’m replacing someone who’s become sick. We didn’t want to tell you before in case it unnerved you, but you'll be alright. Adrian’s a bright boy; he’ll look after you.”

I wasn’t convinced, but what could I do?

The following day, we went live with the subscription site. It didn’t make any difference to me; I just pottered around as per normal washing dishes and making the bed. At lunchtime, I logged onto my emails on the tablet and was surprised to see a dozen unread emails addressed to ‘Evie’ at ‘life-of-evie.co.uk’. That, at least, meant we had more than a dozen watching and that had to be encouraging. I opened the first email.

‘Dear Evie, I’m impressed with your work ethic. I’d employ you if you lived near me. What colour panties are you wearing?’

I clicked ‘close’ without looking at any others, but over the next hour, I thought a lot about that email. A lone female trolling about an empty apartment all day with an audience that must comprise a large proportion of frustrated men; what did I expect? I made myself a cup of tea and sat down with the tablet again to open the same email. It was signed ‘Derek from Northumberland.’ I clicked reply.

‘Dear Derek from Northumberland. White. Best wishes, Evie.’

Then I clicked ‘send’ and drank my tea.

The other emails (now numbering fifteen) offered a variety of different perspectives on my website activity. Some were from women critical of my make-up or bed-making technique; some were from men wanting to know personal details, some of which I preferred to keep secret; and several wanted to know where I lived. This latter category remained unanswered. By the time Adrian returned that evening, I’d answered all the ones I intended to answer.

Keith came by that evening to check over the system and reported that it was working perfectly. He checked the email server and arranged the accounts so that the website emails went straight into a separate folder, and he checked the bank transfers.

“No problems?” he asked of me once he’d finished.

“I don’t much like some of my mail.”

“No… That’s unavoidable, I'm afraid. Just delete those. If you persistently get abuse from the same address, you can block it. Otherwise, it’s all looking good. You have a membership of a few dozen and hopefully that will increase over the next week or so, but we should expect the initial weekly income to drop back a bit once some of your current audience has subscribed for a month. I’ll call in a 7.30 tomorrow morning to see the site back on air.”

The next couple of days passed without incident and on Wednesday evening, Keith called in at 9 pm for a final debrief. There wasn’t much to say. He told me our bank account was £220 in credit after three days, but that we shouldn’t expect more than about £800 - £900 for the first month. After that, who knows? It could drop back to a fraction of that amount if our audience are unsatisfied and don’t re-subscribe, or we could attract even more members.

I was sorry to see Keith leave, but Adrian was all smiles; he was now the website manager.


Chapter 5

A Missed Instalment

Thursday and Friday passed without incident and I sat on the settee with Adrian Friday evening sipping a glass of wine to celebrate. I’d drunk a second before a serious thought struck me.

“What date is it?” I asked

Adrian consulted his phone. “The eighteenth.”

“Oh God… I wonder if Tracy paid this month’s instalment,” and snatched his phone from him.

“Hi, Adrian,” said Tracy’s voice.

“It’s Eve. Did you remember to pay this month’s instalment to the casino?”

“Of course, I did; two days ago.”

I relaxed and then another thought floated to the surface.

“How much did you pay?”

“£500. I told you I couldn’t afford more than £500 a month.”

“Tracy,” I screamed. “The agreement was for £675.”

“Not my agreement. I thought what with your new website, you'll easily be able to make up the difference.”

“But I didn’t know; you didn’t tell me and, anyway, it’s your debt, not mine.”

“That’s not what the Krasovsky brothers think.”

“Tracy…” I screamed again. “Now we've breached the contract,” and slammed the phone down, conscious that it was apparently me that had breached the contract. “Ade… I need to go to the casino straight away. Tracy hasn’t paid all of the instalment.”

He just looked at me with a blank stare.

“It’s £175 short. It means I haven’t complied with the agreement. I need to go right away and hope they’ll be understanding.”

His expression hadn’t altered.

“Will you come with me?” I asked.

“Evie… I was going to watch television. I’ve been working all day.” And then, when he saw the expression on my face, he put down his wine glass and struggled to his feet. “Come on then…”

It was 10 pm before we got to the casino and stopped at the doorman to explain our visit. He directed us to the broad staircase up to the next floor offices that I’d used before and we were stopped again at the top of the stairs by another security guard. A few minutes later, we were shown into Mikhail’s office by the same guard to see that Dmitriy was already there.

“Miss Mason. So nice to see you again. And this must be Mr Mason,” he said extending his hand to Adrian.

“This is Adrian, my boyfriend.”

“Adrian. I’m pleased to meet you. Please, take a seat,” and he extended his arm to an armchair a couple of metres from his desk, the only visitor’s chair in the office. “Would you like a drink? Of course you would. Grigory, please pour Adrian a whisky.”

I watched as Adrian sat grinning at me from the armchair and was handed a large whisky by the security guard. There was nowhere for me to sit and I was not offered a drink.

“And now, Miss Mason…” said Mikhail.

“I've come to apologise,” I said. “Owing to a mix-up with Tracy, it seems we haven’t quite paid you the full amount for this month.”

“Indeed, you have not and the deadline has passed.”

“Yes, but only by two days and I only have to pay you another £175. I have it here.”

I looked nervously behind me. Dmitriy was very close.

“Two days late is still late, Miss Mason, and there will be penalties to pay.”

As soon as Mikhail had uttered the words, I felt Dmitriy pushing me against the edge of Mikhail’s desk with a hand on the small of my back and I had to place my hands on its surface to stop myself falling forward. I tried to turn to confront Dmitriy, but now I was staring straight into Mikhail’s eyes and he began speaking.

“Have you still not read the contract, Miss Mason?”

“Of course, I've read it and it mentions financial penalties for late payment. I just took that to be interest payments, but the contract wasn’t specific.”

“Interest payments, yes… and administration charges.”

I tried to stand up straight, but Dmitriy pushed me forward again so I had to place my hands back on the desk.

“Let me see…,” muttered Mikhail. “Interest is charged at 8% per month, but there’s a minimum charge of £50.”

I shrieked. Behind me, Dmitriy had put his hand up under my skirt and was touching my bottom. I tried to move, but he was much too strong for me and was pushing me hard against the desk. I looked at Adrian for support, but Grigory was standing ominously close beside his armchair, his bulk dwarfing Adrian who just continued to sip his whisky with a blank expression on his face.

“And then there’s an administration charge of £100,” continued Mikhail.

“One hundred,” I said, and then, “Arrr…” as I felt Dmitriy’s hand slide between my legs inside my panties. His strong fingers were pressing against me and nearly lifting me off my feet. “I… I can pay that now,” I managed. “I have a card.”

“Good,” said Mikhail brightly. “I’ll fetch a machine,” and he stood up and left the room; Dmitriy didn’t move. My card was in my purse beside my left hand, but I needed both hands to retrieve it and sunk down onto my elbows to open the catch and search feverishly for the debit card. Meanwhile, my change of pose had offered even more of me to Dmitriy and I could now feel the edge of his hand between my labial lips and his thumb firmly pressed against my anus.

Mikhail returned with the payment terminal and slowly tapped in the numbers before offering it to me. I lifted one elbow from the desk just enough to slide the card into the terminal and tap in my pin, but then Dmitriy’s hand force me back down again. I watched as the word ‘Authorised’ flashed across the small screen.

“Thank you, Miss Mason. I hope it won’t be necessary to resort to penalty payments again next month.”

“No indeed,” I muttered. And then, “I can't rise with his hand there.”

*

We left rapidly, Adrian and me, neither of us speaking until we were well away from the casino building.

“You weren’t much help,” I said still feeling flushed and breathing hard.

“And what did you expect me to do? Did you see the size of that oaf standing beside my chair?”

I had and lapsed into silence again. Adrian was right: there was nothing he could have done.

Eleven o'clock and we were back within the security of our apartment. Adrian poured himself another whisky and I made a cup of tea. Then I rung Tracy.

“I've paid this month’s instalment, but your part payment cost an extra £150 on top of the 175 that you were short.”

“That’s not my fault; you're responsible for ensuring it’s all paid.”

I closed my eyes and counted to ten… “It’s your debt. You should pay £675 every month.”

“And I told you I can't.” There followed a short silence where we both considered our revised responsibilities before Tracy broke it by asking: “Did Dmitriy stand behind you?”

I didn’t really want to talk about that, but muttered a terse, “Yes”.

“And did he push his thumb into your bum?”

“Tracy… No, he didn’t,” although I didn’t tell her how close he got.

“You were lucky, then. Usually, he’ll push his thumb up your bum and his fingers up inside your pussy just to hold you steady while Mikhail lectures you.”

“You could have warned me before; I’d have worn jeans.”

“That wouldn’t have done you any good. They'd have just ended up around your knees.”

*

“You know, I've been thinking,” said Adrian the next evening and I looked at him suspiciously; such an admission was seldom a good sign. “You remember that you suggested it would be a good idea if you became pregnant and then the videocasts would become something like ‘the trials and tribulations of a young mother’?”

I immediately stopped what I was doing and gave him my full attention.

“Well, I think that’s a brilliant idea. It would give the website more purpose and would be bound to attract more viewers.”

“That was what I was telling you,” I said feeling just a little exasperated.

“Yes, well anyway, after last night at the casino, I can see how important it is to attract as much money as we can so you can continue to pay the casino every month. After all, I don’t want you to have to work in their…”

“Yes…” I said hurriedly. I didn’t want to work there either.

“Well, in order to maximise our viewers and to make a complete record of your pregnancy, I think we should start including our attempts at conceiving.”

“What, you mean show us having sex on the website?”

That was the moment I nearly threw my coffee cup at him, but he held up his hands and hurriedly added: “It could be done quite tastefully; it doesn’t have to show any nudity.”

“You want to tastefully slide your cock into me and then secretly jiggly it up and down?”

“Yes, but we’d do it discreetly and with decorum.”

I didn’t even know he knew such words.

“Look… Last night shocked me.”

“It shocked me too,” I said.

“I just want to make sure we have enough money to keep you safe and if that means teasing our audience a little, I think it would be a small price to pay.”

“So how do you see this working?”

“Well, soft lights in the bedroom with a camera to the side of the bed; you looking gorgeous as you usually do lying on your back so no-one can see anything private; and I’ll just approach from between your legs. We’ll slowly snuggle together and you can make that soft sighing sound you do. And that could be the start of new life, a new baby that grows inside you. It could be the beginning of an internet story that follows a child all through school to adulthood.”

“Just one baby?” I asked innocently.

“Oh no… You can have lots; as many as you want.”

I had to admit that I was seriously tempted, but seriously suspicious too; after all, up to that point he’d never really entertained the thought of children. Did he have an ulterior motive and, if so, what was it? Was it really just the chance of a little soft porn on the site?

“In principle,” I said slowly… “In principle, I agree, but I want to have the final say about how it’s done.”

“Of course,” he said quickly. Then, after a bit more thought: “We’ll need to repeat it quite a few times until you're pregnant.”

I sighed. It was looking more and more likely that our website would end up full of soft porn, but at least there would be a point to it all. “I’ll stop taking the birth pills then?”

“Of course,” he said again and smiled.

*

Nothing was said for the next few days. I didn’t broach the subject because I wasn’t ovulating and Adrian seemed to have forgotten, but I had misjudged him. The following Monday, a parcel arrived with my name on it and, full of trepidation, I opened it while he was at work. It was new lingerie, but whereas the underwear Keith had bought for me was white and, well… pretty, Adrian’s was more ‘complex’.

When he arrived home, he spent some time examining his purchase while I cooked supper. We ate and then he appraised me of his plan: “You go and get dressed up and we’ll have a go at making a baby.”

It wasn’t the most romantic invitation I’d ever received, but there was a slight chance that a coupling might fulfil my dream, so I acted: I gathered up the various articles he’d bought for me and took them into the bedroom.

It took a while to prepare myself. First, I touched up my make-up and applied fresh lipstick, a darker shade than I usually wore. Then I began disrobing starting with my skirt and pants, but being careful to stay away from the fixed cameras and not to look in any of the mirrors. The new panties were first and here Adrian had either been unusually thoughtful or just plain fanciful. They were black nylon and styled as a thong with a high, thin waistband, a narrow front panel that was almost transparent, and a thin back that would be almost invisible between my cheeks. But the detail that made them stand out from anything else I owned was the fact that they had an open crotch. They were split from above my pubic bone to well past my bum and the opening disguised by frilly ruffled edging that dropped from the waistband at the front and actually became the thong at the back. I considered the garment to be overtly sexual, but on reflection, it was practical too because I wouldn’t need to remove them when we tried for conception and there was, therefore, less risk of displaying details that I would prefer to keep secret.

Finally, I turned to face the mirror and winced; they really were very small.

*

Adrian could barely contain his grin when I walked into the kitchen. He told me how beautiful and sexy I looked and how much he loved me, but I felt like a cross between a sex toy and a professional street walker. I suppose I’d done my part with my hair and make-up, the headband camera even adding an extra element to the black straps that now seemed to encircle all parts of my body, but it was the new lingerie that was attracting most of Adrian’s attention. His eyes, and presumably those of my internet audience, started at the black lace balconette bra that presented my breasts so invitingly whilst struggling to contain my nipples, and then sunk to the translucent panties with the intriguing decoration. They were now trapped by the black lacy suspender belt that encircled my waist and ‘caged’ my upper thighs behind six heavy-duty elastic straps that supported black, lace-topped stockings. I’d decided to wear the panties under the straps because I thought it looked sexier, but mainly to discourage Adrian from undressing me on camera.

I’d never worn stockings before because I could never see the point of them, but the feeling that my legs were now clothed except for the tops of my thighs felt sexy beyond belief. What’s more, my senses were further piqued by the fact that every little movement I made tugged on the suspender straps to remind me of my exposure and consequential vulnerability.

“Your legs are so long…” he murmured more to himself than to me as his gaze dropped lower to take in the illusion created by my new court shoes with their impossibly high heels. I was now standing even taller than him, but wobbling slightly.

“I take it you approve?”

“You're beautiful,” he reiterated.

“Money well spent then,” I said ungraciously, but he didn’t seem to hear. “Would you like to retire to the bedroom now?”

“Oh no, not yet. Let me look at you for a while.” Him and the rest of the world… “Pour out some wine; there’s a bottle on the counter.”

I saw he’d left a bottle of white wine open, but no glasses. I didn’t appear to have a choice and rather reluctantly approached the counter conscious that not only was Adrian now watching my back, but there was also a fixed camera behind me. I hoped I’d got the seams of the stocking straight. The glasses were in the cupboard above me and I reached up while watching my frontage warily in case a nipple popped out from behind the low-cut bra. At least I now stood high enough and didn’t need to stretch too far. I poured the wine and we stood eyeing each other as we drank, Adrian still grinning, or should I say leering, and me trying to find a position that left me less exposed to the all-seeing cameras.

Then he placed his empty glass on the counter, wrapped his arms around my bare back, and kissed me.


Chapter 6

Attempted Conception and a New Role

It was still early when we entered the bedroom, only just seven o'clock, and the day was still bright. Part of me felt like I was being manipulated; that the situation in which I now found myself was artificial and, therefore, wrong, but then another part of me felt excited at the prospect of making new life and, yes, more than a little aroused. It wasn’t just Adrian’s kisses or wandering hands that I had to thank for my arousal, although they did play a major part; my mood had been primed by the exotic lingerie he’d chosen for me.

After a brief squeeze and vertical fondle during which he stifled any protestations I may have had with a kiss (I had none), he led me to the bed and eased me onto my back down its centreline. I glanced at the mirrored wardrobe doors with one of the fixed cameras between them and was relieved to see that little of my body was actually visible amongst the bunched bedcovers and the act itself would be entirely hidden behind my thigh. Then I looked at Adrian. He shared none of my aims regarding modesty and discretion, and I watched in horrified fascination as he first kicked off his shoes and tugged his t-shirt over his head before unfastening his jeans and pushing both jeans and shorts down his legs. Then he stood regarding me with a broad smile in nothing but his socks whilst his rigid penis swayed in the air before him.

I thought I ought to say something, but couldn’t seem to form any words, so became the mute recipient of his attentions as he approached from the foot of the bed and crawled up between my knees. I did give a short gasp when his probing fingers found the split in my pants, not to conduct much in the way of foreplay but just to assure himself that I was slippery enough to accept his imminent entry. I was.

He sunk onto one elbow and lined himself up, and then, while spreading both my underwear and my labial lips open with the fingers of his free hand, dropped his hips and drove his erect cock straight into me in one long, steady thrust. I squealed and clutched at his back as I felt his breath on my neck and then his cock began to reciprocate inside me. He was probing deep and I revelled in the sense of fullness his presence had brought, the electric tingling in my belly as he moved, and the jarring lurch each time his pubic bone ground against my clitoris.

My head fell to the side beneath him and I gazed at my reflection: my open mouth and wild eyes, my torso buried in the sheets as his weight pressed onto me, and my eccentrically patterned thighs wrapped around his legs as we bounced together on the mattress. I was pleased to see that the angle of the camera meant that no detail of the congress between our animated bodies was visible and closed my eyes to relax and feel myself slipping away as an orgasm began to bubble up inside me. I was close, but then gave a shriek as Adrian pulled out.

“Turn over… I want to take you from behind.”

I wanted to protest. I was close to completion and didn’t want a delay, but he’d already sat up. I found myself turning on the bed onto hands and knees before him and looking back down my body, willing him nearer as he shuffled towards my raised hips on his knees. He laid a hand on my bottom to steady me, but didn’t immediately re-enter me. Instead, he magically produced a leather belt from somewhere and wrapped it around my waist. I knew what was coming; we’d done it many times before and waited with bated while he cinched it up tight with the buckle in the small of my back, and only then did I feel his stiff penis prodding me. With a fierce yank, he pulled me backwards onto him using the belt as reins and our bodies slapped back together.

This was his ‘go to’ method of copulation… With one hand gripping the belt, he’d drive himself into me so boisterously that I’d be pulled back and knocked forward like a limp rag incapable of doing anything other than trying to stop myself screaming as I rode the storm.

I felt his free hand on my rump and then a joyous cry and a sharp slap as he settled into his fantasy. His hand moved to my back, fingernails tracing my spine until they caught on my bra strap. I closed my eyes again as I fought his relentless pistoning motion, each thrust slapping against the backs of my thighs as I felt him refilling me at speed, and then I opened them with a shriek when he reached under my body to grasp a naked hanging tit. My other breast, the one nearest the camera, was also now naked and bounced energetically with every lunge.

I hadn’t felt him unfasten the clasp of my bra, nor felt the straps sliding from my shoulders, but now my bra lay open beneath me, its straps still encircling my wrists and its empty cups taunting me whilst my naked breasts flip-flopped beneath me in time with my violent movements. And then I looked towards the mirror and my worst fears were realised: all prudence was lost when I looked at my own face to see an expression of pure lust and behind me his thick cock working into me like a steam engine, but I didn’t care. At that moment, I only had one thing on my mind and there was no room modesty.

It was then that Adrian chose to finish the session and that required him to hold the belt with both hands for maximum purchase. If I thought I was shaking before, now it felt as if my teeth were rattling as he pulled me back with all his strength only to slam me into his groin with a loud clap. I could feel ripples of flesh roll through the cheeks of my bottom and his testes struck my clit with each jarring impact, and I was rapidly losing control. With a loud shriek, I climaxed but Adrian didn’t stop. If anything, he seemed to increase speed while I writhed on his pistoning cock with no way to release myself.

My cries were now continuous whilst behind me I could hear a series of grunts and then a loud sigh as he released his precious semen into me. And then there was blessed calm. I felt him spasming inside me, jerks that became more intermittent as the last drops of his jism spurted deep inside me, and then he let go of the belt and I slid forward to unsheathe myself until I was lying flat on the bed.

“That was good,” was his only comment as he waddled backwards off the end of the bed and began to redress. I just looked into the mirror at my naked body lying prone on the mattress and, unsure how to redress without showing any more flesh, closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep.

*

The next day was much like previous days except in one important regard: my email folder seemed in danger of overflowing. I read the first one and it included vulgar observations on aspects of my body. The next was no better, concentrating on my ‘obvious moral corruption and depravity’. There was even a surprising number of women feeling the need to correspond, most with the aim of telling me what a hussy I was, but some with questions like ‘What did it feel like?’ and ‘Didn’t he hurt you pulling you about like that?’ One even asked where the lingerie came from.

Adrian returned from work at six and feigned surprise to see that I wasn’t dressed for a repeat performance. He asked me if I’d changed my mind about having a child, I hadn’t, and suggested I prepare myself while he refreshed himself with a beer. I did, dressing up exactly as before and standing before the kitchen sink while he sat at the table and finished his drink. He chatted about mundane events at work and about the inadequate bus service while I nervously stepped from foot to foot, half listening to him and half watching the twin cameras warily.

Eventually, he tossed the empty can into the bin and approached me with lascivious intent, pinned me to the counter top with a thigh between mine, and kissed my mouth while he told me how beautiful I was. I felt his lips on mine, his hands on my back, and his hip pressing against my crotch, and I believed his murmured enticements. I nodded enthusiastically when he asked me if I was sure, and moaned softly when his hands dropped to my bottom to cup my naked cheeks. Our mouths pressed together, pushing my head and shoulders back, and when he moved, I saw that he’d unfastened my bra again and the cups were hanging loose. I squealed and pulled them back into place, but he only chuckled and eased my hands down to my sides before sliding the straps from my shoulders. Like a rabbit trapped in headlamps, I gazed into his eyes and allowed the lacy garment to slip to the floor.

Adrian spent the next ten minutes stoking my passion with his hands and his mouth while he moved me about the kitchen in a series of poses that, I realise in hindsight, were devised primarily to display me to the cameras. Then he guided my hand down to his crotch and I found his fly already open. He was more than ready and, once liberated from his clothing, his cock felt firm in my hungry grasp.

A final quick kiss and then he spun me around to face the kitchen table and folded me flat onto its hard surface.

*

I lay in bed later that evening rerunning recent events when Adrian entered the bedroom in a state of high excitement.

“Do you realise how much your subscription numbers have increased over the last couple of days? It’s more than doubled and your emails have now reached over eighty, fifty of those in the last two hours.”

“I don’t know, Adrian. I don’t care what you do on film, but I'm not comfortable with my own public nudity and certainly not having sex in public even if nobody can see anything between my legs.”

“Sweetie… If this takes off, we can not only rid you of the casino debt, but you’ll be able to finance as many kids as you want. And what’s it matter if you show a little flesh. Actresses do it all the time on film and there’s plenty of people quite happy to sunbath naked on a beach. Then there’s all those people in nudist clubs and ‘lifestyle’ families who spend their entire day naked. Going topless is not a big thing.”

“It’s not just about going topless; it’s the sex… I don’t like people watching us having sex.”

“But we’re very discreet and it’s going to make you so much money. In any case, there’s a very serious purpose to it all: we’re trying to get you pregnant so you have the complete story of your child from conception, through pregnancy and birth, to child-rearing. It’s going to be great.”

I was silent for a while after that while I digested Adrian’s arguments. He was right about going topless, of course. It’s no big thing nowadays and, after all, there’s four billion people in the world gifted with breasts or about to develop them. That’s an awful lot of breasts and I shouldn’t be too precious about mine especially if it will help stay out of the Krasovsky brothers social circle. And then there’s the sex… While it’s actually happening, I don’t mind at all. It’s only afterwards I have second thoughts.

“Ok,” I said. “But please try to keep it discreet. I don’t want to be a porn star.”

“Discrete; yes of course. But the bare tits are fine, then?”

“I suppose so.”

“You're going to make so much money from this,” he added with a grin and I could almost feel a baby moving inside of me.

*

We made love on camera in the bedroom during the next few evenings. I have to admit I was more than willing because according to the calendar it was exactly the time I should have been ovulating. Each evening, I got dressed up in my new exotic lingerie ready for him to return home from work and met him eagerly at the door. Adrian, for his part, was unusually considerate during these sessions and, apart from removing my bra almost as soon as he entered the door, seemed to go out of his way to protect what was left of my modesty.

It was on the fourth night after we’d turned off the cameras and retired to bed that he announced his latest innovation to increase subscription.

“Subscriptions are still going up, but not as fast now and I don’t know whether they're going to hold up next month.”

I lay beside him in silence wondering what was coming.

“It’s all very well adding some spice to the site in the evenings and it has got us several new viewers, but it’s during the rest of the day I worry about. What can you do to retain their interest while I'm at work?”

“The whole point of all this was to show how I normally spend my days. You and Keith said it didn’t matter if my days were boring.”

“Yesss…” said Adrian with a long, drawn-out syllable. “But that was before we realised the effect a little titillation could have. Now, I think we should accept the fact that your audience has subtly changed and that you should make some sort of an effort to retain their daytime interest.”

“And what do you suggest? That we start having sex session at lunch times?”

“No. I don’t think I could manage the journeys and the sex in the time available,” he said as if I was being serious and he’d already discounted that activity. “But I have bought you a new outfit.”

“Oh no,” I murmured fearing the worst.

“It’s a new dress and panties, but there’s no need for concern; it’s not as revealing as the lingerie I bought for you.”

He’d tell me no more; said I’d have to wait until morning, which didn’t help me get a sound night’s sleep.

In the morning, I showered and re-entered the bedroom to dress, and there it was laid out on the bed all ready for me: a black and white French maid’s uniform. I could have hit him…

“When you're not answering emails, you spend most of your day doing housework so I thought this would be appropriate and you already have the suspender belt, black stockings, and shoes.”

“You really think the people who visit the website want to see me dressed like this all day?”

“I do… although you’ll have to wear something overtop when you go to the shops.”

“But this dress is so short.”

“That’s why I bought you some new panties to wear with it so you don’t have to wear that thong,” and he held up a pair of white knickers. To describe them as frilly would be an outrageous understatement. Their entire back panel was covered in layer upon layer of ruched lace until they looked like a frilly, snowball. I just burst out laughing.

“I can't wear those,” I said through my tears. They’re about eighty years out-of-date.”

“This sort of style never goes out-of-date. It’s all part of the uniform.”

“It’s not a uniform; it’s a stereo-typical party joke. I’ll just become a laughing stock.”

“Try it for a few days and see. Then, if you don’t get a surge in subscriptions, you can just go back to your usual clothes.”

I was far from convinced, but he’d hit upon a concern that I’d been thinking about too and, anyway, they weren’t anywhere near as revealing as that minute thong. With a sigh, I fastened the suspender belt about my waist and pulled on the black stockings. Then I slipped my feet into the lacy knickers and pulled them up. My bum looked huge and fluffy, and I had the urge to laugh again, but the situation was far too real to be funny.

“Do I have to wear those shoes all day too? They’ll be really uncomfortable.”

“They go with the costume. You can wear your ordinary boots when you go out.”

With a sigh, I pulled the court shoes onto my feet and stood tottering beside the bed looking down at the dress still lying on the bed. It was black satin with several layers of white underskirts and a white apron already attached to the waistband. Above the waistband was a white bib front that was held in place by two long straps that crossed my shoulders from the back and buttoned onto the top corners of the bib.

“Where’s the blouse?” I asked.

“It’s not supposed to have one. That’s all there is.”

“But that won’t cover me. It’s barely wide enough to cover me from the front, let alone from the sides.”

“I thought we had discussed this. You said it was alright for you to be topless.”

“No, I never said that.”

“You did… You said it wasn’t a big deal to be topless, but asked me to be discrete when we made love.”

“Well ok, I might have said that, but I didn’t mean for me to be topless all day long.”

“But sweetie, it’s what’s going to save you from the Krasovsky brothers. You don’t want to miss a payment again, do you?”

I didn’t… Adrian unzipped the dress at the waist and held it out for me to step into. When he zipped it up again, the deep waistband felt snug and wasn’t a bad fit, but when I held up the bib for him to button up the straps, it was little better than useless for protecting my modesty. My breasts, small as they were, seemed to swell out the sides and my nipples, although hidden from the front, were clearly visible from either side of the bib.

“That’s lovely,” he said. “I bet everyone wishes they had a maid like you.”

A maid like me… He could have said a girlfriend, that would have been a little better, but it seems my status had now been subtly revised.

“One last touch,” he said and clipped a black ribbon about my neck with a small bow at the front and a hook and eye at the back under my hair. Then he handed me the headband complete with camera.

“Two minutes to eight. Time for your big entrance,” and he kissed me before going to the kitchen for breakfast.

*

I was alone in the kitchen. Adrian had left for work and I was washing the breakfast plates. Strange how life twists and turns. It was only a few short weeks ago that I was an Art History graduate on the way to a good job as, say, a museum curator or an auction house assessor on the lookout for lost masters. Now I was a French maid dressed in a pantomime costume with near-naked breasts and a ridiculously short skirt. I kept looking behind me at the large mirror on the back wall at my reflection: the black satin skirt with its tiny white apron splayed out almost like a ballerina’s tutu by the ruched folds of the underskirts and the frills of my matching knickers. In fact, the skirts were no longer than my crotch and the underside of my eccentric panties were constantly visible, more so if I needed to bend in any way.

Below this erotic ensemble were my white thighs patterned by the black suspender straps with their little silk bows and the lace topped black stockings they were supporting. I turned back to the sink and leant slightly forward to display even more lacy frills and looked down at my breasts bulging either side of the bib, and I smiled.

It was all worth it; I was pregnant.


Chapter 7

Skinny Dipping with Kieron and Elsa

That weekend, I endured the ignominy of the eccentric maid’s costume with the added piquancy that I had Adrian’s inane comments and unsolicited attentions to contend with. He seemed to think that just because I was dressed as an erotic maid, he could treat me as one. What’s more, not only did he want waiting on hand and foot, but he felt free to take liberties with my part-naked state that he wouldn’t normally dare to do and considered the whole scenario a huge joke.

Sunday, he left me in the house while he bought the groceries alone and I was beginning to feel stir crazy; I’d not been out of the house since the previous Wednesday and, on top of that, my shoes were beginning to hurt like mad.

Eight o'clock that evening came around and I slipped out of my costume and into jeans and a t-shirt with flats instead of heels. It was bliss and I curled up on the settee with a mug of de-caff coffee and a grin.

“I'm pregnant,” I said to Adrian. His reaction wasn’t quite what I was expecting, but then I wasn’t sure he knew whether to be pleased or not. He just sat looking at me with a wry grin on his face and a distinct lack of excitement.

“How do you know? It’s only been a couple of weeks since you stopped taking the birth pills.”

“I know because my breasts ache. I thought it was you grabbing me at first, but then realised that both ache the same and you do have a favourite. I really think they're a little larger too and my areolae are getting puffy and darker.”

“Well…” he said now looking a little uncomfortable. “That is good news. Are you going to announce it on the website?”

“I thought I’d leave it a few weeks until I'm sure, but I expect people will soon be commenting on it as I grow larger.”

“Yes… I expect they will,” and he sat staring at me, looking as if the consequences of what he’d done were only now hitting home.

*

Monday morning and I was back in the eccentric outfit pretending that I always wore such clothes when I did housework. I’d had lunch and was just washing up the few dishes I’d used when the doorbell rang. I ignored it; I couldn’t possibly answer the door dressed as I was, but my caller was persistent.

The letter flap in the front door opened and Tracy’s voice filled the hall. “Evie… Are you there?”

“Come back this evening after eight. I can't answer the door just now.”

“Don’t be silly, Evie. I've seen the website; I know what you're wearing.”

I hesitated, but Tracy wasn’t going away and after a forlorn attempt at reasoning with her, I cracked the door open and peeped through the gap.

“Tracy, please,” I pleaded, but she just pushed the door open wide and stepped into the hall.

“Nice tits,” she said and giggled.

“Not my choice,” I said as I closed the door, conscious that our conversation could be heard all over the world.

“And yellow marigolds too,” she added looking at the rubber gloves I was still wearing to wash up. “Aren't you going to offer me a cup of tea?”

I waved her towards the kitchen, but she just said, “After you,” and followed me sniggering at my frilly knickers and white thighs above the stocking tops. “You know, I'm pretty sure the dress is supposed to cover those bits,” she quipped. “Same at the front where your clothes are meant to cover your titties.”

“Look… You know exactly why I'm doing this and it’s basically all your fault.”

“Yes, I know and it’s really good of you to take over my debt.”

I just frowned. She knew perfectly well that I didn’t do it on purpose; it was all a big misunderstanding, but what’s done is done. I plugged the kettle in and dropped a couple of tea bags into cups.

“I saw you having sex the other evening. Adrian was really going for it, wasn’t he? He’d got you folded over a table and was pumping you from behind. I hadn’t realised he could be so energetic. Didn’t it hurt?” And when I refused to respond: “You must have a really sore pussy.”

This wasn’t at all what I wanted to talk about, but it was all Tracy was interested in. I gave her the cup of tea and saw that she was gazing intently at my breasts. “They're fatter than they were, aren’t they? And the nipples are darker too. Are you pregnant?”

I turned away quickly so she didn’t see the contented smile on my face and after a few moments assured her I wasn’t, in fact, pregnant. It was too soon to make an announcement to the world.

“Must be your kinky side causing your breasts to grow then. I’ve heard that can happen. Situations change and your body suddenly starts getting excited and morphs into something more suited to the circumstances. It happens if you get a new boyfriend who starts playing with your tits; they can respond by getting bigger. This is almost the same thing: here you are displaying yourself and now your titties start growing.”

“I don’t think that’s happening.”

“Really? We’ll soon see, won’t we? Anyway, how’s the website working out? Got plenty of weirdos signed up?”

“Tracy, we are live you know,” but she just grinned.

“I was wondering if you’re managing to pay your part of the debt.”

“My part...” I almost screeched. “It’s all your part.”

“Well, in any case, you’ll be pleased to know that I have already paid my five hundred for this month, so the rest is up to you.”

“Well, I’m glad you told me this time. You do know you’ll have to eventually pay me back, don’t you?”

“Of course, I do. But look on the bright side: if the casino hadn’t messed me about like that, you would never have found your vocation in life.”

I frowned. “I’m not planning on making a career out of this,” but Tracy just indicated the outfit I was wearing.

“You didn’t have to dress like that, but here you are. How can I possibly think anything other than you’re evidently enjoying the exposure,” and she emphasised her point by waving a hand at a nipple peeping around the side of the bib.

*

That evening, after eight o’clock when the time was my own, I arranged for the balance of that month’s instalment to be paid to the Krasovsky Brothers. Adrian huffed and puffed, saying it should be up to Tracy to pay it all, but there was nothing else for it and I felt so much better after the bank transfer completed.

Adrian then amused himself by carefully inspecting my breasts and quizzing me about how they felt. I told him they were uncomfortable and achy. He checked their size using a ‘handful’ as a standardise measure and agreed they did appear larger. There was little doubt that my areolae were distinctly puffier and a few shades darker, and caused my nipples to be more pronounced. My nipples were noticeably bigger too, both in length and thickness. All-in-all, he agreed that I was most likely pregnant and I nearly bubbled over with glee.

That wasn’t the evening’s only good news. “If the subscriptions keep increasing at their present rate, we shouldn’t have any financial problems either. They're already numbering several hundred. There'll be enough each month to pay your part of the casino bill with some left over to cover baby expenses.”

“I can't see those numbers on my tablet,” I said.

“No, of course you can’t. Everything comes into the PC and it’s complicated unpicking the data, but don’t worry; I’ll soon tell you if we have a problem and at present, most of the subscriptions are being renewed. Are you getting the emails ok?”

“More than I can handle, but they're mostly on the same theme: nudity and sex. Some of the suggestions are outrageous and the names they're calling me... I think the women are the worst, but I usually just ignore those.”

“It’s just a performance… You're an actress playing a part, that’s all. If people can't see that, it’s their fault, not yours.”

“I do wish I had a proper job that let me get out and meet people. This apartment is so small I feel like some sort of prisoner sometimes. I think I’ll go to town tomorrow, perhaps buy a new dress.”

“Sweetie, we’re trying to save money remember.”

“It’s alright for you going to work every day. You meet people… The only person I've let in during the day has been Tracy and that was a mistake because she was so annoying.”

Adrian was right, of course. We were trying to be thrifty and going shopping for a new dress wasn’t sensible, but at least I could visit the local grocers. The next day started normally with me dressed like an erotic mannequin in a sex shop, but by mid-morning, I’d finished all the household chores and was eyeing the weather through the window. The early mist had burned off and now the sun shone strong and bright. Time for a little expedition.

I stripped off the maid’s dress, turning away from the mirror despite there being nothing more of my chest to hide, and slipped on Keith’s little white bra which, I noticed, was feeling much tighter. Then I did the same with the stockings, suspenders, and those ridiculous knickers, coyly slipping the matching white panties on in their place. Now, with a white t-shirt and a summer skirt, I felt real again and grinned at the mirror as if to say, ‘This is me; turn off if you don’t like it.’

With sunglasses perched on my nose and a holdall slung over my shoulder, I set off across the park towards the distant parade of shops. It was still before eleven and the park was empty of its usual student population; presumably they would gather later for al-fresco lunch. The local mini-market had everything I needed and I spent some time comparing coffee brands with myself in hushed whispers as a sort of public service announcement for my audience. I imagined the revelation that the coffee refill packs cost more than the same coffee in jars would come as a shock to most people who would then write letters of complaint to the manufacturer. Or is it the retailer who’s the problem? In any event, it qualifies as a scandal and I left the shop pleased with myself.

I perused the clothes in the next window, the shoes further down the street, and then returned visiting all three thrift shops as I repassed them, but failing to buy anything. Finally, I bought a can of cola in the mini-market and set off back across the park. I’d got half-way back before a voice from my past called out my name.

“Kieron. Wow… I didn’t know you were back in these parts.”

I gazed at his sunburnt features beneath thick, fair hair arranged in a tussled, bed-head style and remember the times when those bronzed arms had held me.

“Well, you know… Newquay’s interesting, but a bit overpopulated by artists. In any case, I missed my friends,” and he looked at the young girl standing next to him. She grinned back, a small slip of a girl with dark hair and dark eyes who was probably eighteen if she was at college, but looked much younger. She wore open sandals and a short pinafore dress, and probably little else.

“This is Elsa,” he said looking at the girl. “She’s my muse.”

“I model for him because he doesn’t have to pay me,” she added in a sweet, surprisingly high voice.

“What are you doing now?” he asked, and before I could answer said, “We’re just going to eat lunch, wine and crisps. Come and join us.”

“I don’t think so,” I said glancing at the girl.

“Oh, it’s alright. He’s not my boyfriend or anything,” she said quickly.

I looked at the low buildings on the far side of the park and considered what awaited me at home, and made a snap decision: “I’d love to,” and fell in beside them as the turned away from the path and towards the grassy banks on the far side of the lake.

The wine was a rough Merlot and we took turns taking long swigs from the bottle in between lying comatose under the hot sun. Kieron told me how he’d spent the last two years in Cornwall and had produced some of his best work, but it was so difficult to sell anything with so much competition around. He’d met Elsa a few weeks back and discovered that she was actually due to attend the very same art college that he’d left two years before. It was obviously a sign that he couldn’t afford to ignore and they’d returned to Hampshire together.

“Let’s go for a swim,” cried Elsa with excessive enthusiasm and before anyone could say yes or no, she’d jumped up and pulled the loose dress over her head. She wore nothing beneath it other than small, pink panties and soon they too were discarded. She stood completely naked grinning at us with no trace of modesty: a trim, white, little body with small, pink-tipped nipples, narrow hips, and a hairless pubis showing a vaginal cleft devoid of any complex anatomical detail.

“God, Elsa. You're so impetuous,” said Kieron. He slowly pushed himself to his feet and pulled his t-shirt over his head. I watched as he unbuckled his belt, unfastened his jeans, and tugged both jeans and shorts down his legs together to stand beside Elsa just as naked. His whole body was the same deep tan colour as his arms and my eyes were inextricably drawn to his crotch where his cock hung limp between his legs, but no less impressive for that. If anything, he seemed even larger than I remembered and the years seemed to fall away as I recalled so well the feeling of that very cock moving inside me all those years ago.

“Bring back memories?” he asked reading my mind and I looked up at his face, my own a mask of guilt on so many different levels, not least because unbeknown to my two companions, images of their naked bodies were at that very instant being transmitted all over the world. “Aren’t you swimming with us?”

“Of course,” I said and clambered to my feet. T-shirt, bra, skirt and pants were divested in rapid succession and I momentarily stood still holding my white pants knowing that my audience would now know that I, too, was naked, but without the benefit of mirrors or auxiliary cameras, wouldn’t be able to see much. I glanced down and saw my breasts now completely unclothed and between them, the tantalizing swelling of my pubic mound at the base of my belly. And then we were all running towards the water with a joyous whoop and jiggling body parts.

I expected the water to be freezing cold, but the lake was shallow and had had the sun on it for several days, so was warmer than expected. It had a firm bottom of gravel and mud with very little in the way of underwater vegetation at least near the shore. In deeper water where our feet hadn’t disturbed the mud, the water was clear and I submerged myself to roll weightless in the dark, alien domain; a test for the waterproof claims of my headcam and transmitter. I felt wonderfully free and we played for several minutes before Kieron climbed back onto the shore. Again, I watched his retreating back with rising feelings of guilt mixed with a degree of regret: I could have been with him now instead of Adrian and what a difference that would have made. Then I felt a fresh wave of guilt wash over me as I thought of Adrian: often crass and insensitive, but loyal and, I knew underneath it all, he was loving.

“Sexy beast, isn’t he?” said Elsa quietly beside me. “He told me you used to be his girlfriend,”

“A few years ago,” I said. “I have a different boyfriend now.”

“You know I wouldn’t mind if you wanted to revive old relationships. I meant what I said earlier: we’re just friends. Friends with benefits perhaps, but still just friends.”

“Kind of you,” I said, “But I don’t think so. We’ve both moved on.”

“Well, think about it,” and I felt her hand on my shoulder under the water. I turned to look at her face and her hand slipped lower to brush down my left breast and across my nipple. She’d caught me by surprise and I didn’t know what to say, but then, before I could say anything, she giggled and kicked out for the shore.


Chapter 8

Blowing Kieron

Adrian was excited when he returned home that evening and went straight into the spare bedroom where the new computer was situated. When he emerged some forty minutes later, he was beaming.

“Someone at work told me you’ve been skinny dipping in the park and it’s true.”

I shrugged. “It was hot and I met some old friends.”

“Well, I think it’s great. It can only help increase your subscriptions.”

“I enjoyed it. It was good to get out of this little apartment.”

“Yes, about that. I've had an email from Keith. He says the site’s membership is going better than he expected and suggests that we move into bigger premises. He says it could change the whole ambience of the site. You know… take it more up-market to where people have more money to spend on subscriptions.”

“But we can’t afford to pay more in rent, not while I've got Tracy’s huge debt hanging over me. I don’t think we can consider that yet.”

“Keith thinks differently. He says the site needs a boost to take it to the next level and he’s found a house for us. He’s even negotiated a reduced rent for the first few months to give you a chance to build up our income. It’s in the countryside about eight miles from here and I think you’ll like it. We can go and see it tomorrow.

I have to admit, the house looked beautiful. After being cramped in that small apartment, to suddenly find myself in a detached country cottage with a private drive and a large, enclosed garden felt like a dream. The house itself was a bungalow built during the 70’s when the emphasis was on economy rather than quality or ostentation, so it was plain inside, but clean and dry. It consisted of two bedrooms, a sitting room, and kitchen, all larger than in the apartment, and a glass sunroom that someone had added relatively recently. It was a large and airy space that extended out into the private garden at the back of the house and I immediately fell in love with it.

I had reservations, of course, not least among them the extra cost, but Adrian assured me that it would be within our means and the fact that it was suggested by Keith counted for a lot. I’d always found him eminently sensible and if he said it will help increase the income from the site, who was I to question him. My other big reservation was its location, but Adrian pointed to the bus stop sign just across the road.

“They run every hour and its less than thirty minutes into the town centre.”

We checked the internet connection, perhaps its most critical feature, and then agreed with the agent to take the property starting on the first of next month, just under three weeks’ time. It wasn’t really enough time to hand in our notice for the apartment, but the housing association cut us some slack because they had families queuing up and then we were committed. Nineteen days and we’d have a new house.

*

Time passed rapidly during the next couple of weeks and I spent most of it packing up our belongings into cardboard boxes ready for the move. Adrian was keen that I should retain my housemaid’s costume whenever I was actually in the house, but I argued that it made actual work, as opposed to posturing, unnecessarily difficult. In the end, we compromised: during the mornings when I was most likely to visit shops for boxes and various agencies, I would dress in casual day-wear, and during the afternoons, I would be a French maid with the stockings and frilly pants.

The exception to this arrangement was the Friday before we moved when I ventured once more into the park for a pre-arranged picnic with Kieron and Elsa. The weather warranted another swim and afterwards we lazed on the grassy bank in the warm sunshine to air dry. The spot had been chosen well, for once we emerged from the water, we were lost from sight amongst the vegetation and could enjoy our ‘naturist’ lunch. It was mostly wine and that may have been a mistake because even before the second bottle was emptied, spirits were high. Elsa and I were lying one each side of Kieron, each propped up on an elbow so we could drink from the plastic mugs. Then Elsa leaned in to kiss Kieron…

Despite the wine, I remember every moment of that afternoon. What’s more, the headcam I was wearing also made a complete record that it transmitted live. I felt as if I was a student again without a care; a free-spirit living for the moment who was now intrigued watching Elsa press her naked body against Kieron’s and try to suck his tongue from his head. She broke for air and, instead, Kieron wrapped an arm about my neck to pull me down to his face. Memories of our history together bubbled to the surface and I was lost in the moment as our lips touched and our tongues mingled. It felt quite different kissing Kieron instead of Adrian and our time together came flooding back as a wave. I was eighteen once more and Kieron was my boyfriend again, my guide, my protector, hero, lover… I had my hand on his chest and I could feel his heart beating as I was sure he could feel mine.

We broke and I gazed into his face as he gave a long, drawn-out groan. I looked to Elsa for the reason and the cause was obvious: Elsa had his cock in her mouth. I watched her dark hair wafting in the slight breeze as her head bobbed and then Kieron pulled me to him again and we kissed.

I wasn’t aware of how long we remained locked together like that, but the headcam knew. It was almost six minutes and then I felt a tap on my shoulder and looked up to see Elsa’s grinning face.

“Your turn,” she said and took my place at Kieron’s face. I sat up to stare down at his rigid cock slicked with Elsa’s saliva and felt a shiver of excitement travel down my spine. Without further thought and immersed in an ethereal, wine-coloured mist, I scooted lower on the bank and leaned in to engulf his erection, and I felt wonderful.

*

Adrian was late that evening and it was well past eight before I heard the door close. My head was still muzzy from the wine and I’d only managed egg and beans on toast for supper, but, feeling somewhat guilty, I’d dressed up for him even though I’d taken the headcam off by then. He’d spent the afternoon making the final arrangement for the move the following day and hadn’t yet seen the any of the recording or the emails.

He asked me how my day had been and I told him I’d had a picnic lunch in the park with Kieron and Elsa.

“And another naked swim?”

I nodded and he grinned lecherously and went to the computer room. The beans were stone cold by the time he emerged. He didn’t say anything, but beckoned me in to watch the monitor. It showed a video of Kieron and Elsa kissing on the bank. Her body was spread over Kieron’s and showed her groin moving on his hip bone and her trim little arse bobbing up and down. I could see the front of my body as I looked down at them; see my nipples now looking bigger than ever gyrating slowly up and down as I breathed. Then she was looking directly into the camera and I looked at Kieron as he pulled me nearer. His eye filled the screen, huge and green, when our heads closed together and then it closed and we were left with a close-up of his eyebrow on the monitor.

Suddenly the view changed to the top of Elsa’s head as she pumped his cock in her mouth and then back to Kieron’s eyebrow. We watched the monitor in silence, each of us knowing what was about to happen. The image moved to Elsa’s face close to mine, telling me it was my turn, and then Kieron’s cock appeared on the screen, long and hard and wet.

“I… I was drunk,” I muttered, but Adrian didn’t respond.

Kieron’s cock grew in size as the camera approached until it filled the screen with its glistening head. And then my hand gripped its shaft and the image moved to show first his pubic hair and then the dim recess between his legs with his testes looking enormous between his splayed legs.

“I didn’t know what I was doing,” I mumbled. “I forgot about the camera.”

“Evidently,” said Adrian quietly. “At least it’s good for business. You’ve had at least a dozen new subscriptions this afternoon, not to mention a mountain of emails, although few of them are complementary. Most seemed to think I should throw you out onto the street.”

“Adrian, I'm so sorry. Please say you forgive me. I’ll never do it again.”

“Lucky for you I can't afford to throw you out now we have this new house, but this changes the dynamics. If they didn’t before, your audience now sees you as a sex object and will now expect more from you. Also, the emails I've read make it clear that they expect you to be punished for this transgression. You’re supposed to be my girlfriend and not go about sucking other guy’s cocks.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I should whip you on camera; that would increase your ratings.”

I didn’t ask any more in case it provoked him further, but slunk back to the kitchen and reheated the supper in the microwave.

*

The following day, the Saturday, we moved and my penance began.

“Seeing as you enjoy naked swimming in the park, this shouldn’t be too uncomfortable for you,” said Adrian as he laid out the maid’s costume again.

“But we’re moving today. I can't go out wearing this; I’ll be arrested.”

“Of course, you won’t, but I think you ought to wear your jacket over top to hide your tits.”

It was small consolation and the removal guy and his young son couldn’t believe their luck when they entered the apartment to see me wearing a waist-length, black leather jacket over the ridiculous dress and underskirts, frilly knickers, black stockings, and impossible heels. Adrian gave them no explanation and I suppose they assumed it was my usual style, which, in some ways, it was.

Adrian helped them carry the boxes down to their van while I tried to look inconspicuous up in the apartment, and then it was my turn to brave the public. It was early evening and the streets were packed with people going home at the end of their working week and I hope they all assumed I was off to a hen party. I was conscious of many eyes following me as I descended the stairs and crossed to pavement to where the small box van waited with beckoning doors. The journey wasn’t a long one and I spent it in the front of the van squashed between the driver and his son while Adrian stayed behind and prepared to dismantle the computer after the session ended at 8 pm.

I scuttled into the new house as soon as we arrived and watched the men unloading the few remaining items of furniture from the safety of the living room. Time dragged past and the men left me watching the clock in the kitchen amid a pile of crockery and open food packets. I wanted to tidy things away, really I did, but not whilst balancing on stilettos.

At 8, I kicked off the shoes and made a cup of tea, and at 8.50, Adrian arrived with the final transport of the day.

*

He worked late setting up the computer and running a succession of tests, and it was past midnight before we settled into bed, but in the end, the website only suffered from 4 hours of down time before he could start broadcasting the overnight streaming service. It felt good to be away from the tiny apartment and to wake up to the sound of birds singing instead of car engines and police sirens. I was up early and took Adrian a cup of tea at seven.

“I suppose it’s back to the maid’s costume again,” I said resignedly.

“Of course, but with a difference.” I looked puzzled and Adrian continued: “I told you your deceit would bring consequences and the first is with your maid’s dress: I've made it into a skirt.”

At first, I didn’t understand what he meant, but when I picked it up from the bed, his modification was apparent: he’d removed the small bib entirely so that there was now nothing above my waist to distract attention from my breasts.

“In any case,” he added, “Your titties are looking so good nowadays it would be a shame to hide them.”

“But that’s not fair…”

“What did you expect when you constantly display them in public? I thought we may as well use your exhibitionism to increase subscriptions. I've substituted your black panties for the white frilly ones too because I know how much you dislike the white ones.”

“And this is because I was sucking Kieron?”

“No,” he said. “This is because you don’t seem to mind being topless in public and I thought we could capitalise on the fact. Your punishment is something else, but it’s not mindless or unreasonable; it has a point.”

I pressed him further on what he was going to do, but he wouldn’t say.

I dressed in the modified garment with the tiny black thong now replacing the frilly knickers and nothing that even attempted to cover my breasts, and I entered the kitchen right on time at 8 o'clock so the world could see how well I was developing. Adrian entered right after me and sat at the table to watch how I was coping with my revised style. My first trial was finding the mugs and coffee and I search through several high cupboards before I found what I needed knowing that each time I stretched, my skirts rose to show the world the tiny thong between my cheeks. It was no better looking through the lower cupboards with my breasts dangling freely beneath my chest as if begging for attention.

Eventually, I sat down opposite Adrian and he asked me with calculated intent designed to focus attention whether my tits were still aching. I gave him a cold stare and told him they were. He said he really liked my new shape and that I should get pregnant more often. I glared at him. It was too early to make an announcement and now he’d let the cat out of the bag. I rose and turned my back on him, pretending to clear away dishes and he made no further comment.

It was Sunday and Adrian had no work that day. Instead, he told me he was going out to the garage to tidy away his tools, but before he went, he announced he had a present for me. “It’s to stop you going out and sucking on random men,” he said and I gave a cry when he produced a pair of wrist manacles linked by a heavy stainless-steel chain.

“No, you can't. I’ve already told you I won’t do it again.”

“This removes that possibility because not only can't you dress properly with your hands linked, but I can't see even you wandering the streets in hand cuffs. But more importantly, it’s punishment for doing it the last time. While you're my girlfriend, I want to make sure you behave. Now, hold out your hands.”

My mind was in turmoil. He’d just scolded me in public for my crime and I seemed to have no choice but to accept the consequences. Not only did I owe a vast amount of money, I was also pregnant. Accepting Adrian’s penalty seemed to be my only chance of paying back the money and avoiding an unmentionable fate, and retaining a father for my unborn child. I held out my hands and he snapped the cuffs about my wrists.

Adrian’s actions were overwhelmingly endorsed by my audience judging by the barrage of emails I received that day.


Chapter 9

A Visit to the Doctor

I'm not sure whether Adrian reconsidered my punishment during the following week or whether necessity imposed a relaxation of the rules, but the revision he adopted from the Wednesday was that I would be permitted to catch the bus into town without the cuffs and dressed in normal clothes as needs required. The only stipulation was that I would do all my previously sanctioned errands in the morning and in the afternoon, redress in my indoor clothes and cuff myself.

My first errand was to visit the local clinic. I was becoming a little concerned that, although my breasts were developing, my abdomen stubbornly refused to show any indication of foetal habitation other than a stop to my periods. It may be too early to notice any swelling in that area, but I expected to feel something if it was only a little pain and some nausea. I was lucky and snagged an appointment for 10 am the next day.

I stood outside the clinic and removed the headcam. Turning the camera to show my own face, I explained to however was listening that I was visiting a doctor and that it would be unethical, if not illegal, to record during the consultation. I would come back on-line as soon as I could.

The doctor was a small, tubby man with spectacles balanced precariously on the end of his nose. I explained that for the last few weeks, my breasts had been aching and that they were changing shape. They’d grown two cup sizes, although they were tiny to begin with, and my nipples and areolae had swelled and darkened. I also said that my menstrual cycle had stopped and that I thought I was pregnant, but I’m showing no other signs.

“And how long do you think it’s been since conception?”

“About eight weeks.”

“No nausea?” he asked and I shook my head. “Increased urination? Fatigue? Moodiness? The flood of hormones in your body in early pregnancy can make you unusually emotional and weepy. What about bloating? Cramps? Constipation? New food aversions? Nasal congestion or nose bleeds? New hormone levels can have an effect on nasal membranes.”

I shook my head to all of his suggestions and he said he’d have to examine me.

“Would you like a nurse present?” he asked, but I shook my head again. I was becoming immune to displaying my body.

First, he asked me to remove my t-shirt and bra and spent a while pressing and prodding while asking me where they were tender. Then I had to remove my skirt and lay back on the couch. Finally, he made his pronouncement.

“Well, my dear, you're not pregnant.”

My heart sank and I could feel tears gathering in the corners of my eyes. If he noticed, he didn’t say anything about it.

“I believe that what we have is some sort of phantom pregnancy. The breast development and the missed periods seem to be at odds with the reality of your condition.”

“You are sure, aren’t you doctor?” I managed without my voice trembling.

“Oh yes. There’s no doubt. Some women even begin to lactate without conceiving. The human body is often very unpredictable.”

“You think I'm going to start lactating?”

He shrugged. “Who can tell? But all the signs are there.”

“But surely, if I start to lactate, I won’t be able to conceive.”

“Ah, that’s a myth. Many women conceive another child whilst breastfeeding the first. In fact, there’s even a school of thought that believes the act of breastfeeding makes a woman more fertile, not less. It may be nature’s way of targeting a woman of child-bearing age to have more babies, which, after all, is what it’s all about.”

“So, if I start lactating, I should encourage the milk flow.”

“It’s up to you, but that would be my recommendation.”

“What about my periods. I can’t conceive if I'm not having periods.”

“There are many things that can upset a woman’s monthly cycle. Hormonal imbalance is favourite, but vitamin deficiencies, stress, even diet could play a role. They could restart at any time and we may never understand why.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?”

“Well, I’ll prescribe a multi-vitamin tablet, but really just a normal, healthy diet and plenty of exercise should do the trick. You know you could even become pregnant before your periods restart because your period will follow an ovulatory cycle. My recommendation to you is just to keep persevering. The lactation and the physiology of marital relations could both help in different ways.”

“You mean the act itself?”

“Exactly. Engaging in frequent sex could help to kick-start menstruation because of the mechanics involved, and by that I mean the direct stimulation of your vagina and any resultant orgasmic responses could help to trigger your monthly cycles again by disrupting your hormone levels. Don’t despair, my dear. Your body should soon correct itself.”

I left the surgery feeling very despondent. The doctor had destroyed my dream in just a few minutes, but he’d given me encouragement too and I vowed to try my hardest to become pregnant for real.

I mooched along the high street and a notice board outside the city library caught my attention. There was an advert for a vacancy. The library was seeking an Assistant Librarian to catalogue the city’s collection of historical documents. It sounded like my ideal job and the remuneration was even quite good. However, I had one problem: I wasn’t sure Adrian would support me applying for a full-time job now the website was up and running, so instead of writing down the details, I made a mental note to look up the vacancy on the internet. I then spent a while reading all the other inconsequential notices to hide my interest in the vacancy from my all-seeing head cam.

After a short visit to a grocers for some essentials, I caught the bus back to the new house and was deposited less than fifty metres from the door. Now came the first test of my resolve.

I changed in the bedroom, removing all my clothes in a corner not overlooked by the fixed cameras, and pulled on Adrian’s thong with the split crotch, the belt and stockings, and the maid’s costume now reduced to a micro-skirt with frilly underskirts. Finally, I slipped on the pair of stilettos and, gritting my teeth and resisting the temptation to cover my chest with my hands, stepped into full view of one of the bedroom cameras.

My breasts had never been larger. They had swelled from modest little bulges with pink tips to become cone shaped with puffy areolae adding more depth to their projection. On their tips, they now displayed new teats the size of sewing thimbles that thrust forward like ornamental sweets on the peaks of pyramid shaped blancmanges[pw1] and to make them even more overt, my body had conspired to colour areolae and nipples a rich brown that contrasted starkly with my otherwise milky-white skin.

I went to the kitchen, noting wryly how I now seemed to tremble with every foot-fall, and turned on the kettle for a cup of tea. I still had one more task to satisfy Adrian’s revised living conditions and eyed the manacles warily that he’d left on the kitchen table. It was one thing to have Adrian apply chains to me, punishment chains designed to limit movement and exasperate, but quite another for me to voluntarily apply them to myself knowing that I had no way to remove them.

I turned them over in my hands. I’d actually worn them for the previous three days and knew precisely how heavy and frustrating they could be: thick stainless-steel self-locking wrist bands linked by a 30 cm overly heavy chain. Both cuffs and chain were polished to a high shine giving the impression that their primary purpose was adornment and soft rubber linings suggesting they’d been designed for comfort. In fact, neither impression was true: they were high security restraints that needed tubular keys to effect release.

I finished my tea and sighed. There was nothing else for it and I wrapped the first cuff around my left wrist and squeezed. It clicked. Quickly, before I had a chance to think what I was doing, I locked the second cuff in place and then gazed down at my hands now linked by the thick chain. I stood and my arms felt heavy.

*

After the live feed finished at 8 that evening, Adrian unlocked me and I changed into normal clothes and rinsed through the black thong ready for the morning; the stingy sod had only bought me one. Only when dressed as equals did I feel that we could have a proper discussion on equal terms.

“So, the doctor thinks you're not pregnant, but may be about to lactate,” mused Adrian. “How does he explain that?”

“He said he couldn’t, but that the human body can be very unpredictable. Apparently, it’s all a question of balancing hormones.”

“Well, you did say you'd like to show how to breastfeed on the website.”

“I did, but now I won’t have a baby with which to demonstrate.”

“Well, I think if you get the opportunity, you ought to continue with the lactation anyway.”

I stared at him; sometimes he was so transparent. “You don’t need to worry; you can still have me expressing milk on the internet to feed the erotic inclinations of my audience. The doctor thought I ought to encourage lactation if it happens. He said it might make me more fertile.”

Adrian nodded and smiled. The news about my non-pregnancy produced hardly any reaction, but this latest gem made him visibly relax.

“He said ‘marital relations’ could help start my periods too; that the ‘mechanics’ involved could stimulate my vagina.”

“Perhaps we ought to buy you a dildo so you can work at it during the day.”

“On camera, no doubt,” I added sarcastically and his grin broadened.

We spoke briefly about what a shame it was that I was not expecting and that we should keep trying, and then he went out to the garage to sort some more tools. I completed the job application on my tablet while he was still busy tinkering and, with a sense of nervousness, clicked send. Then I hurriedly deleted the history. I was still not sure how this job opportunity would be greeted by Adrian. It would mean stopping the website in which he now seemed to be so immersed and, until I had something solid to present to him, there was no point in unsettling him.

He was pleased that I had abided by the agreement we had regarding the cuffs, but it didn’t change anything because the next day I was locked in them before he left for work. The same was true for the Friday and I sighed audibly as I held out my hands in front of me after he’d left for the benefit of my headcam.

It was eleven when the doorbell rang and I could see who it was through the frosted glass.

“Tracy, go away. I'm not answering the door.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. The next bus won’t be here for nearly forty minutes.”

With great reluctance, I cracked open the door and, just as before, she pushed past me before I had the chance to block her.

“Oh my… You're really going to town on this website, aren’t you, what with the bondage and the nudity? And you can't possibly claim you're not pregnant now; just look at those titties.”

“I am not pregnant,” I said, stretching out each syllable out for emphasis.

“So, why’s he confiscated your clothes and locked you up?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“You’ve not been fucking around, have you?”

“Certainly not,” I replied, although her guess was uncomfortably close to the truth.

“Show me,” she said and then inspected the manacles on my wrists. “My God… These are real, aren’t they? And I presume you don’t have a key.”

“There wouldn’t be much point in them if I did.”

“Ok. Then tell me what’s happening to your tits. You’ve not had surgery, so what have you done?”

“I've not done anything. It’s just happened. The doc says it’s some sort of phantom pregnancy.”

“You're going to birth a poltergeist? That should be interesting.”

“Unfortunately, I'm not going to birth anything.”

By this time, we’d moved to the kitchen and she’d settled herself at the table with a huge grin on her face that was making me feel more and more uncomfortable.

“How did you know I was here?” I asked.

“Adrian told me. He rang me up to see if I was going to pay everything I should this month.”

“And are you?”

“I’m sorry, sweetie. I've got the house insurance due this month and can't afford the full whack. I can go to £250 though.”

“Tracy, no… You can't do this to me. This is all your debt; you can't just pass it all onto me.” Then I started crying.

“There’s no need to be so dramatic. You’ll easily be able to afford it. Adrian says you have lots of subscribers.”

“We’ll need hundreds to cover those repayments and some of the money belongs to Keith. Anyway, it’s not all just profit; there’s a lot of other expenses like the cost of the equipment and now we have to pay more rent.”

“And I've got to pay the house insurance.”

I could see that this was getting nowhere and that if I persisted, I’d end up arguing with her and then I might end up with all the debt.

“If by some miracle we can pay the £425 balance this month, will you promise me that you’ll abide by our agreement next month?”

“I'm not doing this on purpose, you know. I don’t want to land you in the shit… or the brothel, come to that, although you're obviously much better suited to it than me.”

“Tracy, how can you say that? None of this is my choice; it started out as a simple videocast to help you out and now look at me.”

“I am and so are a lot of other people. If it’s not your choice, why are you dressed like that with your hands chained together?”

“It’s complicated,” I said lamely and turned to brew the tea. I could hear her giggling when she saw the back of my skirt.

She caught the next bus back into town and I was left to struggle through the rest of my day alone. Adrian returned at 6 and I spoiled his mood by telling him that Tracy would only be able to pay £250 of the £500 she’d promised.

“I thought things were running too smoothly. Well, it’s going to be tight, but I think we can manage for this month.”

“She says things will be back to normal next month; it’s all to do with an annual insurance bill she’d forgotten about.”

“I hope so for your sake,” he said. “We can't keep bailing her out like this. Sooner or later, things are going to go wrong and the Krasovsky brothers will come for you.”

I shivered at the thought, but was surprised how calmly Adrian accepted the situation. I think Tracy had already told him before she spoke to me.

Nothing much changed over the course of the weekend except, of course, that I had Adrian to cater for. I had hoped that I could avoid the manacles, after all, they were partly to stop me leaving the house and were unnecessary when he was with me. Not only did Adrian flatly refuse to talk about it, but their very presence and my state of undress changed the dynamics of our relationship and I felt more like a slave girl to his master.

Monday and Tuesday passed uneventfully, and then on Wednesday, the postman dropped a letter through the box addressed to me. It was from the city library and they wanted to see me for an interview. This left me with a problem. The interview date was Friday morning, two days’ time, and I had to think of a good reason for going back into town. The only thing I could think of that would be convincing enough was something to do with the clinic so I rung them on my mobile phone and left a message asking if I could request a blood test. As expected, the receptionist responded with a call back to say that it was only a doctor who could request such a test. I thanked her and hung up and then deleted my initial call from the call history.

“I have a blood test at the clinic Friday morning,” I announced to Adrian that evening and felt my nose grow several centimetres. He hesitated and I showed him the call log showing the receptionist ringing me that morning.

Friday morning, I dressed smartly and caught the bus into town in plenty of time for the interview. If I had been more devious, I would have walked to the clinic before removing my headband and taking the batteries out of the camera. As it was, I had no intention of deceiving Adrian more than necessary and the website went blank at ten minutes to ten outside the library.

Adrian arrived home that evening and, as he usually did, disappeared into the computer room to make sure all is well. His evening check includes a quick scan of the emails as the quickest way to identify any anomalies and that evening it didn’t take him long to discover I’d been off-air for about an hour and a half that morning.

“We have dozens of emails all complaining that the site went dark at ten this morning. Were you aware of that?”

I nodded guiltily. “I had to turn it off because I went for a new job and I couldn’t film during the interview.”

“At the library?” Adrian asked quietly.

I nodded again. “They want to hire someone with a history degree and I mine is quite close. It’s a really interesting job cataloguing old manuscripts.”

He sat at the kitchen table opposite me, but said nothing for a long time. When he did speak, it was just to ask me to brew some coffee. I was expecting some opposition, particularly because I’d deliberately turned off my camera, and his attitude was unsettling. I made him a drink and he took it outside to the garage. It was then that I realised I was in for trouble once the live stream stopped at 8.

He entered the house precisely on time just as I was preparing to change into normal clothes and told me to sit instead.

“Do you realise what you're doing? First you turn off the live feed after your subscribers have paid for a full service and then, by implication, you propose to cancel the whole website by getting yourself another job. Do you know how much money and time has been invested in this project? And what about all the site members? You’d have to give all of them their money back. How much will this job pay? Enough to cover the casino debt? The new rent? And what about repaying Keith for the cameras, computer, and advertising? It must be a very good job…”

“I could cover all that with a regular wage. I only have to pay the £175 balance after Tracy has paid her £500 and I'm sure Keith wouldn’t mind waiting for his money.”

“You promised him 25% of the website’s profits.”

“He’ll understand,” I said with a guilty feeling making my stomach clench. “Perhaps he can find another woman to take my place.”

I was surprised and not a little relieved that Adrian actually seemed to accept the fact that I might soon have a proper job. He even seemed to have forgotten that the site went dark for ninety minutes that morning and instead was gazing across the table at my naked breasts.

“How are your tits doing?”

“They’ve stopped aching,” I murmured, “But they feel heavy.”

“Hmm… They do look heavy. Perhaps you will lactate like the doc thought.”

“Perhaps.” I sat with a breast nestled in each palm. They felt warm and soft with their pointy teats resting on my forefingers. I wasn’t at all sure I wanted to be producing milk, but there was little I could do about it and, anyway, according to the doctor, it could make me more fertile.

“Hold out your hands,” said Adrian and unlocked my wrist cuffs.

*

The next day was Saturday and I knew the moment I awoke that something was different. My breasts were larger than they'd ever been and weren't soft anymore. They projected forward like small traffic cones with their dark, puffy areolae on their tips and large, dark teats pointing the way. I touched one and a drop of milk formed on its tip.

“Adrian,” I whispered and he stirred beside me. “It’s happening. What should I do?”

He opened an eye to see me squeezing myself now with milk drips on both teats.

“I can't squeeze hard enough to express much milk. Will you help?”

“You want me to suckle?” he murmured propping himself up on one elbow. “What’s it taste like?”

I lifted a breast and touched its teat with my tongue. The milk tasted creamy and very sweet. Adrian beckoned to me and I leaned over him to drop a nipple into his mouth.

“Not too bad,” was his appraisal and I gave a loud moan as he drew me in with a hard suck and then pressed the fat teat against the roof of his mouth. After a few minutes, he’d had milk flowing freely from both breasts and I felt much more comfortable. I thanked him and told him he’d have to do it again soon.

“Much as I like it, I can't spend all my time sucking your tits. I’ll go and buy you a breast pump. I expect they sell them in the pharmacy in town.”

We showered and dressed, him in jeans and a T and me in the short skirt, stockings, and the manacle chains, and I cooked bacon and eggs to sate his appetite and those of my internet viewers. Then he caught the bus into town. When he returned, he’d bought a domestic breast pump designed to relieve both breasts simultaneously using twin collecting funnels and a pulsing negative pressure. I sat at the kitchen table with one eye on Adrian assembling the unit and the other on the all-seeing camera above the sink.

He plugged it into the house mains and handed me both funnels. I held them against my breasts, closed my eyes, and he clicked it on.

It wasn’t as bad as I feared. Both teats were pulled into the funnels one after the other and a relatively modest suction worked on them, ineffectually at first, but with the milk flow slowly increasing during the first thirty seconds. I looked down at my nipples moving in and out of the funnels and then at the auxiliary camera and grinned. This was going to work; this was going to help me make a baby.


Chapter 10

No Pants and a Visit from Dmitriy

Irung Tracy up on the following Wednesday. There were only a few days left before the next instalment was due at the casino and I needed to make sure that she’d at least fulfilled her promise of £500. She told me she was about to pay it and I shouldn’t worry and I transferred my part as soon as I’d put the phone down.

Adrian returned at 6 pm that evening and he was in a foul mood. He left me alone in the kitchen to retire to the sanctity of the garage and it was well past nine before I heard him again in the hall. I hadn't wanted to disturb him while he was obviously so upset, so, although the live feed had long since stopped, I was still half naked and wearing the heavy manacle chain.

He sat at the kitchen table and I sat opposite him, dropping the chain and my locked wrists noisily on the wooden surface to make a point, but he didn’t seem to notice. For a long time, he wouldn’t say anything, but when he did open up, my heart sank. He told me he’d been studying the site’s accounts and it transpires that Keith is charging us a lot more for the equipment than we could possibly have imagined.

“He wouldn’t do that,” I protested but Adrian’s response was so fierce it caught me totally by surprise.

“He has done it,” he shouted. “Thousands of pounds and it’s all coming out of the subscriptions.”

“Are we going to have enough?” I asked quietly.

“That’s not the only problem. Turns out this house is a lot expensive than we thought. We didn’t take into account the rates or the insurance, which we didn’t have to pay in the last house. That alone is an extra £250 every month. Then there’s the heating… The agent showed us last year’s electric heating bills and they were very reasonable. What he neglected to mention was that the last occupants preferred to use Calor gas heaters and their costs were in addition. It’s going to cost us a fortune to heat this place next winter.”

“Are we going to be ok?” I asked again and he shrugged.

“We’ve built up a little reserve, so we’ll be ok in the short term, but we need more subscriptions.”

“What more can I do? You’ve already got me half naked and chained, and now I’ll be expressing milk from my breasts too.”

He totally missed my exasperated attitude and said, “Well, that might help. Try to ham it up a bit. Pretend you look forward to the pumping and that it makes you feel horny.”

I sighed. I didn’t much like the breast pump because it took up so much of my time, but I didn’t need to pretend about it making me feel horny, although I couldn’t do much about it; I was hardly likely to masturbate with the world watching.

“Are you going to unchain me tonight?” I asked pointedly, but he didn’t apologise, just produced a key from his pocket and released my wrists, leaving the manacles on the table for the morning.

“Are you going to let me go into town tomorrow? I need to do some food shopping.”

“Will you be removing your headcam?”

“Of course not. I've promised I’ll never do that again.”

“Ok. Back by lunchtime.”

I nodded and slipped my arms into a cardigan. It was getting too late to bother dressing properly and we’d still to eat supper.

*

The next day I caught the ten o'clock bus and spent forty minutes in the minimarket. I was just leaving with two bags of groceries when I walked straight into Kieron and Elsa outside the shop. They were on their way to the park for an extended lunch hour and we exchanged excited greetings like schoolchildren at the unexpected encounter. They said they'd missed me and I told them I’d moved, but when they asked where, I was vague and didn’t offer them the address. Elsa picked up on my reluctance and scribbled her phone number on a piece of paper for me.

“Are you coming to the park now?” asked Kieron, but I had to decline, making up some inane excuse about getting back home in time for a phone call from the doctor. I had to assure him I wasn’t ill and that just left him confused.

“Are you pregnant?” asked Elsa quietly. “If you don’t mind me saying, you do seem to have put on some weight.”

“Not pregnant,” I said and then added, “Unfortunately.”

“Adrian not playing his part?” she asked.

“No luck so far.”

“Some men can't, you know. You should try Kieron. He’s very copious.”

“I'm fully aware of Kieron’s abilities,” I said glancing at him reading the notices in the shop window and remembering what it felt like to have him recently orgasm in my mouth. “But it’s not just a question of quantity.”

Elsa was grinning. “He’s got balls like a ram. If the average ejaculation is 10cc, he must produce about five times that and that must count for something. I would think if I wasn’t on the pill, I’d have dozens of kids by now.”

“It’s kind of you to offer your boyfriend to sire my children, but I really do have to go,” I said catching sight of the church clock.

“I've told you before, he’s not my boyfriend and if you want to borrow him for a while, I don’t mind at all. Just help yourself to his jism; he can soon make some more.”

“Bye,” I said walking away.

“Ring me,” called Elsa.

*

Adrian was not best pleased when he got in that evening. I knew straight away that he’d heard all about my meeting with Kieron and Elsa, either he’d seen the video or someone told him. In any case, his first words to me were: “So you think I'm not fertile enough for you…”

“I didn’t say that. It was Elsa. She was just saying that when Kieron, you know… does it, he releases a lot of semen.”

“And the result is that your mailbox is full of suggestions about how I might improve my performance.”

“Adrian, I'm sorry, but it’s not my fault.” Belatedly, I was realising how insecure he was about his body. He was several inches shorter than Kieron and looked light-weight compared to Kieron’s bronzed torso and muscled limbs. This was a big an issue for him.

“Fault or not, you're going to help me get more practice,” and I watched him pull a couple of lengths of cotton rope from his shoulder bag. He tied one end to the middle link of my manacle chain and then pulled me to the edge of the kitchen table, walked all the way round to the other side and then tugged on the rope. I fell forward with my arms outstretched and my breasts crushed onto the surface of the table and cried out as he wrapped the rope first around one table leg, then the other, and finally back to my manacle chain again.

“Adrian… What are you doing. You don’t need to do this. You only have to ask me and you know I'd be more than willing.”

He gave no response, but walked back behind me and tied the other rope around my left ankle.

“No, don’t,” I cried, but he took no heed as he threaded the rope around the left table leg, then the right, and then about my right ankle.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

“No…”

“Spread your legs or I’ll just pull them apart.”

I was still wearing the stilettos and if he pulled, he’d break a heel… or an ankle. I opened my legs as wide as I could manage and he tightened the rope about my right ankle to take up the slack.

“There’s a good little bitch,” he murmured and I finally realised just how mad he was. I knew there was a camera directly behind me and that the image of my raised bottom was now filling countless monitor screens, but things were about to get considerably worse when he approached me with a pair of scissors. “You won't be needing these anymore,” he muttered and I screamed as he cut through the waistband of my black pants before pulling the tattered material from my body. Now, I couldn’t avoid displaying my entire vulva and anus to the world at large, the obscene sight framed by the short, stiff underskirts that were standing up around my white cheeks like the petals of a flower with my genital detail representing the flower’s pistil in its centre – its reproductive parts.

“Adrian…” I pleaded. I was crying by this stage and didn’t think I deserved this treatment, but it seemed like Elsa’s comments were the final straw in a litany of disrespect and it was I who was destined to bear the brunt of his displeasure. This was his way to reassert his masculinity.

Having robbed me of my modesty, he just walked away and left me for my viewing audience. I could barely move and certainly not enough to change the camera’s image. “Adrian, please… Why are you doing this?”

“You want to be pregnant so I'm going to fuck you… right after I've had a beer.”

All I could do was to await his pleasure and that took another half hour before he came up behind me and I squealed when he wiped his fingers between my labia to see if I was slippery enough to take him. Evidently, he thought not and spent the next ten minutes working me into a frenzy with the fingers of his right hand against my clit, his thumb inside my pussy, and his left giving me the occasional slap just to make me twitch.

Perhaps it was true and I really was an exhibitionist, but when I eventually felt the tip of his cock nudging me, I was more than ready for him and groaned in ecstasy as it filled me at the same time as his thumb screwed into my arse. I climaxed almost immediately and shrieked when he didn’t stop. I was still shrieking two whole minutes later when I finally felt his cock spasming.

Thirty minutes after that and with my juices and his semen dribbling down my inner thighs, he released me from the table top.

*

Friday didn’t start well for me. First, I remembered that I didn’t have any pants to wear because Adrian had cut them off me the night before and I had to dress without them.

Then I discovered that he’d removed all my communication with the outside world so I wouldn’t be tempted to apply for more jobs or arrange to meet unsuitable friends. I looked confused; a large part of my day was spent responding to emails, but he had an answer for everything. He’d changed the password on my tablet so I couldn’t access any internet, leaving only a wireless pairing with the computer in the spare bedroom and that only let me access the website’s email server. He’d even locked me out of my mobile phone. Apparently, the phone was always wirelessly paired with my headcam and would transmit that signal when necessary without my input.

Finally, just before he left for work, he played his latest mean trick by way of locking a second chain, just as heavy as the first, between my ankles. It even had metal straps that went under my feet between sole and heel to prevent me removing the stilettos that were beginning make my ankles ache. He said it was punishment for encouraging my friends to belittle him, but I realised sardonically that it was also a very effective way of preventing me from donning any replacement pants.

I tried the spare bedroom door as soon as he’d left, but he’s taken the precaution to lock it to stop me accessing the computer, not that I would have touched anything…

All day I mooched around the house feeling like some sort of Christmas ghost dragging its chains behind it and more than conscious of the fact that I couldn’t bend to any degree without showing more than was comfortable. There were even cameras positioned below waist height that I couldn’t avoid.

Adrian finished his week at six and sat in the kitchen watching me preparing our meal to a soundtrack of clinking chains while I struggled on and said nothing. At 8, he unlocked me and I scampered away into the bedroom to try to recover what dignity I had left.

Saturday was more of the same, but Sunday will forever remain in my memory as a bad dream. I was dressed and chained as before and had just made Adrian and myself cups of tea when there was a knock at the front door. But it wasn’t just any old knock, it was a knock that almost took the door off its hinges. Then the letter flap opened and a gruff voice with an unmistakeable East European accent called out: “I know you're in there; open the door.”

“Dmitriy,” whispered Adrian. I was frozen with fright when Adrian pushed me towards the bedroom. “Quick… Hide,” but still I didn’t move.

In a daze, I watched him pour my cup of tea down the sink as the loud banging on the front door resumed.

“Evie…” He was shaking my shoulders now. “Into the bedroom. Get into the wardrobe.”

Suddenly, I understood and darted into our bedroom to squeeze into the tiny space amongst my clothes. Adrian opened the front door and I could hear everything because they were shouting.

“What do you want? What’s the matter?”

“Where is she,” demanded Dmitriy. “I know she’s here.”

“She’s not. She went shopping. Why do you want her?”

“She knows why. You were warned what would happen if you missed another payment.”

“But she hasn’t. She told me she paid days ago.”

“She paid some, but we’re £500 short; now she needs to work off the entire debt.”

I almost screamed; I was already stripped and chained. All he’d need to do was to push me into one of his locked back rooms and leave me to the whims of his clients.

“Really, she’s not here.”

I could hear doors banging as the big Slav strode from room to room searching for me. Then they were in the bedroom.

“Stop,” cried Adrian. “There must be some way we can resolve it other than you taking her.”

“Two thousand pounds,” I heard him say. “£500 owing, £500 interest and admin, and the other thousand is to repay me for the inconvenience of having to come all the way over here.”

“Two thousand pounds; that’s outrageous. It’s far more than we afford.”

“Give her to me, then,” and he thumped his fist on my dressing table.”

“Wait… Wait a minute. Let me see if I can overdraw our bank account,” and I heard them move back to the kitchen. It was all quiet for ten minutes while Adrian tried to move the money and I gave a great sigh which I'm sure they would have heard when he announced the money transfer was successful.

“Good,” said Dmitriy’s voice. “Next time, I will not compromise. Next time, she’s ours,” and I heard the front door close.

It was another minute before Adrian open the wardrobe door and I fell into his arms shaking with fear. “Are you sure he’s gone?” I asked in a quivery voice and Adrian nodded.

“I saw him drive off.”

“Tracy didn’t pay her share?” I asked and he shook his head.

He led me back into the kitchen and sat me down at the table with a fresh cup of tea.

“How could she do that without even telling me?” and I burst into tears. I had come so close to being taken by the Krasovsky brothers and the realisation was enough to give me nightmares for weeks, but if I had but known it at the time, my situation was far worse than I imagined.


Chapter 11

Elsa

That episode with Dmitriy changed me a lot. Adrian explained that not only had it emptied our account, but it also put us in the red at the bank. We were back to having nothing with several large bills looming, not least the entire £675 every month to the casino. My priority was now to attract as much paying custom as I could to the website and I was much less concerned about displaying my body to do it. If there was one thing I knew above all others, it was that I had to avoid defaulting on the casino’s debt at all costs.

Monday morning, I asked Adrian whether he was going to allow me to visit town again because we needed more groceries, but he laughed.

“Certainly not. Do you take me for an idiot? Give me a list and I’ll make other arrangements.”

It was quite a blow for me. It meant that I was now destined to roam the house indefinitely in what Adrian laughingly referred to as ‘my posing gear’. I spent most of that day as per normal: answering emails. At least now some of them were complimentary, if you could consider sexist comments about various parts of my body complimentary. Others described activities they thought I might enjoy invariably involving the email’s author, whilst still more suggested enhancements to my restraints.

To my surprise, most of the authors of this last classification were actually women, the majority of whom suggesting that the additional restrictions would somehow make my confinement more enjoyable. Those that weren’t of that mind considered my chains well-earned and, indeed, deserving of much more. The result was that virtually all emails from women recommended increasing my bondage for one reason or another.

Every three hours, I was now religiously expressing milk using the small pump Adrian had bought for the purpose and my yield was slowly creeping up. My breasts, once the initial transition period had passed, settled down to be generally soft and fairly modest in size with the exception of my nipples which just seemed to get bigger with every session. I’d now done it so often that all embarrassment was long ago shed and I’d sit in an armchair in the sitting room with a funnel attached to each teat watching as they popped in and out to dispense their milk in weak squirts. It was collected in small tumblers, one attached to each funnel, and was by now amounting to about 25ml per side each time I pumped. That equated to a little over a cup per day and didn’t seem very much to me. I’d put it in the fridge and Adrian would use it all on his breakfast cereal.

That evening, he spent a long time brooding over the accounts, but at the end of it, all he said was, “It’s going to be tight.” And when I asked what we could do to improve matters, he made no response.

To make a point and as revenge for not allowing me out of the house, I made supper from Sunday’s leftovers with an extra can of baked beans to bulk it out and it was horrible. Adrian ate it without comment and when I asked him if I should go shopping in the morning, he shook his head and said again that he had it in hand.

The next day was the warmest day yet of the spring and I moved outside to sit in a deck chair on the lawn. It was fortunate that we had no immediate neighbours because I must have looked strange sunbathing topless in stockings and stilettos even in the unlikely event that a viewer failed to notice the chains on hands and feet, or the stiff petticoats.

At eleven, I heard a knocking on the front door and gingerly peeped around the bedroom curtain to see who it was. To my absolute amazement, it was Elsa.

“Evie. It’s Elsa… Open the door.”

I went back into the hall. “Elsa, I can't. Please, you have to go away.”

“I've got shopping here for you.”

“Leave it on the doorstep.”

“No… Open the door. Adrian says you need a friend.”

It took me almost another minute to pluck up the courage and then I cracked the door open slightly and peeped through the gap.

“I know what you're wearing. Adrian told me…”

Sod it, I thought and stood aside. She stepped over the threshold carrying two shopping bags and dropped them on the hall floor. I couldn’t tell whether she was suppressing a reaction, but she seemed totally unperturbed by my eccentric appearance and her only comment was: “Good job it’s a warm day.”

I grinned. “How did Adrian find you? I only told him I’d met you at the park and he saw the video I’d taken.”

“The one of me totally starkers after swimming.”

“I'm sorry,” I said.

“Oh, I don’t mind. We were on public land after all. He said he saw my phone number when I handed you that note the other day.”

“Lucky you didn’t include the full code or you might have been swamped with phone calls from faraway places.”

We moved into the kitchen and Elsa unloaded the bags onto the table while I put items away into cupboards or the fridge. As I moved around, I knew she could see I wasn’t wearing pants, but again she made no comment.

What she did say was, “Those shoes don’t come off, do they? It must be very uncomfortable to wear them all day.”

“Murder,” I said. “I should like to see him wear them all the time.”

“He explained to me that you were trying to drum up business for your video website because you need the money, but this is a bit extreme.”

“Partly it’s to encourage more subscribers. That’s where the silly French maid’s costume with the suspenders and stockings came from, and partly it’s because he thinks I've been naughty. That’s why my costume is now topless.”

“And bottomless,” added Elsa with a grin. “And the chains?”

“They’re mainly to stop me going out of the house.”

“I imagine they're quite effective.”

“They are. I can hardly walk down the street like this.”

“So, where are all these cameras I've been hearing about?”

I pointed to the one in my headband and she moved close to peer at it like a short-sighted owl. I laughed and told her that her face was currently filling monitor screens in Japan.

“It’s so small,” she murmured.

“No smaller than the one in your mobile phone.”

Then I showed her the other four that were in the kitchen and those in the hall, sitting room, and bedroom.

“Nothing in the bathroom then?” she asked and I said: “Mirrors.”

I brewed tea and we retired to the sitting room to sit side-by-side on the settee, she looking demur with her knees together and me with the stupid stiff underskirts creating a fan-like picture frame for my white thighs and black stockings. We couldn’t help by laugh.

“Do you enjoy making these videos?” she suddenly asked looking directly at the camera on the opposite wall. “I think they could be fun.”

“Sometimes,” I said.

Before I could react, she’d crossed her arms across her body and with a swift movement, pulled the t-shirt she was wearing over her head. She was not wearing a bra.

“If you tie my hands together, we’ll be on equal terms.”

“Hardly,” I said gazing down at her flat chest.

“Oh…” she said and then, completely misunderstanding my inference, stood up and slipped off her panties to leave herself just wearing her short summer skirt. Then she flopped down beside me again and smiled.

“Adrian said you needed a friend.”

“So you said.”

“You're lucky because I'm a very friendly person,” and she gave me a sunlit smile. I remembered the secret underwater brush of her hand she given me in the park and stared at her placid face wondering what was about to happen. What happened was that she slowly lifted a hand and placed it squarely over my right breast.

“Your nipples are very big and hard.”

“I'm lactating,” I said in little more than a whisper.

“Really. This gets better and better,” and she twisted on the settee so that she was kneeling up facing me. I didn’t move. She was still holding my breast and slowly bent forward until our lips touched, and the instant that happened, she fell forward so that her weight pushed me sideways and she ended up on top of me with her free hand wrapped about my neck.

My mouth was now open. I don’t know how; it wasn’t through conscious thought, but her tongue was inside it. This was much too quick and I struggled to push her away, but with my linked hands all I achieved was to place both my palms squarely on her breasts. I pushed, our mouths disengaged, and she sat upright giggling.

“Too soon,” I managed. “Much too soon,” but my protests just seemed to amuse her more.

“Ok… We’ll just be sisters in adversity,” and she stood, her tiny body looking fragile and vulnerable. “Where can I get some chains like that so we can share our misadventures?”

“It’s not necessary, Elsa, but thank you for the thought. I think I’d rather have a platonic relationship for the time being if it’s all the same to you.”

*

In the end, she stayed for the rest of the day. We had lunch together, sandwiches with the bread and cold meats she’d brought with her, and she watched enraptured as I used the pump to express milk. She was still half naked when she opened the door to Adrian that evening and I watched as he stood on the doorstep gazing down at her diminutive, part-clothed body with a stupid grin on his face.

“Have I come to the right house?”

“I've just been empathising with Evie. It helps her relate if we share experiences.”

“Of course, it does… And does that extend to the more intimate experiences involving, say, boyfriends?”

“It does not,” I said ardently. “We’ve had a long talk today about boys, pregnancy, nudity, and things, and it’s been very useful; she’s helped me a lot.”

“I told her she just has to go with the flow. You’ve just got to keep trying if you want to get pregnant,” she said, but that’s not what she’d told me earlier. Before, she was telling me how some men are just a lot more fertile than others. It explained why some families ended up with so many children – they just couldn’t help it no matter how careful they were.

“I should go now,” she said wandering back into the sitting room to retrieve her t-shirt. “I’ll call again on Friday so if you need more shopping, just let me know. You’ve got my number.”

I had, although I now had no way to ring her directly; I had to ask Adrian to do it. And then she went, but I don’t think she took her panties with her.

*

The next day Adrian returned home with a mixed bag of news. He’d been trying to contact Tracy for days by leaving her phone messages and that day he’d actually gone around to her flat only to discover that she’d left without a forwarding address. After all those years we’d been friends, she’d just abandoned me and left me with her enormous casino debt.

The good news he brought was a promotion for himself. He was to become the new sales agent for the company from immediate effect and that meant more money from next month. For this month, it actually meant less because he needed to buy a new suit. He told me that he might need to stay away occasionally and his hours would become a lot more flexible, but there were perks, the biggest of which would be a company car.

My mailbox now included several references to Elsa, many of the emails scolding me for rejecting here obvious advances. The general consensus was that I should encourage her visits whenever possible, particularly if they involved her removing clothes again. I had to admit that the next two days seemed empty without her presence.

Adrian came home Thursday evening looking resplendent in a sharp new suit. He told me it was in a sale at one of the better tailors in town and he couldn’t resist it. It did look very fine, particularly with the new shirts he bought to go with it, and I was surprised we could afford it, but he assured me it wasn’t as expensive as it looked and, in any case, he needed to look the part.

I asked him about the car and he told me it would be coming in a week or two. Then he reminded me that Elsa would be calling again the next day and did I have a shopping list for her? I did.

Friday morning seemed to drag. I spent much of it looking out the bedroom window, the only one with a view of the street and then it was very limited; I couldn’t even see the drive to the garage owing to a row of large shrubs blocking my view. It was midday when I saw the bus pass the gate and then, a few seconds later, Elsa appeared carrying another bag of shopping. The sun seemed to come out as I hurried to the door as fast as my hobbled ankles would allow and opened it wide to her smile. The weather was warm and she’d chosen clothes accordingly: a bright green skater skirt and yellow T with surprisingly heavy, black walking boots. The ensemble suited her short, dark hair.

“I've bought you some wine,” she announced as she deposited the bag on the kitchen table.

“We can't afford that.”

“My treat,” she said. “Do you have glasses?”

I reached up into a wall cupboard and when I turned back, she’d already removed her t-shirt and stood grinning at me with her tiny pink nipples looking perky. I grinned back and handed her a glass. This was going to be a good afternoon.

We both resisted the temptation of overt sex and instead spent the afternoon amusing ourselves with gentle, accidental touches and obscure innuendos, although both touches and intimations became more obvious as the wine bottle emptied. We had salad for lunch that went well with the white wine and then she helped me use the pump to express milk into the tiny collecting bottles. I was surprised when I produced nearly 80ml that afternoon; not a bad increase in less than a week and I put it down to Elsa’s small fingers encouraging the flow as the pump sucked.

During the rest of the afternoon, we sat side-by-side at the kitchen table responding to the emails in the website’s inbox with replies that we thought funny, but we had finished the wine by that time, so they probably weren’t so humorous in a sober world.

She left before Adrian returned home and I immediately missed her company. I couldn’t call her because I didn’t have access to a phone and I couldn’t even email her because I could only respond to the website’s emails. And then I had one of my best ideas to date. After the live feed finished and I’d been released and had removed the headcam, I wrote her a letter and put it in my bedside table ready to pass to her surreptitiously next time she visited. The letter suggested that she could write to me as a website visitor using a pseudonym; I suggested Pixie. If she was careful how she worded her messages, we could converse without fear of being overheard and recorded, and Adrian would never know. The idea appealed greatly because much of what I wanted to say was frustrated by the knowledge that Adrian could well hear it when he reviewed the days recording each evening.

It certainly was a great idea, but not foolproof.


Chapter 12

Pixie

It was Tuesday before I saw Elsa again and it was like the meeting of life-long friends. I honestly don’t know what she was feeling, but from my point of view it felt like she was the only person who really understood what I was going through. The nudity aspect of my condition was much easier to handle now she’d demonstrated how trivial it all was and the chains that Adrian locked onto me every morning were reduced to a mere inconvenience that we did our best to ignore. She never did actually ask Adrian to be locked in similar restraints just to show ‘empathy’, but it didn’t matter; her initial offer was enough and, while I was with her, reduced the manacles to nothing more than a comic novelty.

Of course, life was a lot more complicated when I was alone. Then I would struggle with my limited movements and overt nudity with the knowledge that my struggles were being constantly watched and appraised by strangers. I think what bothered me most was wondering what all those strangers were thinking as they contemplated my difficulties, my helplessness, my vulnerability. When I was with Elsa, I felt much stronger.

I waited for the bus and then rushed to the door as she entered through the garden gate and was met with her broad smile and another bag of groceries. We went into the kitchen to unload the shopping and it was then that I slipped the short letter into her empty shopping bag, all the time resisting the temptation to look down at what I was doing so as not to leave a record of the action on the video. I'm sure that Elsa saw what I did, but she was canny enough not to react.

Our day was a rerun of the Friday except that there was no wine. We shared lunch, my early afternoon session with the breast pump, and a couple of hours answering mostly repetitive emails before she caught the return bus at five. Adrian was back at six resplendent in his new clothes and was disappointed not to be greeted by a topless waif on the doorstep in addition to his topless girlfriend.

I cooked supper and then studied my emails before the system closed at 8 pm when the computer was diverted to streaming the days recording. There was nothing from Pixie.

I searched eagerly through the night’s emails the next morning as soon as Adrian had left for work, but again, no Pixie. It was eleven before I noticed it: a short missive in broken English saying how much she enjoyed my site and how jealous she was of all the attention I was getting. She added that the site reminded her of home.

I replied immediately asking her where home was and why was she reminded of it.

“At home, it paternal society. My uncle, he look after all young girls and train them to be good wifes. If we not good, he chain us and beat us with stick so we learn good.”

‘Oh, Elsa. You naughty thing,’ I thought and read on…

“He chain my sister Huyen in stable with donkeys because she not practice being good wife. He say she learn good in stable but she not like donkeys. I go now because time for sucky lesson.”

I laughed out loud at her email marvelling at her imagination and wondered how I should reply, settling on: “You didn’t say where you live.”

The next email arrived two hours later and simply said, “I am người.”

That didn’t help me at all as well she knew; I had no internet to look up what was probably an eastern word. I told her she was teasing me because I couldn’t read her language and she sent another barely decipherable text describing her ‘good wife’ lessons in more detail. That was the point where I thought we’d best tone down the conversation in case Adrian became interested, and so I told Pixie I had other work to do.

“I see your work,” she sent back immediately and I suddenly felt really happy that she was watching me at that very moment.

Wednesday and I received a short message at lunch time saying that she’d like to meet me because she was sure we’d get on. I said I’d like that too and it was a pity she was obviously so far away.

Thursday, she arrived at my door.

For the first hour, it was difficult not to laugh every time we looked at each other, but we were careful not to disclose our new secret messaging system. We did discus different cultures and she told me she was particularly intrigued by Vietnam. I stared at her open expression and the light dawned: Pixie was from Vietnam. I asked her what interested her about the country and she said it was the history and traditions; the fact that they were all so different to our Western culture.

“Do you know that they worship a beautiful Goddess with a name that translates to Lady Horse or Horse Queen. She was said to have been insatiable with perverted desires and when the local mandarin got to hear of her, he had her locked naked into a horse-shaped cage made from woven willow so that she was raped by a stallion. She’s supposed to be a goddess of luck, but I don’t know whether she considered that episode lucky.”

“Is that true?” I asked and she looked mortified.

“Of course, it’s true. I always tell you the truth.”

At two, it was time to use the pump again and Elsa’s clever fingers encouraged the milk even before I had the pump ready.

“You’ll be all set when you do start having children,” she said and I looked crestfallen.

“That day seems a long way off.”

“Is there nothing else you can do,” she asked and I grinned.

“We’re doing as much as we can. If he doesn’t do it on camera when he gets home, he’ll do it later in bed.”

“Umm…” said Elsa and I gave her a long, enquiring look, but she changed the subject.

Again, she’d gone before Adrian appeared, but at 6.30, I had a new message from Pixie: “I have good friend and she is with child now. She is married and is very happy, but Nobby help her, not husband. Nobby is very good. Hung like donkey with emissions like horse.”

That was all she said and I leaned back in the chair just staring at the screen. Nobby… That wasn’t an Eastern nickname. In fact, that was what we used to call Kieron in college because he was so well equipped for procreation. Did she really have a friend who Kieron had inseminated, or was she just suggesting that he might be able to help me. I wasn’t even ovulating because I wasn’t having any periods, but the doctor did say that I may be lucky enough to catch the first ovulation before my periods restart.

I asked Pixie if her friend’s husband knew about Nobby and she said, “No, they had to do it in the dark.”

I didn’t send any more messages to her that day, but couldn’t stop thinking about what she meant. Suddenly, it hit me. ‘They had to do it in the dark.’ She was suggesting that I could invite Kieron over for an insemination session and cover his appearance by turning off the main electricity switch. The computer would go down and all the cameras would go off. There would be no record of him ever visiting and Adrian wouldn’t be able to tell that we’d not had a local power cut. And I’d be full of his copious semen.

Of course, the chances of it working were very slight before my periods restarted and I doubted whether Adrian would accept more than one unexplained power cut, so the whole subject was of only academic interest. The risks involved far outweighed any chance of success and I tried to put the episode from my mind.

What happened next was nothing short of a miracle. Within three days, I noticed spots of blood on the bed sheet and I was so excited I shook Adrian awake to show him.

“I'm menstruating again,” I cried excitedly. “Adrian, I'm having a period and that means I can have a baby.

Adrian agreed that was probably the case and allowed me to use the frilly French knickers during the day to hold a pad. It wasn’t a big period and it only lasted four days, but it was enough; I was ecstatic. I got out the calendar and marked off the days when I should be ovulating. Then, once Adrian had left for work, I emailed Pixie.

“I was interested to hear about Nobby helping your friend. Does your country believe in any especially auspicious days for conception.”

“Every lady has her own auspicious day.”

“Of course, they do,” I said. “Mine is in eight days’ time on the thirteenth.”

“Then I wish you luck and pray that the spirit of Nobby will be with you.”

“I would like that too,” I said and closed down my tablet with a shaking hand.

*

Elsa came to see me four days later with more groceries and gave me a series of knowing smiles, but no direct references to babies. It was a pleasant afternoon with nothing much to report other than to discuss in some depth whether tea and biscuits tastes better in the morning or the afternoon. She asked me when my favourite time of day was and then gave me an intense stare just to ensure I understood the importance of the question. I told her I preferred my refreshments at 11 am and she visibly relaxed.

That was it then; I could expect a visit from Kieron at 11 am on the thirteenth of the month, which was now just four days away.

Of course, there was still Adrian with me every night. My memory of that period may have been coloured by thoughts of copious Kieron, but the sex I enjoyed with Adrian during that time seemed empty and half-hearted.

Elsa came again three days later, but nothing was mentioned that could be associated with Kieron or his visit, and by its very omission, gave Elsa the signal that I was ready for him. Emotionally, that was certainly true. I kept kidding myself that he would only be a surrogate father, but really the very thought of him had me so aroused, I was afraid I’d say something inappropriate when Adrian was around. ‘Hung like donkey with emissions like horse…’ I couldn’t drive Elsa’s words from my head.

*

The next day begun just like any other. I rolled from my bed at seven and showered and then made coffee for Adrian and me, taking them into the bedroom. He drank his coffee, took his own shower, and dressed, and by that time it was fifteen minutes to eight when the live feed started. I fastened the garter belt about my waist, pulled on the stockings and clipped each to an excessive number of suspender straps, zipped up the ridiculous skirt, and, with a sad sense of inevitability, worked my feet into the uncomfortable shoes. Finally, I combed my hair and pulled the leather thong about my forehead so that the camera was directly between and above my eyes and its battery pack was hidden beneath my hair at the back.

Standing in front of the mirror, I gazed at my bare breasts with their outsized nipples and my unfeasibly long legs standing in the heels with white thighs visible below my naked crotch. In the kitchen, an alarm sounded and I walked from the bedroom to meet my public for another day.

I cooked breakfast and had a conversation with Adrian about ordinary things while we ate, and then he locked chains between my wrists and ankles, kissed me goodbye, and left for work. It was almost nine o'clock and I was becoming anxious.

Just after eleven o'clock, I saw the bus pass the gate and moved as quickly as I dare into the kitchen. There, I gazed contemplatively through the window at the garden whilst reaching up beside me to the electricity consumer unit on the kitchen wall. I’d already accidentally stowed the ironing board over the only camera with a view of the area and, without looking at the electrical board, lifted the front flap and pulled down the master switch. Moments later, there was a knock on the front door and I saw Kieron’s face pressed to the opaque glass.

“Evie,” he cried as the door opened and then, in a more considered tone, “Evie… Are you alright.”

“A-ha,” I said. “It’s good to see you.”

“Elsa told me you'd appreciate a visit. I didn’t even know where you’d moved to, but she tells me she’s been round here a few times.”

“She does my shopping for me because it’s difficult for me to get out nowadays.”

He thought about that for several seconds before asking, “What’s going on? Why are you dressed like that and what’s with the chains?”

“I'm starring on my own website as a kept woman. Adrian is keeping me on what you might call a tight rein so I don’t do anything wrong.”

“What do you mean? What website.”

I closed the door before any nosey neighbours passed and saw me.

“It films me throughout the day and live streams all the camera feeds onto the internet. People are paying to watch me struggle around like this all day.”

He looked behind me with panic on his face for cameras, but could see none.

“It’s alright. I've turned everything off. No-one can see us.”

I glanced at the small camera on the wall next to us and grinned. The cameras were battery powered, but with the computer off, there was nothing to process their signals. Kieron had lost interest in cameras and his eyes were drawn inextricably down to my naked breasts and their surprising nipples. “I'm lactating,” I said in a matter-of-fact tone.

“Cool. You know, I’d really like to draw you.”

“If that’s all you’d like to do, I’d be disappointed,” and I moved closer. “I’ve missed you, you know. Ever since I saw you in the park, I can think of little else.”

It wasn’t true, of course, but Kieron seemed to appreciate the sentiment.

“I've been thinking a lot about you too. We had some good times together at college, didn’t we?”

I agreed that we did and moved close enough to brush his chest with my nipples. Then I rested my linked wrists on his stomach and leaned in for a kiss. We were almost the same height with my tall shoes.

At first, he didn’t seem to know where to put his hands. He lifted them behind my shoulder blades and then dropped them to my waist.

“You can't take those chains off, can you?”

I shook my head. “Nor the shoes. The straps go beneath my feet.”

“I don’t think I've ever been with a girl who was wearing old-fashioned suspenders and stockings before.”

“Do you like them?” I asked and he lowered a hand past the short skirt sticking out like some sort of puffy meringue to touch a bare thigh and feel a suspender strap. He didn’t speak as he slid his hand beneath the strap to experience its tension against my cool thigh.

“You can't take the stocking off either then?” he asked.

I shook my head again. “But I don’t have to; I'm not wearing any panties.”

I could hear his breath catch in his throat and felt his hand slowly slide around my thigh until he was touching my pubic mound. Then he delved further and slipped his fingers between sopping labial lips.

“Take me to bed,” I whispered.


Chapter 13

Kieron’s Visit…

We lay together with the warm sunshine blazing through the window, the tall eucalyptus in the garden making dappled shadows on our naked bodies. I’d removed the silly skirts, but could do nothing about the stockings or, more importantly, the shoes that threatened to shred the bed linen. Of course, I could do nothing about the chains either that stopped me wrapping my legs about his body or my arms about his back.

Kieron touched the one that lay across my stomach, lifting it slightly to judge the weight of the links. “Do you enjoy this?” he asked.

“I've got used to it and in some ways, yes, I suppose I do. It can be incredibly annoying and inconvenient, but it does have a certain erotic appeal. When we first started, I was shy about showing skin, but now, well… as you saw I’m not permitted shirts or panties because I broke the rules. I know I'm safe here in the house, but the restraints and the nudity make me feel vulnerable and it’s a little akin to watching a scary movie or riding a roller coaster; it gives me a high… a very sexual high.”

“That’s all very well, but now these chains are in the way.”

“I can still open my knees,” I mewed and kissed his neck.

“I've got a better idea. Sit up and bend your knees… Now push your head beneath the ankle chain.”

I did as he asked and he gently pushed my back down until I was almost flat on the mattress between my knees. And then, with one swift movement, he flipped me over. I stared up at his grinning face with my knees spread and my ankles now trapped above each shoulder. My back was curved and I rocked on the bed if I tried to move, but the most significant aspect of my enforced pose was that I was now obliged to present my sex to him like an offering to a God. It was high above my belly with flushed labial lips partly open and glistening with my own secretions, an invitation he couldn’t possibly refuse.

He knelt on the mattress just beyond my hips, his magnificent erection looking menacing and promising at the same time. I wriggled and my body rocked like a wobbly toy. He placed his palms on the white undersides of my thighs to steady me and I giggled and covered myself with my linked hands.

“Oh no… I don’t think so,” he said gripping the chain between my wrists and leaning forward to lift my arms above my head and hold them against the mattress. My breath caught as I felt the pressure of his body against mine and then he was touching me, fingering me to make me twitch and wriggle. I’d never felt so constrained before in my life and squealed as I tried in vain to evade his teasing and probing.

And then I felt the head of his penis pressing between labia that didn’t need his fingers to open. I gasped. He was in me, filling me with flesh and passion as his body settled on mine until his entire length was consumed to peg me to the bed. I gazed at his face with wide eyes and open mouth as he began to rock me, rolling me on my curved back so that his cock moved inside me and his pubic bone knocked against my clitoris.

He was speaking, but some of his words made no sense in my frazzled brain as I rolled beneath him. He was trying to tell me that the Hindus had a name for this position, the oyster, and that it was described in the Kama Sutra. I wasn’t really listening; I had other things on my mind and they were rapidly absorbing all my attention.

“God, you feel good,” murmured Kieron as he pushed my hips down until only his glans were within me. Then he allowed my body to roll back and my hips rose to meet his descending cock until his full length had me once more completely impaled and his bony groin crashed against my clit again. I shrieked and he did it again, and again, until my cries were continuous and my body was spasming around his cock, my pelvic muscles gripping him for all I was worth, while he continued to piston inside me.

I could hear myself shouting stop… stop…. stop… but his movement just became faster and his grunting noises in my ear louder until I thought I’d faint. And then he gave a long, drawn-out sigh and pressed himself as deep as he could manage to release the magic sperm that was going to make me pregnant. I could feel his ejaculant inside me, oozing up around his cock to fill every nook and cranny of my vagina and it felt wonderful.

He lay there on top of me, his donkey-cock slowly softening as his breathing steadied but with his pubic bone still grinding against my clit each time he twitched. He relaxed his grip on my manacle chain and I lifted my arms to drape them over his shoulders, my face burrowing against his seeking kisses, but he didn’t seem so interested in amorous contact now his immediate passion had been sated. He disentangled himself and slid his slickened cock out of me to leave semen pooling in the up-turned mouth of my vagina.

“Can you fetch me a towel from the bathroom before I make a mess on the bedsheets?” I lay on my back rocking back and forth like an up-turned tortoise and unable to release my ankle chain that was now behind my shoulders. “If Adrian saw that, he might suspect something.”

Kieron tossed me a hand towel and grinned at my evident predicament.

“May need a little help here,” I murmured and he rolled me over onto my front. It was enough and I withdrew my head from beneath the chain and unfolded my body to sit upright.

“Thank you,” he said graciously.

“No, thank you,” I responded. “Elsa said that you're always very fertile.”

The smile slowly dropped from his face and I knew I’d said the wrong thing.

“You are on the pill, aren’t you?”

I shook my head. “I want to become pregnant,” I said emphatically. “Adrian’s been trying, but he’s not like you.”

“You didn’t ask me if I wanted to become a father.”

“I don’t want anything from you. Adrian will think it’s his and look after us.”

“You wanted sperm from me. Isn’t that something important?”

“Kieron… You have enough to spare… You’ve got enough to repopulate the entire country.”

“Fuck it, Evie. I don’t like being used like this. You're… It’s not right. We’re… God, Evie. We’re never doing this again, do you understand?”

“I'm sorry, Kieron. I should have asked, I suppose, but it just didn’t occur to me.”

As I was speaking, so he was dragging on socks and jeans. “That doesn’t cut it; not at all. Fatherhood’s a big thing. It’s not something I’d consider lightly and if you’d asked me, I’d have said a categorical no… That’s it, Evie. I'm through here. Don’t call me again,” and he banged the bedroom door as he left.

Moments later, I heard the front door close and I sat in the middle of the bed feeling somewhat stunned. Then I remembered the profuse secretions deposited inside me and hurriedly moved the towel to mop up the dribbles.

It took me a while to get over Kieron’s outburst, but then a feeling of serene calm crept over me as I thought about all his little men swimming about inside me looking for the egg that will make me a baby. By the time I was pulling on my skirt and touching up my makeup, I was giggling. I walked about the house just to check that here was nothing out of place and then went to the electricity box in the kitchen. One last glance around and then I clicked on the master switch. The kitchen light came on and the fridge started to hum, and I hurriedly left to take a seat in the sitting room. It would take about a minute for the computer to restart and for me to be back online again and I didn’t want to be anywhere near the electricity box when that happened. I couldn’t tell whether or not any particular camera was working just by looking at it, but after about two minutes, I thought it was safe to assume they were all on and wandered into the kitchen to make a cup of tea.

*

Eight o'clock came and went that evening, and there was still no sign of Adrian. In fact, it was almost nine when I heard the front door close and he appeared in the doorway of the sitting room. He’d been drinking and he didn’t look happy.

“Is anything wrong?” I asked, but he didn’t respond. Instead, he beckoned me with a finger and I followed him into the hall and to the door of the second bedroom. Wordlessly, he produced a key and unlocked the door. The computer and monitor stood on the desk next to the spare bed, the computer humming quietly and the monitor dark except for a small red light in one corner.

“Do you know what that is?” he asked in a calm voice pointing to a small, black cabinet on the floor beneath the desk. I shook my head. “It’s called a UPS or an Uninterrupted Power Supply.”

It was then that I noticed that the computer was plugged into the cabinet and the cabinet plugged into the wall, and a chill ran down my spine.

“It’s full of batteries and keeps everything running if the power drops out. It’s a common item of equipment where companies use computers because it provides just enough power to close everything down in a controlled manner after a power failure so they don’t lose any work, but we only have the one little computer and it can keep it running for hours if necessary.”

“Adrian, I'm sorry…”

“Quiet!” he shouted in a voice that nearly shock the walls. “Just stand there and watch,” and he touched the mouse. The monitor sprung into life with a list of options. He chose ‘Review’ and moved a cursor to 11 am. An image of our garden filled the screen and I waited nervously. Suddenly, the kitchen light extinguished and the image moved rapidly to look up at the electricity box on the kitchen wall. My hand was still on the master switch and it was off.

“Adrian, please don’t,” I murmured, but he was watching the screen and ignored me. The view changed to the hall and then the front door opened to reveal a grinning Kieron.

I watched rooted to the spot as my own headcam showed a close-up of Kieron’s face with our words providing a clear commentary. Two other smaller screens had popped up when the hall cameras were triggered and these showed Kieron’s hand roaming about my thighs and then me seemingly melting against him as he reached between my legs.

“Take me to bed,” although whispered, was picked up clearly by the microphone next to my headcam and cameras followed our progress as we disrobed and I ended up with my ankles next to my shoulders, tangled by my hobble chain into an obscene pose that offered everything I had to my illicit lover.

Neither of us spoke again as the video played its course and Kieron left. The last scene from my headcam showed my hand reaching up for the electrical master switch and then my hurried dash to the sitting room so I could be reclining innocently on the settee when the computer restarted. Then Adrian clicked Stop and the screen reverted to the options mode.

“Adrian,” I whispered. “I'm so sorry. I only wanted a baby.”

He turned me around and pushed me through the door. My hobble chain snapped taut and I had to put my hand onto the wall to prevent myself falling while he relocked the bedroom door.

“Be gone before I get home tomorrow night,” he said in a voice that was so cold I could feel the chill.

“Adrian, no… I love you,” but he just turned away and I burst into tears.

*

It was a long night and I didn’t sleep through any of it. I was alone on our double bed still dressed in the exotic underwear and chains; I couldn’t even remove my shoes. Adrian had chosen to sleep in the spare room with the computer. More than once, I’d hovered outside his door poised to enter, but I knew it would be the wrong thing to do; he was in no mood to forgive.

Even in my worst dreams, I didn’t think he’d just throw me out and the consequences were just too horrible to contemplate. When I asked him where I should go, he suggested ‘My New Friend Elsa’, but I don’t think she had room for me even if she wanted me. I’d be out on the street, but I knew that would only be temporary because the Krasovsky brothers would claim me. I’d soon be locked into a back room behind the casino and obliged to entertain casino guests, and then who knows when I’d be released or what state I’d be in when the great day came: back on the streets, but this time I’d be a proper experienced whore.

And my baby? What about my baby?

I couldn’t stop crying all night long and by morning, my eyes were red and my cheeks sore and swollen.

The next morning, I was in the kitchen when Adrian entered just before seven. He glared at me with animosity.

“Please,” I pleaded… “Please let me stay.”

“We’re through, Evie. You're no longer my girl and I don’t really want you round here, but I'm not malicious. I know you only wanted to help Tracy when you got yourself into all that trouble at the casino, so I'm willing to be lenient, but it’s going to cost you. The website’s showing signs of making a profit at last, so I'm giving you the opportunity to work your way out of debt, but you'll have to speed things up because I don’t want this to drag on more than necessary. You need more subscriptions and that means more kinky stuff and more discomfort for you. In any case, you deserve nothing less and your audience will expect some form of retribution after what you did.”

“What do you want me to do?” I asked in a quivering voice with the first inkling of salvation giving me hope.

“Well, you’ve shown everyone your snatch now, so that skirt can go for a start. Punishment proper will be in the form of more bondage, a lot more bondage and I doubt that you're going to like it, but the upside for you is that it should boost your subscriptions. You can wash and eat in the morning and you can cook and eat supper every evening, but you’ll find your days more difficult and I’ll not have you wandering around at night. In fact, I think I’ll set the computer to record you all night as well.”

“I’ll do it,” I said even before I knew exactly what he had planned for me. It couldn’t possibly be worse than the alternative.

“Oh… And I reserve the right to fuck you as and when I please.”

I nodded. That last condition was actually welcome. It meant he was still interested in me and it would give me the opportunity and means to try and win him around again.

“Ok… Clean yourself up; you're on in an hour. Punishment starts tomorrow after I buy some stuff; expect the worst and you won’t be disappointed.”

“Thank you,” I whispered and turned back to the bedroom with one hand on my belly wondering whether all this had actually been worth it and whether I was, in fact, pregnant.


Chapter 14

Mounted

At eight o'clock, I walked into the kitchen with my hands dropped in front of me to grant myself a modicum of modesty however fleeting. Adrian had decided there was no reason to put off dispensing with the skirt another day, so there I was with the black garter belt, the suspenders, and the black lace tops of my stockings neatly framing my naked vaginal cleft for all to see.

Adrian was sitting at the table eating a slice of toast and made no comment as I moved across the room to pour out the coffees, aware that there were two cameras watching me apart from my headcam: one in front of me above the sink and the other directly behind me and no doubt focused on my naked behind. Apart from the loss of my skirt, nothing else had so far changed and I spent the day doing much the same as I’d done for the past few weeks. That was mainly answering emails, but now the emails were getting a lot more critical of my behaviour and personal when commenting on my state of undress. In addition, a large proportion of them had suggestions regarding my chastisement and I was expected to answer these with serious responses. Most of my responses were on the lines of: ‘Oh God, I hope not.’

There was one email that I expected and was looking out for. It came at two in the afternoon from Pixie.

“I saw Nobby today and he say he sad because a lady trick him. Do you think lady who trick him is sad too or is she happy that trick worked?”

“Sometimes tricks don’t always work and perhaps your lady is sad because the trick didn’t work,” I wrote back. “Sometimes, tricks can have bad, unforeseen consequences.”

I clicked send and wondered whether I’ll still be able to message her in the morning.

Adrian arrived back at six carrying a heavy cardboard box which he deposited in the spare bedroom. I pretended I’d not noticed. I’d made a bolognaise for supper and we sat down together to eat it with me acting as if I always eat supper in the nude, but the atmosphere was tense and not much was said.

I wasn’t surprised when eight o'clock passed and he didn’t release the chains from my wrists and ankles. I’d made cups of tea for us both and we were in the sitting watching the news on television, but as soon as he’d finished his tea, he announced it was my bedtime. I opened my mouth to argue, but then thought better of it, pulled the headcam band from my forehead, and meekly rose to visit the bathroom. He was waiting for me in the bedroom with a new metal collar already attached to a length of chain that was locked to the head of the bed.

I groaned audibly and sat on the edge of the bed for him to attach the collar and groaned again when I heard the sharp click as the locked latched. The collar was tight; a wide, polished metal band with turned edges so it didn’t cut into my skin. It had a metal loop welded to the front and closed at the back with an integral lock next to another small loop that I couldn’t figure out; it didn’t seem to have a purpose unless it was an anchor for another chain.

Once I was attached to the bed, he removed my other chains so that I could at last remove the uncomfortable shoes and stockings, and slide under the covers.

“Don’t forget, the cameras are still on,” and he indicated the two cameras on opposite walls. “There’s a pot under the bed if you want it in the night and you’ve got your breast pump to use if you need it,” and he closed the door. It was 8.45. I looked around the empty room for a book to read, but there was nothing and as the light faded, I found there was no bedside lamp either and I was left in the dark.

*

It was an uncomfortable night punctuated by sleepless turning and long hours. Perhaps it was the collar and neck chain that was unsettling me, but they weren’t so uncomfortable and were only an indicator of what the future could have in store for me. I watched the light creep around the edge of the curtains at 4 am, the bright sun lighting up the window reveals at 5 without impacting the gloom in the rest of the room, and at 7, I heard Adrian’s bedroom door open and close. It was a Saturday and I would have the pleasure of his company that morning.

He entered the bedroom at 8.30 with a cup of coffee and some toast and set them down on the bedside table next to the breast pump.

“Are you going to leave me in bed all day?”

“Perhaps you can get up later, but there are some things I need to do first.”

“Things that affect me?”

“You need to show your public there are consequences to your actions.”

“You could just relocate my collar chain to the kitchen or the sunroom so I can answer some more emails?”

“I could, but I think the site membership will feel cheated, as would I. Evie, you’ve been caught screwing another man in our bed; surely you expect a little more than that?”

“Oh Adrian, you know how sorry I am. I only wanted to become pregnant. It wasn’t as if I was in love with him.”

“And I wasn’t good enough to be a father?”

“It wasn’t that at all. It was just that things were taking so long and I knew that Kieron was, well… surprisingly prolific when it came to… you know… sperm.”

“And you remember this from your college days? Oh no, wait… You were blowing him the other week. I'm surprised you survived without drowning in semen.”

I felt myself blushing as the guilt crept up my chest to redden my face.

“Even if we put aside your deceit, you should learn to approach such an important matter as starting a family by first ensuring that you can afford it, and then deciding who the father is going to be. And don’t think you can mix and match; life doesn’t work well that way. Frankly, you can't afford a baby and it’s a good job I’m here to help you because if you're not already pregnant, we can now prepare for that happy event by first paying off your debts. To that end, I intend to see that you concentrate on what’s important to your viewers.”

I just sat up in bed trying to fathom what he was intending for me. Seems I wouldn’t have long to wait when he added, “You can get up at midday,” but even that was too long…

“But I need to use the bathroom.”

“Use the pot under the bed…” and he left the room with the same sullen look on his face as when he entered.

I ate my toast and drank my coffee, and then sat in the half-light all morning. At 9, I used the pump, and again at about 11, although that was more out of boredom than necessity. I also urinated in the porcelain chamber pot and coyly pushed it back under the bed with a foot.

Adrian came again at noon, and he’d brought with him my chains.

“Time to get up,” he said and handed me the lingerie that now comprised my entire day wear. I sat on the edge of the bed to pull on stockings and shoes, and then stood for the garter belt and to connect all the suspender straps. Of course, there was no longer any skirt. He locked the chain between my ankles and held up the wrist manacles; I held out my hands, but now there was an extra link in the form of a thirty-centimetre-long chain that he locked between my manacles and collar.

“Now what am I supposed to do?” I asked with my hands hanging at waist height.

“Now go to the sunroom to wait. You'll know what to do.”

It wasn’t the answer I expected to my rhetorical question. I walked from the bedroom into the hall and through the kitchen, and there, waiting for me in the sunroom, was what Adrian had spent all morning preparing for me. I’ll describe it in detail, because in some ways it was genius in its effectiveness and simplicity.

Lying on the ceramic tiles was a steel disc about 60 cm in diameter and thick enough not to bend. Adrian had welded a short length of scaffold pipe to its centre as a socket for a length of round wooden post that was now standing about waist tall. He’d given me no explanations or instructions other than to tell me to wait in the sunroom, but instructions weren’t necessary; it was obvious from the detail on the top of the post what its purpose was and, once that was determined, my only acceptable course of action was fixed.

The top 17 cm was smoothed and rounded and looked like a giant penis with an acorn shaped tip and circular ridges down the length of its shaft. The only aspect that definitely wasn’t life-like was its girth; it must have been all of 5 cm thick and I was having trouble imagining its mass within my abdomen and felt a little weak just looking at it.

About the 17 cm mark, Adrian had drilled a hole through the post for a dowel about the thickness of a thick finger that now stuck out the front a finger’s length and would stop me sliding too low. I stood for a long time staring down at the device looking ominous in its coat of thick, black gloss paint while I considered my options and it didn’t take me long to realise that there were none if I wanted to stay at the house with Adrian and avoid the Krasovsky brothers’ dubious benevolence.

Adrian had designed this to be my prison with its single prison bar rendering me completely helpless. He’d provided two blocks of wood for me to stand on to mount the device, but once I’d lowered myself and stepped off the blocks, I’d be trapped and unable to dismount without assistance.

He’d positioned the post in the centre of the sunroom facing the garden so that I’d have my back to the kitchen and I presumed that was deliberate. I looked at the kitchen. It was empty with Adrian still in the spare bedroom with all the computer equipment. Then I realised that he was probably watching me. This was a test to see how desperate I was to remain and, as such, I should act without undue delay. But before I committed myself, I stepped up to the front of the post to gauge the height of the front peg. It passed below my pubic bone, but pressed into my vaginal cleft and left me wondering how Adrian had been able to assess its height so accurately. Had he measured the inside leg of a pair of my jeans and added the height of the heels I now wore? Or did he know more about me than I thought? In any event, I didn’t seem to have an excuse for further delay.

It was then that I noticed he’d left some more articles on the side table for me to use. There was a jar of Vaseline, and for that I was grateful, but there was also a rubber oral plug on a thick leather strap that would completely cover my mouth, and with that I was much less enthused. Not only did he expect me to trap myself on the post, but I had to gag myself too.

I picked up the gag and pressed the plug between my teeth. It was large enough to almost fill my mouth with a small hole through its centre to ensure I could keep breathing. It was also soft and distorted when I bit it, but I couldn’t bite through it and it merely regained its original shape when I relaxed the pressure. I tightened the strap behind my head, but found I could almost displace the plug with my tongue. Adrian would not be impressed so I pulled the straps even tighter before threading the provided lock through a loop on the buckle’s pin to prevent it being eased.

Next, I leant forward to pick up the jar with my restricted reach before squatting next to the post and dipping fingers into the thick gel. I felt like I was acting in some sort of erotic dream when I spread the gel liberally over the tip and shaft of the phallus, rubbing my palm up and down its curved profile as I’d done more than once with a human lover and fretful of the fact that I couldn’t reach to apply the same gel to my person.

Finally, before I rose, I applied a slippery coating to the dowel peg that would project below my pubic bone. I didn’t think it would actually be necessary, but it did no harm.

I stood, placed the jar on the table, and wiped my hands on a paper tissue. Now the time had come, I felt less confident and glanced nervously first at the empty kitchen through the open double doors and then at the cameras, one on each of the four walls. Then I approached the post from the rear and stood gazing down at its substantial mass. This was meant to be a punishment; it was meant to hurt…

With extravagant care, I put first one foot and then the other on the wooden blocks and stood over the post to feel its slippery tip tickle between my labia. The blocks were only just high enough and as I rocked back and forth, so I felt its unyielding mass stroke across my clitoris before settling against the mouth of my vagina. Another look about me and then I slowly bent my knees to press its outrageous girth into me.

At first, it felt too much; I was too narrow; my hole wasn’t big enough. But the blunt taper of its tip and the relentless pressure of my weight forced the first few centimetres to slip inside and my body moved to accommodate the unnatural mass. I felt my internal muscles adapting, my body involuntarily hugging the intruder, nerve cells zinging as ridges of hard, glossy wood passed between them, and I sank lower…

I felt like I’d reached the limit of my capacity and stopped. I was already held by the post’s vice-like grip and with knees bent and body poised in an attitude of timid apprehension, I reached down from a block with my toe searching in vain for the floor. I dipped lower and the tip of my toe touched, but it didn’t seem reasonable that I should plant the heel of my shoe flat on the ground. In desperation, I straightened my legs and rose all the way up until nothing but the post’s tip was touching me and the sensitive nerves in the mouth of my vagina were left jangling with blessed relief. In front of me, the tiny black spot that was the camera seemed to delight in my ineptitude and weak will, and with renewed determination, I sank again.

The phallus burrowed into me until I felt I could take no more and there I stayed for several breaths with a toe touching the steel base plate. I dropped lower, rose, pressed lower still; each time sinking a little further onto the phallic post to feel its girth press deeper inside my core to stretch open my canal and fill my belly. The pad of my foot touched solid floor and gingerly, I moved my other foot, eased aside its wooden block, and stood on tiptoe with my legs either side of the post.

Very slowly, I lowered my heels and felt the top on the post press against my cervix just as my heels touched the plate and the peg under my pubis pressed hard through my vulva, dividing me and tormenting my clitoris with its slippery touch.

I had the urge to step up onto the blocks again and push upwards to release myself, but the tiny black lens of the camera warned me against such an action, telling me that Adrian was watching and just waiting for me to rebel. With sudden resolution, I kicked both blocks away and then closed my eyes to sense the total helplessness that now overwhelmed my body.  I was trapped until my erstwhile boyfriend considered it appropriate to grant me release.


Chapter 15

Tailor Made

It was about an hour before Adrian came into the sunroom, an hour during which I was constantly trying to relieve the discomfort of the peg that had burrowed deep into my vaginal cleft. I’d rise up on tiptoe like a ballet dancer, moving a few centimetres up the post to remove the pressure of the peg against my clit, but at what cost? The post was profiled with circular ridges and I felt every one that slipped from the entrance of my vagina as they excited the nerves that had specifically evolved to enhance my arousal. Then, after a few moments, I’d tire and slide back to reseat myself and give the same nerves another hit.

Adrian stood in front of me looking at my face and I made an urgent mewing sound. I wanted to tell him what he was doing to me and how much I needed him, but his face was impassive as he reached up to hold my left breast. I covered his hand with my own, but he shook me off and instead, disappeared back behind me. But he wasn’t gone long and when he reappeared, he was holding the small breast pump that he placed in my hands before pressing its electrical plug into a power socket. It jumped into life and I held the plastic funnels up to my teats. Fifteen minutes later, he took it from me and I was alone again.

Another long intermission during which I excited myself even more in my efforts to relieve the discomfort, with the only redeeming factor being that the bulk of the phallus lodged inside me now felt about the right size. Then the front doorbell sounded.

I strained my neck trying to look behind me and then erupted into panicked motion when I heard an unfamiliar male voice in the hall.

“She’s in here,” I heard Adrian say and then I was deathly still.

Adrian rounded my body to stand before me and then, moments later, a second man appeared. He was older than Adrian, perhaps forty, forty-five, and big with huge biceps, a barrel chest, and a full ginger beard. I’d never seen him before and stared at him with wide eyes as he stood examining me.

“That’s quite a body she’s got,” he said in a deep, gruff voice and lifted a hand towards my chest. I knocked it way and he grinned. “Feisty too. Been a while since I saw nips like those.”

“She’s lactating,” said Adrian.

“Yep… That would do it. I can see she likes that mount too. Just look at the froth that’s collected under her cunny.”

I looked down. He was right… My pubic folds were draped over the peg and my own secretions had mixed with the petroleum jelly to create a thick, white emulsion that was dribbling down my thighs. I renewed my protestations, but my unintelligible remarks were totally ignored.

“Let’s see the back then,” said the man and both of them disappeared behind me. “That ring should be fine. I’ll just need to slot the former and you can lock it with a padlock. I’ll choose you one that’s a tight fit so it won’t have any slack. She’s got a shapely back and a pretty little bum. Leave me to it… I’ll be about half an hour.”

“I’ll make us coffees,” Adrian said and then I heard him in the kitchen. I was now alone with the stranger and I had no idea what was going on.

When I looked to the side, I saw he’d brought with him a briefcase which was now on the side table next to my breast pump and he was writing in a notebook. Then he approached me with a cloth tape measure and a marker pen and I felt him drawing on my back: a mark at my waist and again a little lower on the base of my spine.

“Stay still,” he growled. “Face the front and don’t move.”

I was shocked into immobility and stood stock still as he touched my back with the tape and made notes in his book. He was very thorough with whatever it was he was doing and I felt the touch of hard and soft implements at various points up my spine. He measured my waist and spent a while examining the ring on the back of my collar with Vernier callipers. Then I felt him pressing the end of the tape measure on the base of my spine and I screamed and jumped when he pushed a finger into my bum. He just chuckled and I could feel his eyes on me as I slowly slipped back down the phallic post.

The final thing he did was to take several photographs of my back and both sides before coming round in front of me and, with a guilty grin, photographing me from the front.

Adrian appeared with two mugs of coffee and they stood before me, Adrian telling the stranger why I mounted myself on the post and what my future would likely hold in the event that the website didn’t start making more of a profit. The man nodded while he drank his coffee and stared appreciably at my attributes.

*

It felt like several more hours passed after the stranger left before Adrian showed any signs of releasing me, and then he only unlocked the leather strap behind my head and pulled the plug from my mouth.

“What happened today?” I asked once the stiffness in my jaw had abated. “Who was that man?”

“That was Eric Wight. He’s a blacksmith.”

“Oh… He’s going to be making something for me?”

“Got it in one. I needed you still so he could get all the measurements he needed.”

“Is it too much to ask what it is?”

“He says it’s only going to take him two or three days. I'm sure you can wait that long. Meanwhile, you have this stand to keep you out of mischief.”

“Oh God, Adrian. No… I can't spend another three days trapped on this giant cock. Please… You mustn’t.”

“Must I not?”

“Please… I’ll do anything, but let me get off this post. I can barely move at all.”

“I've been watching you and you’ve been moving quite a bit.”

“That’s only because this peg has been hurting me.”

I thought I’d lost. I thought he was going to leave me trapped on the post for several more hours, but without a word, he just kicked over the wooden blocks to bump against my feet and my path to relative freedom was clear. I moved them both against the post and then very carefully stepped onto them before straightening my legs and, with a long, drawn-out sigh, dragging the oversized cock from my pocket.

It was five o'clock and I laid a towel on a wickerwork armchair in the sunroom before sitting and, in case Adrian thought I wasn’t dedicated enough to the task in hand, pulled my tablet over to the low side table and opened up my emails.

That evening, I cooked supper, washed up, made tea for us both, and was locked to my bed by the collar chain by 7.30.

*

Sunday morning and I feared the worse. He had no reason not to oblige me to climb back onto the phallic post and I lay in bed dreading the sound of him stirring, but I’d misjudged him. Sure, I was nearly naked and wore chains between wrists and ankles, but I was not otherwise restricted and spent the day being especially careful not to say or do anything that could upset him. That evening, I made a complex meal based on a Katsu curry with a long list of powdered ingredients and complimented it with a bottle of Merlot I found at the back of the cupboard that had been previously overlooked. Adrian said he enjoyed it and that I’d done well, but I still found myself put to bed at 7.45 like a six-year-old.

Monday was almost the same as Sunday except, of course, that I was alone for much of the day, and to ensure I didn’t ‘get up to mischief’, as Adrian put it, he used my nighttime chain to attach me to the kitchen sink. He was back early, shortly after 5, and by 7.30, I was in bed again.

Tuesday, and a surprise awaited me: he’d taken the day off work and I was delighted to find myself free to wander about the house relatively unencumbered. That lasted until lunchtime, after which he fetched the leather gag and my prison bar complete with the heavy steel base plate from the garage and invited me to climb aboard. It hadn't escaped me that Tuesday was the third day after the blacksmith had measured me for whatever it was he was making and I thought it likely that I'd be seeing him shortly. Reluctantly, but without obvious hesitation, I greased the post and climbed up onto the wooden blocks with Adrian watching me closely.

The post was, of course, just as big the second time around, but now I knew it was not unbearable and, in fact, was not even painful after the first ten minutes or so, although it was discomforting and unnecessarily arousing. I slowly lowered myself, rose once to ensure the lubricant was evenly distributed, and then sank, low enough to touch the ground with my tiptoes. Adrian removed the blocks and left me to sink the final few centimetres until my heels touched the plate and my clit pressed on the wooden peg, and there I remained gazing silently out at the summertime garden for the next hour. Then the doorbell rang.

“Come in,” I heard Adrian say. “She’s through in the sunroom.” I stayed motionless staring straight ahead as footsteps approached, but it was not Mr Wight, the Blacksmith; it was Elsa.

“Hi,” she said stepping slowly around my shoulder. “Adrian asked me to come over to watch what happens today. I think he knows a lot more about Kieron’s visit than he lets on.”

I wasn’t sure what I felt about Elsa anymore. She’d encouraged me to invite Kieron round, but now here she was invited to witness my degradation while experiencing no ill effects herself. I would have liked to tell her exactly what I was thinking, but with the gag in place, I couldn’t.

“Are you alright?” Her eyes dropped to my pubis draped snugly over the peg and the thick post ascending between my nylon-clad legs. With no sense of embarrassment, she squatted before me for a closer look. I, on the other hand, felt acutely embarrassed and moved nervously in the only permissible direction.

“Ooo!” she exclaimed as I rose up on the phallus and then hurriedly changed my mind and reseated myself to exude even more emulsion out from under my pubis. “I don’t think I could manage anything that big.”

I groaned and closed my eyes.

“You're looking a little full,” she added and I saw she was now inspecting my breasts and not referring to the post. “Shall I fetch the pump?”

Before I could answer, Adrian spoke on my behalf from behind me. “No, leave it for now. Wight will be here shortly.”

I didn’t know whether that implied he’d like to see me milked or whether I'd do it after his visit. Wight arrived at 3 while Adrian and Elsa were standing next to me chatting and drinking coffee. He came bustling in carrying something heavy wrapped in a cloth and grinned at Elsa.

“Another girlie. Does that mean I have to make another one?”

“Elsa’s just a visitor,” said Adrian.

“Waiting for a ride on the post then?” he asked.

“Adrian’s not offered me one yet,” she said and she giggled.

I just stared silently from face-to-face disbelieving what I was hearing. If she only knew…

There was a clanking noise and then Wight was holding something against my back.

“It looks like it’s going to fit well,” said Adrian.

“Of course, it will fit well; that’s how it works. Connect the collar first,” he said by way of instruction and I felt him touching the back of my steel collar. Suddenly, there was a weight on it pulling it down and I could feel cool metal touching my back all the way down the curve of my spine to its base at my coccyx. “It’s a tight fit over the collar ring and this lock will make the joint inflexible,” and I heard him squeeze a padlock closed behind my neck. “She’ll still be able to nod a little and look round because I see the collar’s circular, but the movement will be limited and she won’t be able to turn her shoulders because the band is wider near the neck. See…” he said and lifted the end of the band to tilt my collar and force my head forward. He dropped it again and my collar pushed my chin back up.

“Then you need to fit the waistband,” and I felt him hook something to the spinal band, what he called a brace, in the small of my back. He passed it around my body and I saw it was another metal band, but this one articulated by being hinged in four places. Standing behind me, he pulled the final section tight and hooked it to the same place behind my waist and I heard another lock click.

“At this stage, she’ll find the brace limiting and annoying, but you won't get the full deal without the final part.”

What final part? I couldn’t see what he was holding.

Adrian saw my eyes darting left and right and said, “Show ‘er what you have,” and the smith held up the missing part.

“Is that an anal hook?” asked Elsa with barely concealed mirth and my eyes opened wide.

I should have guessed after the measurements he’d taken, but I suppose it wouldn’t have made any difference; I still wouldn’t have been able to avoid it and it was probably no more than I deserved.

The only time I'd seen one before had been in photographs and it had a metal sphere the size of a ping pong ball on the end of a curved metal rod so that it looked like an oversized fishhook with a ring on the other end; this one was quite different. It still had the same sized ball but on the tip of a gently tapering steel cone so that it looked like a miniature bobble hat. On the base of the cone, the smith had welded a short length of 1 cm round bar that formed an acute angle with the cone and then curved it to lie parallel to the cone within a few centimetres of the ball end. Finally, on the end of the bar was a metal disc with a slot in it.

“She’ll need plenty of lubricant and you shouldn’t be too rough inserting the ball or else you'll bruise her,” said Wight while he dipped the ball into a large tub of Vaseline. I wanted to shout No… don’t do it, but knew that it was now inevitable and to show any reluctance at that stage could be interpreted as rebellion, something I was desperate to avoid. In any case, not only couldn’t I speak, but I could now barely move and certainly not enough to hamper the hooks insertion.

The smith disappeared from sight and moments later I felt the round ball pressing on my bum.

“Deep breath and try to push the ball out,” said the smith and I did as asked. The effect was that my anal muscle opened to expel the ball and instead, it slipped easily into me despite its relatively large size. I squeaked in surprise.

“The idea of the ball is that not only will it not damage her internally, but also that she’ll now find it hard to expel, particularly if there’s some resistance holding it in place.” I could feel him moving the hook inside me, pumping it so that I could feel my anal muscle dilate and then shrink as the cone slipped in and out.

“I've shaped it so that it will be a tight fit against the base of her spine,” and he pushed it deeper into me. Now I felt the external bar settle against the curve of my spinal bone between my cheeks at the same moment it began pulling on my anal muscle and, as if that wasn’t enough, now that muscle was being forced to hold the wide base of the cone. “You just need to push the slot in this disc over the loop on the base of the brace,” said Wight to Adrian, “And the padlock will create another rigid joint. Now, any attempt to either bend at the waist or twist in any direction will just result in pulling the anal hook, just as you wanted.”

“Excellent. A fine job, Mr Wight.”

“Thank you, and I hope she appreciates our efforts and it results in the increased membership subscriptions you're hoping for.”

“She’s going to be walking about like a robotic mannequin,” giggled Elsa and slapped my bottom to see if I was still able to jump on the post. I was.

*

The smith seemed in no hurry to leave and the three of them enjoyed cups of coffee while I waited trying not to twitch. Adrian concluded his business with the man and I watched the transfer of a small roll of notes, money that could have been better spent in my opinion. Then the smith, rather belatedly, announced they should see how I could walk before he left. Adrain collected the two blocks of wood I needed to dismount, but the smith just grinned, walked behind me, and with a giant hand either side of my waist, lifted me clean up from the post in a single swift movement as I gave a shocked and surprised shriek. He put me down before Adrian and I stood perfectly still, unwilling to make any sort of movement.

“Walk round the room,” Adrian said, and when I didn’t move, said, “Walk round the room or else I’ll fetch a cane.”

I took an exploratory step and discovered that the spinal brace and anal hook that had locked my upper body made no difference to the way my legs moved and so long as I didn’t twist or bend my shoulders or waist relative to my hips, everything worked fine.

Adrian watched me circulating around the room with a contented smile on his face. “Well, that seems all good. It’s going to be a while before she forgets she shouldn’t fuck strange men.”

“No, indeed,” said Wight and I saw Elsa grinning too, the little Judas; it was her that set that whole episode up.

Wight left then, but Elsa showed no sign of going. Quite the contrary. She sat on the small settee next to Adrian and asked what he was going to do now with the phallic stand. We all looked at it standing in the centre of the room, its glossy black phallus slickened with Vaseline and my own personal lubricant and looking unfeasibly large.

Each of us was considering it in a different light: Adrian saw how effective it was when he needed me to remain still; I saw it as an implement of torture that had the side effect that it initiated a sexual arousal within me that just added to the torment; and Elsa… What was she thinking?

“I don’t think I could manage that,” she said, in answer to my thoughts; she was seeing herself thrashing about like a hooked worm on the post. “What was it like?” she asked looking at me.

“You’d best take her gag off if you want her to answer that,” said Adrian and gave her a padlock key.

She unlocked the strap and I pulled the rubber plug from my mouth and spent a couple of minutes working my jaw back to life, more to show Adrian and Elsa how unreasonable it was to keep me gagged for so long.

“You'd best ask Adrian to lower it for you before you try it,” I said; she was a good 15 cm shorter than me. “Perhaps Adrian ought to try it too. I'm sure it could be adapted for a male.”

Adrian’s smile slipped from his face. “No, I think we’ll just leave it for you to use.” Then he looked at Elsa: “Wipe her before she sits down anywhere; there’s some tissues in the kitchen.”

Elsa looked at me, looked at the dribbles emanating from my vulva and coating my inner thighs, and realised that I had no hope of reaching between my legs now I couldn’t bend. With no other option, I stood with my legs parted as wide as the hobble chain allowed and watched while she wiped my legs and then studiously drew the tissues back and forth between them, giggling each time I jumped and the sudden motion was instantly transferred to the anal hook.

“There… You can sit now,” and I carefully lowered myself onto the settee beside her. “Do you need the pump? You're looking a little full,” and I nodded. “Tell me,” she said, “Did you like it with that huge cock trapped inside you?”

“Oh God yes… It was wonderful. I really enjoyed it,” and her eyes narrowed as she realised I was just teasing her.


Chapter 16

Elsa Visits

Elsa stayed for supper and between us we cooked something palatable, me doing the stirring and pointing at things and she doing the reaching. I sat at the dining table straight-backed and with my head restricted by my collar, foraging around on a plate I was finding it difficult to see to lift forkfuls of pasta into my waiting mouth. It wasn’t the best meal I'd had and my conversation was as terse and rigid as my pose.

Elsa left soon after that and at 7.45, Adrian suggested I should go to bed. I used the bathroom and then, at 8 when the cameras went off, he told me he was going to remove the back brace and my chains. I gave a great sigh of relief; I was worried that I'd got them for the entire night. He started by first connecting my nighttime chain to my collar and then getting me to turn around so that he could reach the three padlocks down my back, starting with the one that retained the anal hook. It’s difficult to describe the relief I felt when he slipped it from me and I could once more move my hips. The waistband followed and then the brace itself was unlocked from my collar, and I couldn’t avoid an inane grin when I looked at him.

He knelt and unlocked the shackles from my ankles and then watched while I removed my shoes, garter belt, and rolled the nylons down my legs and from my feet.

“Don’t I get my hands free?” I asked and he just shook his head.

“Tomorrow morning I’ll unlock them and you can shower, but then everything gets put back on.”

I slipped between the covers and watched him draw the curtains to shut out the bright daylight and then leave, closing the bedroom door behind him. Now, lying by myself in the dark and remembering everything that had happened that day, I gave a long groan. I wanted to touch myself… I needed to touch myself, but with wrists still linked to collar, I couldn’t.

*

He woke me at 7.00 and unlocked my hands and the chain from my collar leaving the collar in place. I showered and applied some makeup, and then went back into the bedroom. He followed me in and then started the reinstallation of everything he’d removed the night before. I replaced stockings and shoes and then he replaced shackles to hands and feet before reaching for the back brace.

“We can fit this here in the bedroom, or you can climb back onto the phallus. What’s it to be?”

I opted for the bedroom, of course, and stood still while he locked the brace to my collar and then fitted the waistband.

“Probably better if you bend forward for the next bit. You can stand up straight again when I lock it.”

I watched Adrian dip the ball of the hook in a tub of gel just like the smith had done and then reached forward to put my palms on the bedside cabinet. God, it was so demeaning to have someone force a metal ball into my bum, but I remembered what Wight had told me about trying to expel it and in an instant it was back inside me. I stood and Adrian pushed it in deeper, my sphincter muscle dilated with the taper, and he locked it to the end of the brace to make an unyielding union.

“There… All ready for your day.”

“Adrian, please… I can't… I don’t want this.”

“It’s what we agreed and don’t you think your avid fans will enjoy seeing you struggling around all day? Don’t you think your subscriptions are going to soar?”

He was right, of course. Once word gets around, I'm sure the site will attract a lot more subscribers, but at what cost? I felt a bit like a chicken prancing about with my hands hanging from my collar and my bum sticking out at the back.

“Adrian,” I wailed, but he said I earned every moment before adding: “It’s either this or you get to stay with the Krasovsky brothers and spend your days with your legs strapped open and a ring gag in your mouth.” I felt myself shrinking with the images his words induced. “It’s eight o'clock… Go and brew some coffee,” and he handed me the head cam and pushed me out the door.

I’d never felt so humiliated in my life before and felt tears gathering in the corners of my eyes, but I had no real choice and, at least, the people I was entertaining were separated from me by the internet. The alternative was to work at the casino and there I could claim no virtual barrier. There, my audience would be touching me, groping me, penetrating me.

I made toast and marmalade for us both, stepping awkwardly from fridge to breadbin to toaster, and then folding low at the hips to place the food on the table before Adrian. It was easier when I was sitting; nobody could see how compromised I was.

“Don’t forget to use the breast pump,” he warned, and then, “You'll see Elsa later; she’s got another list of groceries to bring over.”

“Oh,” I said and felt myself blushing at the thought.

I just sat staring up at him, not quite believing what was happening, but then he just left and everything became all too real. I sat there for a long time staring down at the slice of toast that I hadn’t quite finished eating and then looking at the camera on the opposite wall.

Finally, I tried to rise and the full impact of my punishment hit me again: I couldn’t push myself up with my hands because of their limited reach and when I tried to flex my back, I felt the pull on the anal hook. I rocked forward to shift my balance and stood leaning forward with my bum pushed out behind until I felt stable on my feet and could straighten up. Not the most elegant performance…

Next, I tried to wash-up the dishes, but I couldn’t reach into the sink, so soon gave up and instead made myself another cup of tea. That’s when I discovered that Adrian had thoughtfully lifted the tea caddy down from the overhead cupboard and left it on the counter for me: thoughtful to a fault, my boyfriend… my ex-boyfriend. I took the cup out into the garden sunroom to feel the warmth of the sun on my bare skin. The breast pump was lying on the coffee table and I sat on the edge of the wicker settee and leant forward to place my tea cup beside it. The pump was already plugged into the mains and hummed quietly when I flicked it on and picked up the two funnels with their small collecting bottles. Then I offered the funnels up to my over-sized teats and sighed as their suction gripped me and my milk began to flow.

Elsa arrived at midday carrying two more bags of groceries. I watched the bus pass the gate and then a few seconds later, she appeared. I didn’t know whether she could see me looking through the bedroom window because the room was dark compared to the sunlit garden, but I moved back out of her line of sight as she carried her load up the path and rang the doorbell. I didn’t move.

“Evie, I know you're in there…”

I leaned back against the bedroom wall and closed my eyes.

“Evie… I know you're cross with me about what happened. I watched Kieron’s visit on the website as it happened. It was like a slow-motion car crash, but I couldn’t contact you to warn you. You don’t have a phone and it was obvious you’d not read any emails in that mood you were in.”

It was then that I caught sight of myself in the bedroom mirror with my belly and breasts thrust forward.

“Evie, please… I know you’ve got that back brace thing on again this morning, too. Everybody knows, so just let me in.”

She was right, of course; I was on public display. I let her in.

She walked past me with barely a glance and placed the bags on the kitchen table. Then she turned to me and I winced. She was in a more serious mood than the day before.

“He’s got you done up good, hasn’t he? How far can you reach?”

I pushed my hands out in front of me about 30 cm beyond my breasts and the chain snapped taut to my collar.

“That’s not very far; hardly far enough to reach your tablet. I bet you have a fair haul of emails this morning.”

I groaned and nodded. “Nearly a hundred and almost every single one tells me I deserve what has happened to me before asking whether I was enjoying it.” Elsa gave me a wry smile of understanding and I told her that I’d answered them by cutting and pasting the same response to tell them how sorry I was, promising I’d never do it again, and explaining my restraints were not at all enjoyable.

“Tea or coffee?” she asked and I said coffee because the jar was beyond my reach and I couldn’t make it alone. She filled and switched on the kettle and then turned to gaze at me.

I could feel myself blushing, but it was pointless turning away, there were cameras everywhere.

“You can't reach low enough to touch yourself can you?”

“Why would I want to?” I asked pretending it never occurred to me.

“And that’s quite a thigh gap you’ve got there. I could get my whole hand through it. It looked amazing when Kieron had your legs around your ears. I bet it felt amazing too. He is big, isn’t he?”

Then I did turn away and Elsa grabbed the frame behind my back to stop me walking off. I stopped dead as my intended motion was transferred to the anal hook. “I'm sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you,” she said oblivious to the erotic spark she’d just sent up my spine. “I won’t mention it again,” she added as I flapped my hands behind my back to get her to release her hold. “Let’s go into the sunroom and I’ll tell you about Kieron’s latest painting. You'll never believe the pose he's got me in.”

Against all the odds, I was grateful for Elsa’s attempts to entertain me with news and stories from the last few days. We read through dozens of my emails and she responded to several of them on my behalf. At three, she asked if it was time I was milked and I nodded, whereupon she took it upon herself to prepare me, but her attentions went way beyond my usual prep.

First, she fetched a warm flannel from the bathroom and washed me, gently rubbing the cloth over my teats to ensure they were squeaky clean. I didn’t usually bother because I knew Adrian was just going to use the milk on his breakfast cereal. Then she thought it would be best if my teats were first ‘energised’ to make sure they were erect. I tried to tell her it wasn’t necessary, but then her tweaking began to feel so good, I just let her get on with it.

“They do feel heavy,” she murmured cupping my right breast in her palm and stroking its nipple. I closed my eyes and didn’t see her next move until I felt her lips on me as she drew the nipple into her mouth and crushed it against her palate to expel the milk. I felt a burst of milk along with a burst of oxytocin in my brain and, God… it did feel good; nothing at all like the soft sucks of the breast pump and, almost unconsciously, I wrapped my hands around her head to hold her in place.

A minute later, her head bobbed up next to mine with a big grin on her face.

“You taste delicious. So sweet and creamy. You won’t need so much pumping on this side now. Should I do the left?”

She was still holding the tit she’d been sucking and gave it a gentle squeeze. I nodded and she sank down again, shifting slightly to align herself with my left breast, and sucked it hard. I groaned and clamped her head tighter to me.


Chapter 17

Over Stimulation

Adrian returned home at his usual time and found me leaning against the counter top in the kitchen.

“Had a good day?” he asked, but didn’t wait for an answer before adding, “I hear Elsa helped you out with your afternoon milking. I bet that was fun and it wouldn’t have hurt your viewing figures at all.”

I made a ‘Humph’ sound and pulled at chains to my wrists. He told me that morning I would be released in the evenings so that I could cook supper and eat, but he just said, “Later. I want a fuck first.”

So, I’d still be chained and hooked for sex… That was not good news at all; I had hoped that I could sway him with hugs and kisses, but it now seems he just wanted the sex bit. Even so, he appeared in no hurry and poured himself a beer while I stood dumbly by watching him. Then he disappeared through the back door en route to the garage.

When he returned, he was carrying some thick cord and a clamp from his workshop. I watched him as a canary might watch a cat and then exclaimed, “Oh!” in welcome surprise when he unlocked the linking chain to my collar.

My delight was short lived, however, when he lifted the chain to raise my linked wrists and pulled them up and over my head.

“Stay like that,” and said and tied the end of the linking chain to the padlock behind my waist so that I couldn’t lower them. Things were now looking bad; now I wouldn’t be able to touch him.

He still seemed in no hurry and wandered into the sunroom with his beer, throwing the double doors open wide and then casually picking up one of the wireless cameras and placing it on the coffee table facing the doorway.

“Come here,” he said sitting on the edge of the coffee table and I approached with the usual clinking of my hobble chain on the ceramic tiles and stood looking down at him as he tied a length of cord to the centre link of the ankle chain. Then he stood and threaded it through the ring on the front of my collar. When he passed it back through my ankle chain and pulled, I was obliged to squat down on my haunches to watch him tie it off. It wasn’t tight, but I wouldn’t be able to stand upright while the cord was there and I couldn’t now reach to untie it myself.

I still didn’t realise what he had in mind even when I looked up to see him tightening the ‘G’ clamp to the wall above the doorway, but then he tied the end of a second piece of cord to the same padlock behind my waist and I gave a scream and shook my head.

“No chance,” he growled. “Your fucks are mine now and I’ll spend them how I please,” and he threaded the cord through the ‘G’ clamp and pulled.

My hips rose and my legs straightened, but my spine couldn’t bend and my head couldn’t rise above waist height. Now my sex was projecting behind me, effectively swinging below the anal hook, whilst my breasts were hanging down beneath my chest and my face was staring straight at the repositioned camera with an astonished expression.

“Adrian,” I cried out. “Please… Not like this,” and I shook my head, but that only caused my tits to sway and he ignored my pleas. I knew I’d signed up for this when I agreed to his conditions and I suppose he had the right to humiliate me as much as he could, but the thought didn’t make it any easier for me. I felt his hand sliding up between my labia and I quietened, waiting for the erotic thrill that I knew would soon follow, but then he slapped my upturned bum and I jumped and felt the tenacious hold of the anal hook instead.

I was left rocking unsteadily when he walked past me to recover what was left of his beer, and then crouched in front of me so that our eyes were on the same level.

“You want to be pregnant, don’t you? Well, this is the only way it happens, cock to cunt, so you should be grateful.” Then he noticed my tits dangling beneath my chest and reached out to tap the side of one and set them both rocking.

“Lactation’s good for you. It’s given you more shape and made your nipples grow.”

That was certainly an understatement. Although my breasts had only increased a couple of cup sizes from their very modest beginnings, my nipples were many times their previous size and a rich, dark brown instead of pale pink. My areolae, too, were now quite different. Previously, they were barely noticeable, but now they too were dark like my teats and swollen to give my breasts a tiered appearance that suggested areolae and nipples had been suck on as an afterthought.

I jumped as he reached beneath my chest again, this time to grip a nipple and swing me unsteadily from side to side. I’d been reduced to the status of a toy whose sole purpose was to amuse its owner and bit my lip to stop myself saying something I’d later regret.

Suddenly, with renewed purpose, he released his grip and stood, placed his empty glass behind the camera, and walked around behind me. I knew full well what was coming, but still he managed to surprise me when I felt the head of his cock nudging me moments before he slammed his full erection into me with a single, forceful thrust. I gasped and was knocked forward to partially slide off him, but he had hold of the bracing frame behind my back and pulled me backwards to meet his pistoning cock once more. And thus it began. I was thrown back and forth like a doll, driven on by his thrusts and pulled back by the frame, and all the time swinging from the anal hook tied to the wall clamp.

I imagined my surprised eyes gazing blindly at the camera, advancing and retreating on people’s monitor screens with a steady rhythm as just below them, my tits flip-flopped back and forth so violently that they began leaking milk that splattered in twin trails across the ceramic floor tiles.

I orgasmed… I orgasmed so hard that my head was ringing with my own screams, my pelvic muscles involuntarily clamped down onto his cock, and my clitoris felt like it might explode in a myriad of coloured stars. I was wriggling like a hooked fish to try to escape my torment, but it concerned Adrian not at all. He continued to pump me like a steam engine on full throttle and I continued with my erotic dance on the end of his cock.

Of course, even the most insistent torment must end sooner or later and with sudden urgency, he wrapped his arms around the tops of my thighs and pulled me back onto him as his cock began spasming inside me, flooding my canal with his semen, and maybe, just maybe, granting the gift of new life.

He rested, hands leaning on my hips as his spasms diminished and his cock became flaccid, and then he was gone. I looked behind to see him leaving the kitchen and I was still hanging in the doorway fifteen minutes later after he’d washed and changed. Silently, he untied the cord from ankles to collar and I unfolded to stand erect. I thought for a moment he was going to leave me standing in the doorway, but then he untied the other cord from the anal hook to the clamp and I could move.

“You're cooking supper this evening and as a reward, you get your hands free for a bit, so make it good. Chicken and chips will do,” and he completely removed the chain between my wrists. I stretched and then, with a theatrical sense of irony, thanked him.

*

It took me almost an hour to prepare supper and I fetched him from the sitting room after I’d laid the table. It was a plain meal, but I’d opened a bottle of red wine and placed glasses next to the plates. He looked at the two wine glasses and then at the food, but evidently, I’d earned enough brownie points with the meal and I felt another wave of gratitude when he nodded.

“Thank you,” I murmured for the second time.

“You're welcome,” he said and poured out two glasses of wine.

“I've still got a plug in my arse,” I said.

“I know. I put it there.”

“Are you going to remove it? I can't bend my back or use the toilet.”

“In the morning. You'll have time in the morning, but then it gets reinstalled for the day.”

“Of course, it does,” I murmured and he glared at me.

We finished the meal and the bottle of wine with me drinking two full glasses and feeling quite light-headed. I washed up the dishes and made a pot of tea, and then joined Adrian in the sitting room. He’d put a news programme on the television and all but ignored me as I sat uncomfortably beside him and poured out the tea.

“Were you watching me today?” I asked quietly.

“Yes.”

“So, you saw how difficult it was for me?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know whether I can go on.”

“I’ll inform the Krasovsky brothers then. I'm sure they're just waiting for the word.”

“No… Don’t do that. I’ll try.”

“Of course, you will. Now, finish your tea because it’s your bedtime.”

I looked at the clock; it was just past 7.30.

Before 7.50, I was locked to the bed for another night, but at least my arms and legs were free of restraints. I slipped under the covers and Adrian left me alone to reconsider my sins and, presumably, pray for atonement. I still didn’t have anything to read and, anyway, the curtains were drawn and beyond my reach making the room too dark to read a book.

Unlike the day before where my only restriction apart from my collar was my hands, now I had my hands free, but my back locked by the brace. I snuggled lower in the bed and tried to adjust the metal behind my back that still held the fat hook inside me. It could have been as much as 4 cm thick at its base, but eased slightly if I relaxed, but no matter how I pulled and pushed, I couldn’t dislodge it or greatly ease its torment. My fingers tickled around my dilated anal sphincter muscle, but that didn’t help either.

I turned onto my back and flexed my body to feel its pull increase and sighed. I’d felt its persistent presence controlling my stance all through the day and it wasn’t fair that I had it all night too. My indignation was, however, tempered by the fact that the fingers of my right hand were now between my thighs and I flexed again to feel the intruder’s pull. I hated to admit as much, but the anal hook did have its compensations and I was slowly capitalising on them using my fingers to slide over the nub of my clitoris.

It was the first time I’d been able to touch myself all day because my wrist chains wouldn’t allow it, so no matter how much my restraints triggered passions I didn’t suspect I had, I couldn’t act on them. Then I thought of Elsa sucking so diligently on my teats and my passions rose a notch or two more as my left hand swivelled to rest on my breast.

Across the room was the camera and I knew that not only was it still live, but it was equipped with infra-red night vision; I had to be careful how I moved. I brought up my knees to form a tent inside which my fingers could move unnoticed and slowly squeezed a teat with my other hand, holding it compressed while my right discreetly worked away at my clit.

It didn’t take long and I considered it a success with a silent orgasm sliding unnoticed under the radar.

*

Day two of my revised confinement promised to be the same as day one. Adrian unlocked and removed the anal hook and then removed the bracing frame from my back to allow me to shower and use the toilet, and it was twenty minutes or so of sheer bliss. I re-entered the bedroom, replaced nylons and shoes, and stood passively while he reinstalled the frame and anal hook, groaning when it dilated me further the deeper it went. He told me to put the headcam on and then I had a small but welcome surprise. I don’t know whether it was my apparent cooperation that swung it, but he left all the chains off while I cooked and ate breakfast and I gorged myself on bacon and eggs.

At 8.45, he began to reattach the chains starting with my hobble and then my hands with the collar link before pressing me back against the counter top. I stood with my hands on his chest and he smiled and touched my left breast.

“You'll have to manage by yourself today,” he said intimating that I’ll not have Elsa’s help.

“I’ll manage,” I murmured, breathing shallowly owing to his proximity.

“Do you like your restraints?” he asked and I wondered why people kept asking me that.

“No,” I said and shook my head.

Then he dropped his hand to feel between my thighs and I cried out and closed my legs, but as Elsa had already noticed, that didn’t work well with me. He still had plenty of freedom to finger me and used it to hook two fingers into me and pull his hand tight against my clit.

“You're very wet for someone who’s not aroused.”

“Oh God, Adrian. Please… Please take me to bed. I still love you.”

“Do you?” he asked. “In any case, there’s not time. Will you still want me tonight?”

“Of course, I will.”

“Well… Just to make sure, I have something here for you,” and he produced a small, round tin from his pocket that contained a thick, clear ointment.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Just something to help keep your mind focused,” and he scooped out a quantity using two fingers and pressed it against my vulva, spreading it liberally between my labia and over my clitoris, and working it deep into my vagina.

“Adrian,” I gasped, not quite understanding what had just happened, but he just held up a finger to silence me.

I watched him leave for work and then looked down between my legs. I couldn’t quite see owing to the restriction the back brace and went into the hall to look at myself in the big mirror. My vulva looked a little swollen and blush red, and it had begun to tingle.

By 10.30, the tingle had become a powerful itch that I wanted more than anything to rub, but couldn’t reach. I’d tried everything from straddling the arm of the settee where there was now a greasy mark to rubbing myself along the top of an open cupboard door under the sink. The top of the door slipped between my labia and soothed my clit to the extent I had a crashing orgasm, but it did nothing to quell the torment inside my tunnel, and I struggled around the house seeking inspiration. I found it in the sunroom where the devil had strapped a fat, 17 cm long dildo to the arm of a wicker chair.

He'd positioned it directly in front of a fixed camera, but I didn’t care; I had to do it. I stared hard at the camera and then sank gratefully down onto the dildo until I was full and my clit was pressed against the arm of the chair. Instantly, all the nerves inside my vagina switched from itch to stimulate and I waited fully impaled and breathing hard, but thankful for the reprieve. But it didn’t last… Moments later the itch began to reassert itself and I moved again, lifting myself and sinking back to obtain the same blessed relief.

The result was a forgone conclusion and I was soon left squirming on the arm as, reluctant to leave the soothing effect of the dildo, I was hit repeatedly by a series of orgasms.

By midday, the itch seemed to have calmed and I unsheathed myself for what I hoped was to be the last time, but by 1.00 I was once more sitting back on the arm of the chair. Even at 6.00 when Adrian returned, I was still plagued by an irritation that was driving me to distraction and begged him to release my arms as soon as possible so that I could wash. Perhaps he realised that he’d gone too far, or at least used too much ointment, and complied with my plea.

*

The presence of the bracing frame heralded a new phase of my servitude and I struggled through each day hoping that the casino debt was met in full each month and that I’d eventually fall pregnant. Adrian continued with his policy of random coitus under imaginative and demeaning circumstances, but otherwise did his best to minimise our contact, whilst my days were occasionally enlivened by Elsa’s visits. Another month passed and Adrian told me that the casino instalment had been paid and the bank account was several hundred pounds in credit despite Keith’s extra expenses and the increased housing bills. As a result, I felt safe, but my torment wouldn’t end until the casino debt was repaid in full and I had no idea how long that would take.

It was ironic that my equilibrium would be upset once again by Elsa trying to be helpful.


Chapter 18

Elsa Moves In

It was a Monday and I knew Elsa was due with another grocery delivery. I’d been looking forward to her visit for several days for a variety of reasons. It had been weeks now since the time she ‘empathised’ with me by stripping off her shirt, but now we related in more practical ways. For instance, she invariably produced lunch for us both, sometimes a salad, soup, or just a sandwich, and often she’d help with the housework that I found difficult with my restricted reach. She was also an invaluable source of news and gossip, my only source other than the brief snatches of national news I gleaned of an evening before I was sent to bed.

But my favourite part of her visits came when it was time for me to express milk. In fact, during her visits, the small breast pump had almost become unnecessary because Elsa took care of that aspect herself. Then she had to go and spoil things, perhaps not for her, but certainly as far as I was concerned.

“So, you're still hoping that Adrian makes you pregnant?”

It was a question that seemed self-evident to me and I told her so in no uncertain terms. “The doc told me that frequent sex and the lactation should help to restart my periods, and when that happens, well, he does it so often that we can't fail to score.”

“He could be sterile,” she suggested.

“So could I, come to that, but we won’t know until I begin bleeding again.”

“And the doc said that having a dick inside you will help?”

“Of course. It seems only reasonable that having something pumping up there will help to stimulate me.”

Elsa giggled. “There’s no doubt about that, but it’s your ovaries that need stimulating, not your cunny.”

“Well, it certainly can’t do any harm to try,” I asserted with an equal grin.

Elsa hesitated then before asking, “And he said that the lactation will help too?”

“He did. He said it was a myth that a woman can’t conceive when breastfeeding and that it was nature’s way of targeting a woman of child-bearing age to increase a population.”

“He’s a General Practitioner and not a specialist, right?”

I nodded. “He’s the GP I went to see when my breasts began to hurt.”

“Well, I've been reading an article by a professor of gynaecology and I have to say, your GP was partly right: some women do conceive when they're breastfeeding, but it seems they're in a minority. This professor says that breastfeeding can be an effective form of birth control if you feed a baby regularly, and that’s exactly what you're doing using a breast pump.”

I just sat open-mouth staring at her. “You don’t have to take my word for it; here… read it yourself,” and she pulled a folded leaf of paper from her purse.

I read through the article twice and suddenly felt very cold. All this time I’d been defeating my goal by encouraging my own lactation; all those wasted weeks…

“It stops now,” I said.

“Adrian won’t like it and nor will your audience. You’ve built up quite a following and I suspect many of them only subscribe to see you pumping yourself.”

“I don’t care.”

“He’ll make you care.”

“I won’t tell him.” And then I looked at the camera opposite us and thought about the microphone in my headcam. It was too late to worry about that now; our words had been recorded.

*

I considered adopting a plan of pretence, of sitting holding the funnels up to my teats, but not actually have the pump working, but it didn’t take me long to realise that such a plan would have zero chance of success. Even if nobody noticed that the breast pump had suddenly become ineffective in pulsing my nipples, there would be no breast milk dribbling into the small collection bottles, and none for Adrian to use.

I had no option but to tell him I was going to stop expressing milk and I told him why.

His response left no room for misunderstanding: “No…”

“It’s stopping me becoming pregnant,” I argued.

“No… What effect do you suppose it will have on subscriptions?”

“If they drop a little, it won’t matter much.”

“It will send you to the casino. Look at this…” and he waved an official-looking letter in my face. “It’s the latest fuel bill and things are only going to get worse as the weather gets colder. And Keith’s been on the phone to me. Seems our contract with him gives him 25% of the gross income and we’ve been paying him 25% after expenses; we owe him nearly £2000 and he wants it this month.”

He was almost shouting at me at this point and his face was so red I thought he was going to have a heart attack.

“Have you even considered what happens if you do become pregnant? How are we going to be able to afford a baby after all the bills are paid? So, no… you can't stop lactating. You can’t even ease up. It’s paramount to this site’s profitability and I can't risk you spoiling it all.”

Defeated, I told him that I would keep using the pump, but I’d hit a raw nerve with him and he didn’t seem in the least placated. His last words kept replaying in my head: he couldn’t risk me spoiling it all… What did he intend to do? It was nearly two weeks before I found out.

*

It was a Saturday and for the first time since we’d been at the house, there was another person present. Adrian had told me to be very quiet and to stay in the sunroom, then he’d hung a thick curtain over the double glass doors so I couldn’t be seen from the kitchen.

Eric, because that was his name, arrived at about 10.00. I could hear them talking as they had a coffee and then the noise faded apart from the occasional bang and thump. By midday, Eric had gone again, Adrian removed the curtain, and I was free to roam the house again, albeit with some personal restrictions. I entered the living room to see what they'd been doing and could see nothing different, but when I went into the bedroom, my double bed had been swopped for the single bed from the spare bedroom that Adrian had been using. I wasn’t really surprised; in fact, I’d been surprised he’d let me sleep in the bigger bed alone all this time. But his next words stunned me.

“Elsa will be living with us while the site’s live. She’s going to be helping you full-time.”

“Elsa… Where will she be sleeping?” and he pointed to the spare room now with the double bed. “With you?” I stammered.

“Where Elsa choses to sleep is really none of your business. All you need to know is that she’s going to be cooking and helping you with your meals, and she’s going to help with the milking too.” He looked hard at me. “And I know for a fact that you're going to like that last bit.”

“But what about college?”

“She’s dropped out of college. She’s broken up with Kieron too, which is why she has nowhere to stay.”

“But who’s going to pay her, then?”

“She’ll live here rent-free and eat what we eat. I’ll give her a few pounds every week for pocket money, but she’ll not need any more than that.”

“When?” I asked

“Tomorrow,” he said. “She’ll be moving in tomorrow.”

*

Sunday morning and I awoke early and sat on the edge of the bed looking at the sun light up the wall either side of the thick curtain. I hadn’t yet spoken to Elsa and didn’t really understand what she was going to be doing. It was fun when she was about, but I could manage by myself on the days she wasn’t.

Adrian released my collar chain at seven so I could shower and see to other necessary bathroom activities, and I dressed in my usual shoes and stockings ready for the chains. The hobble chain was connected, and then, instead of the back frame and anal hook, to my utter astonishment he just linked my wrists to my collar and walked away. I thought it must have been my birthday and could have jumped for joy.

Elsa appeared at 11.00 carrying a huge, tattered holdall and dropped it in the hall as I ran up to her and lifted my linked arms over her head to give her a hug. She giggled and hugged me back, and then stood back in surprise to look at me and my revised restraints.

“He must be in a good mood today,” I whispered.

“Must be ‘cos I’m here,” she said and then I went serious.

“Elsa,” I whispered in an even quieter voice. “Where are you sleeping?”

“I've broken up with Kieron and he’s kicked me out. I have nowhere else to go, so here I am. A girl’s gotta do, etcetera… Anyway, I’ll be here with you, so that won't be so bad.”

Adrian spent most of the day in the garage while Elsa and I chatted like sisters and cooked a special supper involving diced chicken, rice, and a multitude of different vegetables. It was 7.30 and we were all sitting together on the settee drinking white wine when Adrian suddenly announced that it was my bedtime. Both Elsa and I looked shocked, but Adrian rose and stared down at me without uttering another word and I slowly stood, said goodnight to Elsa, and preceded Adrian from the room.

I brushed my teeth and used the toilet, and then he locked the chain from the bedhead to my collar for the night and left to return to the sitting room and Elsa. It was a long night and for several hours I was aware of Adrian’s low voice and Elsa’s giggling coming from the sitting room. Then water sounds from the bathroom and finally voices penetrating the thin wall between the bedrooms. When I began to hear Elsa’s high-pitched sighs and the bedhead knocking against the wall, I buried my head beneath the duvet and tried in vain to sleep.

*

“Cup of tea…” announced Elsa entering my bedroom early the next morning and she deposited the cup on the side table and drew the curtains. “Lovely day today.”

I squinted at the bright light and then turned to see her grinning face.

“Did you sleep well?” I asked.

“I did… and before you ask, we did and I enjoyed it. You don’t love him anymore, so it shouldn’t make any difference to you.”

“Who says so?”

“He told me. He said he knows you don’t love him because you're always making snide remarks to him and you don’t do what he says.”

“That’s not true; I nearly always do what he tells me, but I suppose we haven't been connecting emotionally recently mainly due to the fact that he seems intent on humiliating me all the time.”

“He tells me he’s only trying to help you with that girl’s casino debt. You owe thousands of pounds, you know.”

“And don’t I know it. And if the repayments aren’t made in full every month, I get taken away by two Eastern Europeans to work in their own private brothel. I can't win, Elsa; if I stay here, I’m chained up and subjected to all sorts of ignominy to boost site subscriptions in order to finance the debt, and if I try to run, they’ll find me and I’ll be locked away and raped perhaps for years.”

“Well, there you are then… He’s as worried as you are about defaulting on the repayments and that’s why he’s trying so hard to help you. And now you have me here all the time to help you too.”

I gave her a pale smile. “Thank you… I really do appreciate it even if I do gripe sometimes.”

“Well, Adrian says to tell you to shower and, er, use the toilet, and then get dressed. He says he’ll be in in about thirty minutes to get you ready.”

Use the toilet… I knew exactly what that meant and it wasn’t good news. I had thought maybe my new-found freedom was for keeps, but apparently not.

I dressed, and that meant garter belt, stockings, and shoes, and waited sitting on the edge of the bed. I hadn’t waited for long before Adrian appeared carrying the bracing frame and the hated anal hook, but there was a lot more to it now. He put the hook down on the bed beside me and held up the back frame which now had a ‘C’ shaped crossbar welded to it just above waist height. The arms of the crossbar, the two parts that would point forward, would project either side of my waist, but they were short enough not to extend beyond my belly and wide enough apart so they didn’t actually touch me.

But that wasn’t all. At the side of each arm were two articulated extensions folded like concertinas and currently clipped to the main arms, and at the front of each outermost extension were heavy, leather wrist straps.

“Adrian, what are you doing?”

“It'll all become clear,” he said indicating that I should stand. I stood and faced the bed and he attached the frame to my collar. Then he connected the waistband and, before I was actually ready, the anal hook. I turned around and glared at him, but it didn’t seem to have much effect. He pressed down a couple of spring clips under the extension arms with his thumbs and the arms swung out in wide arcs, unfolding until their leading ends now projected 40 cm in front of me.

“It’s so you’ll be able to type on your tablet,” said Adrian. “These arms will swing to position your hands anywhere in front of you. The smith made them the other day and I welded the cross beam onto the brace yesterday.”

Like a hypnotised chicken, I said nothing when he lifted my right wrist and laid it on the end of the right extension to buckle up the wide strap. He did the same with my left and I moved my hands experimentally about in from of me. The articulation didn’t impede them from swinging from side to side or moving forward to the 40 cm limits from the main pivots, but I could only move them in that flat plane and not lift or lower them.

I just stared at him. “In some ways, you’ll have more freedom with this set-up. It’ll be much easier for you to use a keyboard, for instance. You wouldn’t really be able to move your hands about with the collar chain because you can't bend far enough forward with the back brace; you'll find this set-up is much better for typing and answering emails.

He was attaching small padlocks to the buckles as he was speaking.

“And what other ways will this help me?” I asked innocently and he smiled.

“That’s why Elsa’s here. She can do all the housework and cook the meals, and she can feed and milk you.”

“That’s it, isn’t it? It’s so I can't use the breast pump because you don’t believe I’ll do it properly now.”

His expression became serious and his voice dropped to a low growl. “Your role now is to concentrate on the emails and to be eye-candy for your audience. Don’t get distracted.”

“How can I? I can't do anything else now.”

I watched his face as his grin returned and he looked at my bedside clock. “It’s almost 8.00; the main site is about to go live.” He pulled the headcam band over my head and said, “Go and get some breakfast. Elsa will have it ready now.”

I glanced at the bedroom camera that had been following our every move and thought about the others around the house that were about to switch on to record my daily trials, and I thought about Elsa…


Chapter 19

Elsa Helps

Iwalked to the kitchen and stood with a hand to the side on the doorframe, something I'd have had trouble doing before, and Elsa turned from the sink.

“Well, look at you. Come to join the rest of the world.”

“Look what he’s done to me. I can only move my hands like this now,” and I waved them in wide arcs before me. “I can't move them up or down, so I can't even feed myself.”

“No, Adrian told me that would be the case, but not to worry, I'm here.”

She moved closer to look at the swinging levers and their articulation. “That smith is very clever, isn’t he? And Adrian, of course; he designed them and welded it together.”

I agreed that I couldn’t fault the workmanship. There was no free-play in any of the joints and that meant that any move I made that hit the stops or which tried to go vertically could be felt as a kick or twist to the hook in my bum.

“What would you like for breakfast? I'm making porridge.”

“That will be fine,” I said sullenly.

Adrian entered and sat at the table to read the morning paper and Elsa placed a cup of coffee next to him with a smile. Then she turned back to the stove to stir the oats. I looked around unsure what to do and then sat opposite Adrian with my hands now resting on the table’s surface. Shortly, Elsa placed a bowl of porridge before each of us and Adrian ate his whilst I played with my spoon. Then he finished his coffee and stood.

“I have to go. Have a good day,” and to my shock and surprise, Elsa gave him a kiss on the lips. “And you be good,” he said to me. “Don’t give Elsa any trouble.”

She walked with him to the front door and then returned to the kitchen once he’d gone.

“You haven't eaten any of your porridge yet,” she said and lifted a spoonful to my lips. “Then we’ll have to see about milking you.”

“I don’t usually do that until later.”

“Yes, I know, but Adrian says you should do it more often, every four hours, in fact, starting at 9.00.”

“What… all night too.”

“Oh no, I don’t think so. Just until nine at night and then you'll be able to go to sleep.”

She lifted another spoonful to my lips.

“He’s talking about getting another breast pump too. Says we should be able to make you look more voluptuous,” and she lifted her free hand to cup my right breast and squeeze its nipple. She caught me by surprise and, unable to raise a hand, I tried twisting away from her touch, but that only made me jiggle and I felt the anal hook twist. Elsa giggled and began to knead my flesh in her fingers. A drop of milk formed on the end of my teat and she wiped it with her thumb and then spread it around my areola to make it shine in the sunlight.

“You know, I really am very jealous of your tits; they are beautiful, especially these big, perky nipples.”

I wanted to say something. As much as I liked our sucking games, I felt she’d taken a liberty by touching me without asking, but she lifted another spoonful of porridge and my mouth was full again.

After that, Elsa turned and concentrated on washing the dishes with just the occasional mouthful of porridge for me that was soon cold. She did, however, make me another cup of tea and held it while I drank. Then it was time to use the pump.

We went through into the sunroom and I saw a chair had been placed in the centre of the room and there was my tablet ready on a side table. The small breast pump was there too.

"Adrian says you should have your arms folded out of the way while you're being milked.”

Of course, he did I thought as Elsa moved behind me.

“Fold your arms back,” she said and then pushed them against my sides so that the extension levers concertinaed and the spring clips clicked.

“Elsa…” I cried. “You didn’t have to do that. Now I can't move my arms at all.”

“Adrian told me your arms should be clipped whenever you're not using your tablet.”

“What? No… That can't be right.”

“That’s what he told me and I should have done it when you were eating breakfast. He’ll see on the web if I don’t do it right. Now, you should sit and don’t worry about anything because I’ll do it all.”

I sat awkwardly on the upright dining chair and Elsa said, “That’s good, sit right back.”

Without thinking, I shuffled back and then felt little pulls on the anal hook. I couldn’t see what she was doing behind me because I couldn’t turn my head enough, but I soon found out when I tried to move again and discovered the anal hook had been strapped to the wooden spindles of the chair back. I was now attached to the chair until Elsa decided I could rise.

“Elsa,” I cried with alarm. “Elsa, what have you done?”

Silly question really; I already knew.

“I'm only following directions. Adrian said you should sit here while I milk you and then you can work on your emails. After that, he said if you 're good, I can then give you a reward.”

I was shocked into silence. It was clear to me that Elsa had been given very specific instructions that she was going to follow to the letter, and that was understandable. Adrian could check at any time whether she was doing what he’d asked and her continuing free accommodation and food would depend upon her obeying those directions. I watched as nothing more than an interested observer as she picked up the breast pump, clicked it on, and then held both funnels up to my chest.

“There, that was easy,” she said as the teat cups were sucked onto my breasts where they remained without further assistance. We watched my teats popping in and out of the transparent funnels and the resultant thin streams of milk dribbling into the collecting bottles; she didn’t even prime me first.

*

She let the pump run for another fifteen minutes before deciding she’d get no more out of me and unplugged my teats. I didn’t look much different; a little softer perhaps. Then she moved the small table in front of me and released the spring clips on the extension arms. The arms unfolded and I could reach out to touch the surface of the tablet.

“Thank you,” I murmured.

“That’s clever, isn’t it? You can move your hands around just right.”

She was right; with my hands strapped to the ends of the articulated extensions, they floated just above the keyboard. “Very clever,” I murmured sarcastically.

She sat chatting to me for a long time while I read and answered each email in turn, the ones from Sunday complaining that I shouldn’t be allowed so much freedom and the later ones from that morning generally praising Adrian’s enterprise and inventiveness. Needless to say, I was not of the same mind. I thought he was being spiteful, but I did have to admit that his inventiveness would likely have a big positive effect on our income.

It was almost midday when Elsa announced that I’d probably answered enough emails for a while and would I like another cup of tea. I told her I'd like to visit the bathroom because I'd already had too much tea.

“Fold your arms in then,” she said.

“But I'm going to need to use my hands.”

She thought for several seconds and then admitted she couldn’t see how. I couldn’t see how waving them about in their limited spatial plane could be a help either and folded my wrists to my sides so that she could clip them in place. Then she unstrapped the anal hook from the chair.

“Do you need a hand?” she asked and I shook my head, rocked forward, and rose to my feet with my bum sticking out. Then, with a grimace at Elsa, I made my way through to the bathroom to pee. Afterwards, I pressed myself onto a hand towel that was folded along the edge of the bath and told myself they deserve it.

Back in the kitchen, Elsa had another cup of tea for me and held it up to my lips. I sipped it; it was hot.

“You know, if you needed any more proof that Adrian is really on your side and is rooting for you to have a baby, you’ve only got to see how thoughtful he can be.”

“If that were true, he’d let me stop lactating.”

“He’s trying to help you pay off that debt; that is the most important thing, isn’t it?”

“I suppose so…”

“But he is doing what he can. He knows that lactating can upset periods, but there are others things you can do to promote them. He said last night that you’d told him that just the mechanical stimulation resulting from making love could be enough to trigger your periods again.”

“The doctor did say that could help.”

“Well then, that’s why he’s been having sex with you so much. Even if you're not actually menstruating, he feels like he’s helping you to start.”

“And I thought he just liked fucking me.”

Elsa grinned. “I expect that’s part of it too, but now I’m afraid there’s a complication and it’s me. He told me to warn you that he may not have quite so much time for you now I'm here too, but, ever thoughtful, he has a solution. As a reward for all your hard work this morning, I'm allowed to help you,” and she showed me the rubber phallus she was holding behind her back, the same one he’d fixed to the arm of the chair for me all those weeks ago.

“Oh no… Oh no no no…” and I backed away until I was against the cupboards.

“Evie, I thought you'd be pleased that we’re both trying so hard to help you.”

“It’s all on camera, Elsa. There will be people all over the world watching you sticking that up me.”

“He did say you might protest a little, but I didn’t believe him.”

“Well, believe Elsa… You're not going to push that thing into me.”

“He said if you behaved like this, I should use some of this ointment,” and she held out the little tin of stimulant balm.

“No…” I cried in horror. “You can't. That’s horrible stuff that doesn’t stop itching for hours.”

“But it makes you want to use a dildo so it can't be bad; he showed me the video.”

“No,” I screamed and when Elsa dipped her fingers into the balm, I turned to run. Unfortunately, I’d forgotten that with my back arched by the anal hook, my sex was even more accessible from the back as the front. I’d not gone more than a couple of short, hobbled paces when I felt her fingers slap against my vulva and press the dreaded ointment between my labia.

“Nooo…” I cried again, followed by, “Oh God…” and “Please stop…”

“Well, if you feel like that,” said Elsa and turned her back on me, but the damage had already been done. I hurried into my bedroom and knocked the door shut, and then just leant against it fearing the worse.

*

The worse took about twenty minutes to mature and by then the tingling had become an irritation that was making me jump every few seconds. My whole vulva had become hypersensitive and I needed to quell the extreme prickling sensation before I started screaming and banging my head against the wall. With shaking fingers, I leaned against the door and twisted the handle.

“Well,” exclaimed Elsa when I entered the kitchen. “Had a change of heart?”

“Please, Elsa, wipe it off. It’s driving me mad.”

She just smiled and wiggled the dildo she was holding like a wobbly toy.

“Come nearer and I’ll see what I can do,” and her grin broadened.

I looked at the cameras, one that would be behind me and the other to Elsa’s left side. If she wouldn’t remove the ointment, at least she’d provide some blessed, if temporary, relief. I took four paces forward and closed my eyes.

“You're very wet,” she said as I felt her fingers tickling against me.

“Harder,” I murmured. “You have to rub me harder.”

Her fingers touched with more pressure that forced them between my labial lips and grazed the surface of my clit. I jumped with the contact, but it wasn’t enough.

“Harder. Please do it harder,” I moaned.

Then I felt the tip of the dildo’s exploratory nudges and couldn’t help but moan. I think I even tried to sink on it, but Elsa wasn’t rushing things. It was another minute before it really found my hole and then, after a couple of false starts, powered upwards to quell the itch and, instead, fill me with lust. Elsa held it still inside me while she concentrated on my clit, but then the itch began to reassert itself and I told her she had to pump me. She did more than I asked. While rubbing my clit feverishly and pumping the dildo in and out, she leaned forward and sucked my left teat deep her mouth, crushing teat and areola against the roof of her mouth and then holding them there with her teeth. The pain and stimulation combined was exquisite and overrode the itch to such an extent that I climaxed almost immediately and began screaming.

I think my reaction may have frightened her, because she instantly stopped what she was doing and pulled out the dildo so rapidly I nearly sank to my knees. “Oh!” was her only comment.

I knew I had only a few moments of rational thought before I’d be overwhelmed again by the ointment and I had to get Elsa to act.

“Thank you…” I whispered. “But now you’ve got to be quick or all this will be in vain. You have to fetch the bottle of cooking oil down from the cupboard and pour it onto a dry dishcloth from under the sink… That’s good… Now wipe my vulva. More oil and do it again… Good. Oh, Elsa, you don’t know how good that feels.”

As I suspected, the balm was oil based and the best solvent for it was more oil; a lot more oil. The itch between my labia had almost gone, but the balm was still deep inside me and I wanted more than anything for Elsa to push the dildo up me again, but that would be a temporary solution at best. Behind the sink was a cleaning sponge I used to clean inside bottles and jars; a cleaning sponge with a long, plastic handle.

“You see that yellow bottle sponge behind the sink, the one with the handle. I need you to pour a lot of oil onto the sponge head and then push it up inside me.”

Elsa burst out laughing. “Really? You want me to clean you with a bottle sponge?”

“And lots of oil… Masses of oil… As much as you can push up inside me.”

I think the eroticism got to her because she was meticulous in the extreme. The first time she pushed the sponge into me, it was uncomfortable, even a little painful, but she then loaded it up with more oil and did it again. By the fourth or fifth time, there was no pain, but there was a reignited craving caused in part, I told myself, by Elsa cutting my last orgasm so short.

I’d told her to slowly turn the sponge as it reciprocated inside me and when she began wiping it over my G spot behind my pubic bone, I almost exploded again but managed to control my outburst so as not to upset her. After what seemed like an hour, but was probably not much more than a minute during which time I'd stopped breathing and my knees were threatening to buckle, I told Elsa as calmly as I could that I thought I was clean enough and she could stop. She pulled out the sponge and grinned up at me.

“I've never done that before.”

“No,” I murmured, hoping that she’d never have to do it again.

“You're dribbling a lot of oil onto the floor and your stockings are all oily.”

“There are some paper towels by the toaster. Would you mind cleaning me up a bit.”

She didn’t mind and worked diligently, but there was a problem: “You’ve got so much oil inside you, it just keeps dribbling out.”

“Ball up some paper towels and, um, use your initiative.”


Chapter 20

Another Level

When Adrian arrived back that evening, I was once again answering emails and he smiled down at me with Elsa by his side.

“She’s been very good,” said Elsa with motherly affection.

“I know. I saw,” he said. “Very clever with the cooking oil, I thought, if a little messy.”

“I didn’t have much choice,” I said, expecting at least a reprimand and possibly some extra punishment, but he just shrugged his shoulders.

“Should I release her now?” asked Elsa, but Adrian told her to let me have another half hour, then he’d remove the back brace and I could cook supper. Seemed only fair as Elsa had already cooked breakfast and lunch, and I was delighted. I thought I'd be so restricted at least until bedtime.

I can't explain the relief I felt when my wrists were unbuckled and the anal hook and back brace removed. I felt like dancing even though Adrian had reinstalled the chain link between my wrists. I cooked a pasta dish with a cheese sauce and sat happily at the kitchen table with the two of them to hear about Adrian’s day and Elsa’s thoughts on how the garden should be managed. It felt so natural now to be naked, I didn’t give it a second thought.

“I can help with the garden,” I offered, but the suggestion was not well received.

“You don’t leave the house. I'm not running the risk of any neighbours catching sight of you; that would be the end of our website and you’ll be lodged at the casino.”

“No-one can see in the back garden,” I protested, but Adrian wouldn’t be budged.

I made cups of tea and took them into the sitting room, but at 7.30, before I had the opportunity to drink mine, Adrian told me it was late and asked Elsa to put me to bed. This time, Elsa didn’t query the instruction, but said ‘ok’ and jumped up. I washed and then she watched me climb into the single bed before locking the chain to my collar.

I asked her if I could have a table lamp and something to read, but she said that if Adrian hadn’t given me one, she shouldn’t and tucked the blanket around my shoulders.

“Sleep tight, sweetie,” she whispered and kissed my forehead before leaving me alone and returning to her new paramour.

*

The heat of August gave way to cooler nights as September darkened the evenings and my days continued much as before, although now they included much more ‘dildo’. Elsa insisted it was for my own good: not only did it improve my chance of reigniting menstruation, but it undoubtedly helped with the site subscriptions, and she could see with her own eyes the screaming orgasms it invariably created. At first, she’d suggest it and I’d reluctantly agree because I was afraid she’d use the irritant gel again, but after a week or two, I didn’t care anymore that strangers were watching her pumping me while fingering my clit and sucking on a breast.

My biggest concern was still the casino debt and I kept asking Adrian for updates on subscription numbers and seeking assurances that the Krasovsky brothers have received their monthly repayments. He assured me that things are as well as can be expected, although there had been some recent extra expenses: a few hundred pounds here for new clothes to reflect his new job status; a few hundred pounds there for new camera equipment. Then Elsa needed new shoes and a coat for the winter. He told me there were extra costs too associated with broadcasting licences and service costs for the company that collected money from subscribers and paid the greater proportion of it into my bank account. I didn’t understand it all, but Adrian said we were still ok and I was safe. When I asked exactly how much we had in the bank, he looked a little sheepish and told me there would be a little over a thousand pounds once the next casino bill was paid. I tried not to look shocked, but I expected more.

There was a lot to do in the garden as autumn approached and I watched Elsa from the sunroom trimming hedges, dead-heading flowers, and pruning. I, of course, was strapped to my chair and even if I could have gone into the garden with her, I couldn’t have done anything with my hands restrained as they were. Elsa was getting closer to Adrian and did everything he asked without question, so I could no longer look to her for favours. Anyway, she didn’t have the keys to any of my restraints.

Two weeks passed and I began to feel more like Elsa’s pet than her friend whilst she became firmly ensconced as his lover. Did I feel jealous? Of course, I did; jealous not only of her freedom, but of her liaisons with Adrian despite the humiliating way he was now treating me. I knew the episode with Kieron must have hurt him and that I had no right to complain about his subsequent rejection of me as his partner; the whole episode with Kieron was a huge mistake on my part and one of my greatest regrets.

Now I was a pariah and I completely understood why. I had no cause to complain about him taking a new lover nor of Elsa, my only friend, accepting that role, but did he realise how much it was hurting me to watch them together. I was grateful that he allowed me to stay on at the house and immensely grateful that he and Elsa were devoting so much time and effort keeping me out of the clutches of the Krasovsky brothers, but some of what he was doing was just cruel. The merciless humiliation every day was difficult to handle, but at least I could see a point to it and even supported much of it. I needed the website to make money and, to that end, found myself pandering to the whims of individuals happy to see a woman embarrassed, shamed, and humbled. I expected those individuals to be dominant males from patriarchal societies, but there appeared to be almost as many female website members, and of those, the majority seemed to be curious submissives. Whoever they were, they were happy paying for the privilege of witnessing my debasement and I needed the money; it was a simple fiscal transaction that met everyone’s needs.

What was much more difficult to understand were the petty rules and conditions Adrian imposed that were unrelated to the website and existed merely to exact some sort of revenge. To be put to bed like a child at a ridiculous hour without even a reading book to while away the hours was a case in point. I’d lie chained to my bed in a darkened room from 7.30 every evening and be obliged to listen from afar to my best friend and my ex-lover. True, they could have been playing dominos for all I knew, but I suspected their activities were a lot more physical in nature and my imagination would soar over images of Adrian sliding his hand up Elsa’s skirt as they kissed or, even worse, Elsa kneeling over him with his cock in her mouth.

Later, after they’d retired to his double bed, there could be no doubts when the wall would reverberate with the impact of Adrian repeatedly driving himself into her hungry core as she clung beneath him making soft, high-pitched squeals. The sounds were enough to drive me crazy and my condition was made unnecessarily worse when I was prevented from touching myself to achieve even a modicum of self-relief because Adrian had decided to make my wrist chains just a little too short. It was deliberate torture, plain and simple.

I reluctantly accepted that Adrian’s part in my life as a lover was over, really I did, but the echoes frustratingly lingered.

*

Sometimes, circumstances combine to produce unexpected outcomes and that was certainly the case one Saturday, although the seeds had been sown a week before after my website visitors had become accustomed to seeing me struggling with wrists strapped to the frame extensions and began complaining that I was a sitting for too long. I, of course, responded that I had little option because I was strapped to the chair, but the emails were visible to all visitors and created quite a discussion forum. What the complaint was really about was the fact that while I was seated, I was concealing the one part of my anatomy that most site members wanted to see.

Unbeknown to me, another factor that came into play was the fact that Adrian and Elsa had been discussing Elsa using the dildo on me every day. Apparently, Adrian was surprised that I appeared to endorse its use; he expected me to be more hostile, but Elsa told him that I’d accepted that it probably helped in re-establishing my periods. The discussion went no further at that point, but when Elsa told me about it a week later, I couldn’t help but put two and two together.

The third part of this jigsaw was the fact that Adrian was keen to encourage me to produce more milk, not because he actually had a use for it, but because he thought it would enhance my profile and add interest to the site. To that end, he’d visited a farm shop and procured a small milking machine intended for use on smallholdings to milk sheep or goats. Like humans, these animals have only two teats and, although the teat cups were still large for a woman, they would work and their mechanical operation was a lot more effective than the simple sucking of my breast pump. The problem, he realised when he’d got the equipment home, was the fact that the cups and associated tubing were a lot heavier than the plastic funnels I had been using and were unsuitable if I was sitting upright; I needed to be leaning forward so they could hang below me.

Finally, I compounded the affair in my own inimitable fashion by taking advantage of one of Adrian’s small slips. That fateful Saturday, it was Adrian who’d actually sat me down on the chair in the sunroom and milked me with the plastic breast pump, probably to familiarise himself with its use and limitations, while for fifteen minutes Elsa sat on a nearby wicker settee and chatted, offering comments and advice. Milking over, Adrian unplugged the funnels from my teats and removed the paraphernalia from the table in front of me before positioning my tablet and releasing the folded extensions so I could reach it.

“You have a hundred and twenty emails to answer. See how far you get,” he said.

I asked what they were going to be doing and got the sharp answer, “That’s none of your business,” and Elsa giggled. I heard them leave the kitchen and close the hall door and then opened the email account. Adrian was right: a hundred and twenty unread emails, and the sunroom was so hot under the bright sun. I worked through the first six and then shifted uncomfortably on the chair, and that’s when I discovered that he’d forgotten to fasten the strap between the anal hook and the chair.

There was still no sound coming from the kitchen. All was so quiet they could easily have gone out, but there were much more likely scenarios that would occupy them for some time yet. I eased the table forward to give me more room and stood.

The fresh scented air that filled the room when I opened the door to the garden felt so good, I just stood in the doorway with my eyes closed. Then I looked guiltily back at the hall door before stepping over the threshold into the forbidden natural world. I reasoned that it was all Adrian’s fault for being so careless with my security and padded happily along the crazy paving beside the flower border, taking extra care where I placed my feet in my unsuitable shoes. At the corner of the house, the path turned between the house and the garage, a secret place I’d never seen before, and I became overcome with curiosity. Perhaps there were windows and I could glimpse what he’d been doing in his man cave. He may even have left the doors open.

I crept down the alleyway between the buildings and then just stood and stared. As I already knew, the driveway was not visible from the house owing to the thick shrubs that blocked the view from near the main entrance door, and it wasn’t really visible from the road either because of its curved path and the thick, untended vegetation, so I knew I was safe from the prying eyes of neighbours. That was not a concern. What was holding my attention was the white Porsche 911 parked in front of the garage.

Adrian had told me that he was promised a company car when he got his promotion, but he’d not mentioned it since. Could this really be his company car? I walked all the way around the vehicle, spreading out my right hand to touch its gleaming paintwork and assure myself it wasn’t an illusion. I peered through the driver’s window and it looked spotless inside, but empty. Behind the car was the garage, but the doors were closed and there were no windows, so I turned my attention back to the car.

I'd just completed my second circuit when Elsa came running around the corner.

“Evie… What are you doing? Adrian’s told you you're not allowed outside and you're supposed to be answering emails.”

“Is this Adrian’s car?” I asked, but she only shrugged.

“I don’t know anything about it, but you'd best come back quickly; he seems very cross.”

I returned to the sunroom and sat back in the chair, and this time Elsa strapped me there. She went back through the hall door and it was at least thirty minutes before they both reappeared, Elsa noticeably biting her lip and Adrian glowering menacingly.

“I just went out for a little air; it was so hot in here.”

“After I specifically told you not to.”

“It did no harm and, anyway, it was you that forgot the strap behind me.”

“I didn’t think it was necessary; I thought plain common sense would have been enough.”

“Is that your car?” I asked straight out.

“No, it is not. It belongs to our landlord who’d come to talk about the rent. I thought I could prevent him increasing it from next month, but then he saw you… Do you understand what that means? He saw you wandering around his car naked and chained and I had to tell him what we were doing here. I told him all about the website and his response was, ‘That was not mentioned in the lease’. He claims we’re running a business from here and you have just cost us another £1000 a month. I hope you're satisfied because that could easily result in you having a new profession at the casino.”

“No…” I cried. And then, “Oh God, I'm so sorry. I didn’t think anyone could see me. Is it going to be alright? Can we afford it?”

“In the short term, we’ll have to; we've got nowhere else to go, but now it’s become imperative that we find some way to boost member numbers again and fast.”

“Is that going to be possible?” I asked with my voice quivering with worry.

“I’ll do my best, but it may involve you spending your days on the post. Meanwhile, you just sit there and do what you're told. I've got some thinking to do.”

Adrian left us alone and I looked at Elsa with frightened eyes.

“You are silly, Evie. He did warn you.”

“I know. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s not us you need to feel sorry about; it’s you. We’ll miss you, of course, but for you it’s going to be life-changing.”

“You don’t have to tell me. Oh God; I feel awful. I really don’t want to climb onto that post again; it made me feel so helpless and, umm… needy, but if that’s what it takes…”

And that was how it happened: my gateway to another level of torment and humiliation.


Chapter 21

A New Pump

Nothing changed immediately after that, not for three days. Then on the Wednesday, I was told not to dress in the stockings, but just my usual shoes. I entered the kitchen on the Wednesday morning restricted in the way I now thought of as almost normal, stiff back and entrapped wrists, and there in the sunroom was a new feature: a black, metal tube 5 cm thick and 80 cm tall. The single round tube stood straight up from the floor supported on rails that formed an ‘H’ shape on the tiles to prevent the tube from tipping. Immediately, I felt apprehensive, not least because on the sides of the tube were two sets of open metal cuffs, one at the tubes top edge and the other pair about 30 cm above the floor, each pair just waiting to close around my ankles and thighs.

Adrian and Elsa were both in the kitchen when I entered, Adrian reading the morning paper and Elsa stirring scrambled eggs for breakfast, but neither mentioned the new addition in the next room.

I sat and Elsa placed a cup of tea in front of me that I couldn’t drink and then a plate of eggs.

“Open wide,” she said as if she was talking to an infant and offered a spoonful of egg to my mouth. I ate in silence, one spoonful after another, until the plate was empty and my cup of tea cold, and then Adrian folded his paper and stood.

“Time you are introduced to your new work stand,” he said, “And I hope for your sake it gives us the extra members you need.”

I glanced at Elsa and she gave me an encouraging smile and helped me to stand.

“I've made you a new lectern for your tablet so it’s the right height when you're standing,” he said leading the way into the sunroom and indicating the tall work table by a window. “And I've bought you a new milking machine which should help to increase your yield and improve your shape. Your tits are still a bit small.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I said, “Thank you.”

“Step up to the cuffs…”

I looked at Adrian’s new creation, because that’s what it was – he’d made it himself in his workshop by welding sections of steel tube together and adding band clamps that I presumed Wight had made for him. Then I looked at their faces, Adrian’s grim and Elsa’s wearing a pallid smile. With no obvious alternative, I walked up to stand against the open cuffs with my wrists still pressed against my sides.

Adrian knelt behind me and closed the two lower cuffs with two loud clicks as they latched, their soft rubber linings feeling tight around my ankles. Then he reached up and pressed my legs against the two high-level cuffs. My legs were only just long enough in the tall heels and I felt the cuffs ease the flesh apart either side of my vulva as he turned the semi-circular bands to encase the backs of my thighs. Then he pressed them closed and they squeezed around the very tops of my legs to click shut just below my hip joints.

“There, safe and secure,” said Adrian and to prove it, touched his fingers against my labia which now felt like they were stretched open and hanging down between the cuffs. I squealed and leaned back to try to remove myself from the contact, but he only laughed and pressed against me harder, working his fingers between my folds. Then I realised that his fingers were slippery.

“No…” I cried. “Please, not the stimulant balm again.”

“Relax… It’s not the stimulant; it’s just a lubricant,” and he stood to move round in front of me.

“What?” I said and leaned forward to peer down below my belly and the movement felt really odd. My legs were locked in a vice-like grip and I couldn’t move them at all, but I could lean the whole of my upper body either backwards or forwards without fear of toppling over.

Adrian reached forward and touched a button on the front of the support tube and I squealed in surprise as a spring-loaded, blunt-ended post rose out of the top of the tube and bumped against my pubic bone.

“This is primarily to ensure you remain upright while you're supposed to be answering emails,” he said, but then added: “but Elsa tells me it should also help to restart your periods.”

I stared at his face, feeling the pressure of the post against my vaginal cleft.

“You need to stand erect,” he said and when I didn’t immediately move, he pushed my chest. My torso, fixed as it was by the back frame and the anal hook, rotated about my hips and I felt the slickened head of the post slide between my labia and over the surface of my clitoris until it was pressing against the entrance of my vagina. I squealed and I tried to tilt my body forward again, but I was too late: slowly but relentlessly, its spring began to push its 4 cm girth up into me. Both Adrian and Elsa were smiling as I stared back, shocked into silence as the post rose higher until I could neither rock forward or backwards. I was staked into position and still it was rising to fill me to capacity with its mind-consuming mass and I felt it touch my cervix. It had reached its limit and stopped.

“Not too long, is it?” asked Adrian and still in shock from the unexpected intrusion, I shook my head.

“Good,” and he got out his phone and tapped a few keys. When he showed me the screen, he’d logged into the website and there was an image from a camera set up low behind me. It was focused on the tops of my thighs and showed in obscene detail the anal hook dilating and pulling at my sphincter muscle and the post now lodged inside my vagina, staking me in position with the delicate skin of my minora wrapped tightly around its girth. The thought of the image on a large desktop monitor made me tremble.

“This should boost membership,” he murmured in my ear. “This and your new milking regime.”

*

Adrian left for work and I watched Elsa milling about moving things. The small breast pump that usually resided on the side table was gone, but there was nothing obvious to take its place. But then she exited the back door and walked around the corner of the house towards the garage. When she returned, she was pulling a small, four-wheeled trolley carrying a stainless-steel urn, some polythene tubes, and an item of machinery that I assumed was the motor and pump. She parked the trolley beside me and pushed its mains plug into a wall socket.

“It’s your new milking unit,” she said unnecessarily, but with evident enthusiasm. “Adrian’s spent a lot of money on this for you,” and I groaned… money that I will need to earn by using it. “He says it’s a real professional unit the farmers use to milk sheep and goats.”

“I'm not a goat,” I said weakly, but Elsa just giggled.

“Of course you're not, but if you use this enough, he says your teats will grow to look like one and you'll be able to produce a lot of milk.”

“Elsa, I really don’t want teats like a goat and why do I want to produce a lot of milk? Adrian’s only using it on breakfast cereal or pouring it into his coffee."

“He says it’s to please your viewers. They’ll like to see bigger tits and nipples and he says using an industrial milking pump will turn the milking sessions into more of a spectacle. Anyway, the bigger your nipples get, the more sensitive they’ll become and soon you’ll be able to have orgasms just by having your titties sucked.”

I couldn’t answer for the orgasms, but I could certainly attest to their enhanced sensitivity… Just stroking them now made them go as hard as rubber and the hormonal hit I got each time I was milked seemed to be increasing almost exponentially. I looked down at my projecting ‘titties’. Their nipples and puffy areolae looked quite big enough already to my eyes and didn’t need an industrial milking machine to enhance them. Then I realised that it was pointless to waste time thinking about things you can’t affect.

Elsa reached down to the trolley behind the pump and picked up a steel rod about 80 cm long with a snap link on either end.

“What’s that,” I cried in alarm.

“It’s only a bracing rod. You’ll be able to rest on it while you're being milked.”

I didn’t understand. I still didn’t understand even after she clipped it to the ring on the front of my collar and retracted the vaginal post back into the top of the stand’s support tube so that I could rock back and forth with impunity.

“Lean forward then,” she said. “You need to lean all the way until your body is horizontal.”

“No,” I said. “I can't…”

“Of course, you can,” she said standing behind me and I jumped and yelped when she slapped my bottom. I couldn’t turn my head enough to see what she’d done, but then she appeared in my line of sight grinning and gently waving a thick leather paddle.

“Elsa, that hurt.”

“Adrian gave me this. He said you may need some encouragement.”

She waited for five seconds and then slapped me again, this time harder and louder. I squealed.

“Ok… Ok, stop now. I’ll do it,” and I leant forward.

Elsa watched the bracing rod hanging from my collar swing away from my body. “All the way until it touches the floor, then you'll be able to lean on it.”

I folded at my hips until my head was the same height as my bottom and then watched her clip the other end of the bracing rod to a small ring in the centre of the stand’s front cross bar. Now my hands were still on my sides, but my torso was lying prone with my breasts drooping beneath my chest. The bands about my thighs rigidly held my legs and the bracing bar that Elsa had just fitted held my neck steady. Between the two, the frame locked between collar and anal hook kept my back rigid and forced me to tilt my hips up behind me and push my breasts low. My restraints meant that I couldn’t really move any part of my body except, perhaps to rock my chest and even that sent little messages to the hook in my arse as my breasts flopped from side to side.

“Adrian had to design it like this so that your teats hang down like a goat,” said Elsa, “Otherwise the milking cups won't work properly. They'd be too heavy and distort your tits.”

I looked below my chest at my hanging breasts. They were still reminiscent of cones but with noticeable bulges towards their tips where my flesh was drooping. Now, at their lowest extremities, my oversized nipples and areolae were looking even more like the teats of a goat and in my imagination, I envisioned tits that looked like water sacks with thick, 5 cm long teats. Then Elsa’s hand appeared beneath me with a palmful of some sort of lubricant and she massaged it well into both tits as I closed my eyes and prayed.

I felt the milk ‘let-down’ that I sometimes experienced with the small breast pump just before I expressed milk, but now it felt much stronger and I watched in amazement as droplets of milk appeared on the tips of my teats as if by magic. Then I jumped at the sound of Elsa clicking on the pump.

She was holding two glass teat cups in her hands, each about the size of a small teacup and each with two polythene tubes trailing back to the pump unit. The pump motor was whining and there was a soft hissing sound coming from the mouth of each cup.

“Adrian says that these are quite different from the funnels of the breast pump. He told me that the tube from the end of each cup is the suction and collection tube and the other one controls the pressure in the annular ring around the mouth of each cup. He says they suck a little harder than the breast pump does too.”

She knelt beside me and held both cups under my drooping breasts.

“Hope you're ready for this.”

“Elsa, I'm not. Please don’t do this; I'm frightened.”

She giggled. “It was just a turn of phrase people use… It doesn’t mean anything. Anyway, there’s no reason to be frightened; goats don’t get frightened,” and she lifted the nearer cup to my nipple. It grabbed, sucking the nipple and areola deep into its glass interior. Then she did the same with the other cup, the hissing noise ceased, the motor whine dropped an octave, and I groaned with their weight pulling at me and the suction stretching me.

“There… Not so bad, is it?”

I swung my chest from side to side to try to dislodge them, but the suction was much too strong and the snaking tubes only pulled on me more. Elsa moved back to the pump on the trolley, smiled at my wild, alarmed expression, and clicked another switch, and then I screamed.

A ring around the base of my left nipple contracted to squeeze both the nipple and its areola that had been drawn into the device behind it. I felt like the tip of my nipple would burst, but instead saw a thin jet of milk hit the inside of the jar. The annular ring relaxed its hold and the full suction hit my areola again to draw it back into the void and refill it with milk. The cycle took a second to complete, but half a second after the first suck and while the pressure ring was relaxing, the other teat cup pumped.

The result could almost be described as comical if the physical reactions and mental emotions it induced weren’t so powerful. My tits were being pumped alternately, one dropping when its pressure ring closed to squeeze while the other rose as the teat cup was sucked harder onto the end of its tit. They were thus bobbing up and down reminiscent of a child’s toy and in time with loud clicks from the pump.

I was shrieking in short bursts for a full half minute before I regained control over my reactions and resorted to loud moans. After a minute, the flow of milk was well established and the pain the machine was causing in my breasts had not diminished one iota, but now there was another factor entering into the equation. A burst of oxytocin in my brain released as a result of being milked so powerfully induced a strong feeling of well-being which vied with an increasing sense of arousal. I became overcome by the eroticism of the moment and that, in turn, turned the pain in my teats into nothing more than lustful stimulation.

Elsa noticed it… She couldn’t really fail to. My urgent shrieks of alarm had subtly transformed. They still carried the shrill message that my breasts were being assaulted by an industrial machine, but now there an unmistakeable undertone of yearning and desire as the act of being milked induced the hormonal hit.

“You like this, don’t you?” she asked in her usual amused tone of voice. “It’s making you all wet,” and I felt her fingers behind me, tickling my labia that I had now so obligingly positioned high behind me. It brought home to me just how exposed I was… and how vulnerable. A fingertip touched my clitoris and I jumped with an involuntary gasp. “Wow… Aren't you the live one,” and encouraged by my reaction, touched me again.

And again…

My mind was in turmoil. I didn’t know whether to scream because of the energy with which I was being milked or because Elsa was fingering me. And then I climaxed and screamed because I couldn’t control the orgasm.

My milk flow subsided after five or six minutes, but Elsa allowed the pump to run for the full fifteen to ensure I was dry. Then the bracing rod was removed and she told me I could rise. I thought perhaps she’d forget, but as soon as I was almost upright, she unclipped the spring-loaded location post and I felt its rounded head knock against my vulva. I stopped. The post was pressing between my labia, but not quite beneath my vagina. To my disappointment, Elsa noticed it was still partially retracted and told me I should lean back a little further.

I knew she only had to push me gently to complete the lock, so I murmured my apology and did it myself by rotating my body a few more degrees. The slippery head slid further back through my vulva until it was directly beneath the mouth of my vagina, whereupon its spring drove it upwards into me and I could move no more.

“That’s good,” she said watching the latch on the base of the post slide up its guide slot. “Fully engaged again.”

‘Oh God… That was certainly true…’

Now I’ll fetch your tablet,” and she moved the lectern around so that it was directly in front of me and released the spring clips so that the extension arms unfolded and my hands could to swing over my tablet. I looked down between red and puffy-looking nipples and touched the screen, and was rewarded with a message that said I had one hundred and forty unread emails.

*

I worked my way slowly through the emails until one o'clock when Elsa told me it was time again… I’d been standing in exactly in the same position for four hours and when I complained, not for the first time I should add, she said she’d release me after milking and we could have lunch. She clipped in my arms and withdrew the vaginal locator, and then, with a long sigh, I folded at the hips and my body sank lower until she could fix me in place with the bracing rod.

The procedure was exactly the same as before and the milk flowed down the collecting tube as copious as before. I felt the same hormonal burst, too, but Elsa had gone back into the kitchen to prepare a leaf salad for lunch, so I struggled alone through a confusing mix of emotions while watching bursts of milk splash against the glass cups and listening to the clicking of the pump.

It took mere moments to release me after the session was deemed over and I staggered back from the stand’s clamps on wobbly legs to sit at the kitchen table and wait for Elsa to feed me. I felt exhausted, but couldn’t decide whether it was the fierce treatment of the goat milker or having to stand still for four hours that had done it. In any event, after lunch I laid my head on the table top and Elsa let me sleep for an hour. It was, therefore, after 3.00 when I stood against the work stand and felt Elsa clipping the tight bands back around my legs.

Just before 5.00, Adrian came home.

“You're early,” exclaimed Elsa.

“I wanted to see how the new pump was doing.”

“It’s very effective; makes her nipples swell and turn red.”

Adrian bent close to scrutinise my nipples.

“They do look a little larger.”

“She wants bigger nipples.”

“I don’t,” I muttered, but I wasn’t really part of this conversation.

“And she likes using the pump.”

“I've never said that…”

“But you do though, don’t you Evie?”

Before I could answer, Adrian said, “Well, let's see how it works,” and Elsa was quick to remove the lectern, restrict my hands, and attach the bracing rod to my collar. Then she withdrew the vaginal locator and looked at me expectantly. I could see Adrian eyeing the leather paddle lying on a wickerwork armchair and folded just as quickly to touch the rod to the floor.

Both Adrian and Elsa knelt at my head, she to clip the rod to its floor mount and he to touch my tits to see how they were hanging.

“Much better,” was his considered opinion after an extensive examination and a liberal application of gel. “Where are the suckers?”

“Teat cups,” corrected Elsa and she gave them to him and started the pump. He lifted both at once and then tested their adhesion by pulling on the collecting tubes. Elsa switched on the pulsator and the fun started afresh.

“I see what you mean about their efficiency,” said Adrian watching the burst of white spray hit the sides of the cups. “She’ll soon be well over half a litre a day. Do you know how much we can get if we really try?”

Elsa didn’t know. It’s not something anyone would know unless they looked it up. She asked Google and announced that the world record for a woman was 5.7 litres a day. “That’s more than one-and-a-half gallons,” said Adrian grinning, but I felt faint…

He watched me being milked for a bit and then stood to wander around behind me. I thought I knew what was coming…

“Pity to waste this opportunity,” I heard him say and then he pushed his thumb into me while his fingers curled between my labial lips just to make sure I was wet enough.


Chapter 22

Work Stand Mods

Having pumped me dry and ridden me until I was sopping wet, Adrian was slow to release me from my rather compromising position. In fact, it was 6.00 before Elsa finally allowed me to stand, unfastened my wrists from the frame extensions, and linked them together with the manacle chain. She then systematically removed all my other restraints, including back brace and anal hook, and my hobble chain and ankle cuffs that were retaining my shoes, and told me I should shower. I thought so too; I felt frazzled after experiencing Adrian and the milking pump at the same time, although it felt wonderful to be relatively free again. Then it was my turn to make supper.

It wasn’t a surprise when I found myself in bed before 7.30, but I wondered what their plans were for my promised 9 pm milking. The answer came when Elsa brought in my old plastic breast pump.

“You may need it during the night too,” she suggested.

Twelve hours over night was long time when I had been so thoroughly emptied during the day and I awoke at three in considerable pain. My breasts were hard and engorged, and I thanked Elsa’s foresight. I sat in the dark with the plastic funnels pressed against my chest and it was bliss; the pain just melted away as my breasts softened. I think I ran the small pump for about half an hour just to make sure and then thankfully turned over and went back to sleep.

*

My new daily routine had one big drawback that became apparent at least to Elsa the very next day. Adrian had locked me into the work stand before he left for the office and it was well past one before I was released. Four and a half hours standing still and my legs were so jelly-like when Elsa finally released the clamps that I fell when I tried to walk. It could have been serious; I couldn’t use my hands to break the fall and with the metal frame affixed to my back, I could have broken bones or worse. As it was, I toppled sideways onto the soft cushions of the wicker settee and no damage was done, but Elsa reported the incident to Adrian and he told her I should be in the stand for no longer than two hours at a time.

I was grateful, but to my horror, Elsa began complaining that she’d get nothing done if she had to watch me for hours at a time. I told her she didn’t need to watch me, especially now I could barely move my hands: “What do you think I’m going to do?”

“I don’t know… Ignore your emails or wander off into the garden for a start. You could get up to anything.”

“Elsa, I'm not a prisoner. I’m doing all this of my own volition to avoid the Krasovsky brothers.”

Elsa looked at Adrian with a confused expression, but all he said was that he would look into the problem.

Nothing was done until the weekend. Until then, Elsa locked me in the stand for milking and the two hours following, which left her with two periods of nearly two hours when I was not so comprehensively immobilised and, for instance, could sit at the kitchen table. I even followed her into the sitting room one afternoon to see what was on television, but for a reason I couldn’t really understand, my presence seemed to unsettle her and she shooed me back into the kitchen. I suggested she could chain my ankle to the kitchen table if my mobility bothered her, but she just smiled and said that Adrian would solve the problem.

Saturday arrived and the three of us were sitting around the kitchen table for breakfast under the all-seeing eyes of the cameras when Adrian announced that he had devised a modification to the work stand. Apparently, it would both enable me to have rest periods without compromising security or my ability to work at the emails which seem to increase in number with every passing day.

“Just for today, you'll have to go back to using a dining chair and the low table for your tablet and your old breast pump while I alter the work stand, but you should have it again for tomorrow.”

“Oh, good,” I said, refreshing my sarcasm skills.

I watched while he took the work stand to his workshop and then, with a deep sense of déjà vu, sat in the chair he’d replaced it with so that Elsa could fasten the strap around my anal hook and I could get on with answering critical or obscene emails.

The day progressed much how I expected: Elsa became responsible for expressing sufficient milk using the small breast pump while I just sat back and watched, and it seemed to take forever. Most of the rest of the day was spent gazing down at my tablet and wondering how to respond to people I’d much rather ignore, but daren’t.

As with all my days, that Saturday was broken by tea breaks, toilet breaks, and lunch where the three of us sat around the kitchen table and Elsa fed me. 6.00 pm came around and I was substantially freed to cook supper and at 7.30, sent to bed for the evening. I never did see what Adrian had done to the work stand until breakfast on the Sunday.

“It’s hinged,” I exclaimed looking through the glass doors to the sunroom. “And it’s got a seat.”

“What’s that thing behind the big tube?” asked Elsa.

“It’s an electric screw jack. It holds the tube rigid when it’s meant to be upright, and lets it down slowly when it folds so that Evie doesn’t fall back. It'll mean she can have breaks when she’s seated and still be able to use her tablet instead of having to stand all the time."

“Thank you,” I said. “That’s very considerate.” My verbal skills had by then reached a level where Adrian wasn’t even aware of the sarcastic elements.

Straight after breakfast, we all went into the sunroom to inspect the new work stand. The same substantial vertical tube was still there complete with the same ankle and thigh cuffs, but now the tube had been cut at knee level and a simple heavy-duty hinge inserted to rejoin the two parts. To hold the hinge closed and to ensure that when it did open, it did so in a controlled manner, a screw jack was fixed to brackets welded above and below the hinge and this jack was driven by a small electric motor at its base.

The other obvious new feature was, of course, the seat. This was actually the saddle from a bicycle because its mounting allowed for fore and aft adjustment and it was supported on a bicycle seat post welded to the frame matrix on the floor. The seat was narrow and didn’t look very comfortable.

I moved between the main post and the seat to press my legs against the open bands and Adrian closed each band in turn.

“Ready?” he asked and before I could answer, he’d picked up a control box on a long trailing lead and clicked a switch. The motor behind my legs started to hum and I felt the bands about my thighs begin to move back as the screw jack contracted. I gave a sharp gasp and leant forward to balance, but the further my thighs moved in an arc about my knee joint, the more I realised that the thigh bands were supporting the weight of my body and that I wasn’t going to fall. My knees folded in exactly the same way that the hinged support post did between them until my thighs were horizontal and I felt the narrow saddle beneath my bottom. Adrian released the switch and grinned at me now sitting upright on the saddle.

“Comfortable?” he asked.

“You could have given me a larger seat.”

“This was the easiest solution,” he said. “Do I need to allow the frame to sink a little lower or are you properly supported like it is?”

“It’s ok as it is,” I said and he knelt down under my legs to adjust the limit stop on the screw jack.

“Ok… Elsa can give you the lower table to work on when you're seated and change it for the lectern when you're standing.”

“Sounds perfect,” I murmured and he gave me a sharp look. I just grinned.

“Well, right now it’s time you were milked,” and he click the switch on his control box and I began to rise until I was standing erect with Elsa in front of me holding the bracing rod to hook onto my collar. I leant forward feeling grateful that Adrian didn’t see the need to motorise this movement too and, once my pose had been locked by the brace, Elsa busied herself with the milking apparatus.

Two hours later at 11.00, both my carers entered the sunroom to see how I was getting on. I was standing and the strain on my legs was beginning to tell.

“Time to sit?” asked Adrian and I nodded.

He, always thinking of my welfare, turned to Elsa to warn her that she should always make sure that she withdrew my vaginal locator before operating the electric screw jack and she nodded wisely, as if the thought hadn’t occurred to her.

“Do it now then,” and Elsa pushed the sliding latch down its slot at the front of the post to disengage the locator. For my part, I always wanted to moan when I felt the thick post slide out of me and had to bite my lip.

“Good,” said Adrian and handed Elsa the control box. I felt myself moving back as soon as the motor began to hum and my arms naturally swung about in front of me looking for something to hold, but as soon as the thigh bands began to take my weight, my anxiety abated and I sank smoothly onto the bicycle saddle. The motor now stopped of its own accord once I was seated and Elsa grinned and handed the box back to Adrian.

“Good,” he said again. “Now just slide that table over her lap and she can continue with her emails.”

“Thank you,” I said, now with much less sarcasm; my legs really were feeling stiff and this was much better, at least for a short while.

*

Sunday merged seamlessly into Monday, and then Tuesday and Wednesday, each day much like the last: days spent mainly in the sunroom answering emails while Elsa busied herself about the house or sat in the sitting room watching daytime television. I knew this for a fact because I could hear it. She seldom went out because they didn’t want to leave me alone and Adrian brought perishable items in with him of an evening while Elsa did the big shop on a Saturday.

My overriding memory of those days was predominantly boredom sandwiched between periods of energetic activity either when I was being milked by the world’s most effective human milking machine, or when Adrian or Elsa considered it was playtime for grownups. My only real concern was whether the Krasovsky brothers were satisfied with their monthly return and Adrian assured me they were.

It was the following Monday at about midday after Elsa had seated me at the work stand that ennui got the better of me and I folded forward to lay my head on the table next to my tablet. Elsa woke me at 1.00 for the milking session and didn’t say anything about me falling asleep, but she must have mentioned it to Adrian because that evening he made some snide comment about everybody working except me.

We ate the supper I made, a simple risotto, and then sat in the sitting room looking at the news and drinking tea. Elsa suggested we play cards, but Adrian said it was my bedtime, and then there I was: back in a dark bedroom at 7.30.

The following morning, everything was as usual. I showered and did what needed to be done in the bathroom, and then Adrian refitted the back frame, anal hook, hobble, and wrist cuffs ready to start my day and I wondered through into the kitchen to see what Elsa was going to feed me. It was soft boiled eggs and toast soldiers, and it was only after I’d finished them that I took the trouble to look into the sunroom. There was the work stand exactly where it was left the night before, but there was a difference and it was significant.

“No…” I exclaimed. “I don’t want that.”

“Then you shouldn’t have fallen asleep. What do you think your site visitors were thinking seeing you fast asleep? It was hardly very entertaining for them.”

“I was tired.”

“You sleep twelve hours every night and then all you do is answer emails. How could you be tired?”

That wasn’t quite true. For a start I had two long milking sessions disturbing my sleep time. I told Adrian that I promised not to fall asleep on the table top again, but he was adamant and, anyway, he’d already completed the necessary modification. Now, as I was slowly lowered onto the saddle, I would also be slowly lowered onto another phallus that had been bolted to the saddle’s ridge. It was as big as the vaginal locator in the top of the main stand that ensured I was also standing erect and it performed exactly the same job. That is, it stopped me slouching forward by ensuring that my body was always upright.

It was another argument that wasn’t winnable and that morning I stood behind the stand full of trepidation while Adrian clamped me in place knowing that a new experience awaited behind me, but it was one reserved for later. Adrian released the locator on top of the main stand and I closed my eyes as I always did when I felt the fat shaft slowly but surely creep up into me, and Adrian took it upon himself to remind me why I was doing all this: “This is all to help build up the subscription number by keeping you visible. I don’t want to see you working at that brothel any more than you do.”

I thought this statement unlikely, but didn’t tell him so.

“It’s just a good thing that you seem to enjoy the feeling of the locator so much and now you have another for when you're sitting.”

“I'd rather not have either.”

“I don’t believe you and, in any case, you’ve shown us that they're necessary. And don’t forget, the doctor said they could help to restart your periods.”

That wasn’t exactly what the doctor said; he was referring to an amorous relationship between lovers, but perhaps the difference wasn’t so great.

“There… Elsa will see to the milking at 9.00 and at 11.00 she’ll reposition you, but don’t think it’s so you can rest; it’s just to relieve stiffness in your legs. Have a good day,” and he left me alone to await Elsa’s attentions.

At 11.00, I was more than ready for a change of position, but anxious too when I remembered what the saddle with its intimidating accessory had in store for me. At least Elsa said she’d coated it with plenty of lube in readiness.

Right on time, she appeared and took away the lectern with my tablet before pressing down on the vaginal locator’s latch mechanism and withdrawing the phallic post from me.

“First time… Are you ready?”

I wasn’t, but she didn’t seem to care and just flicked the switch on the control box. The top of the stand started rotating by bending me at my knees and soon I was sinking steadily. I thought I was prepared for the sensation, but then the phallus’s tip touched me and, at the same instant, its mass began its irresistible journey into my core. I screamed with the shock, but Elsa only laughed and watched as I sank lower until I was fully seated directly along the ridge of the saddle with no possibility of easing the contact. Once again, I had been refilled, but now all my weight seemed to be pressing on my clitoris.


Chapter 23

Not Reading in Bed

The days seemed to drag on and it wasn’t the best time of my life. I felt like I’d been side-lined; that life was passing me by as I performed eccentric and sexually provocative acts for a very select group of individuals from around the world. My emails seem to come from everywhere, one or two even from my own vicinity and I wondered what would happen if they ever found out where I lived.

Five years… That’s the time the Krasovsky brothers had calculated it would take to repay the debt. Would I still be here in five years’ time? I thought it unlikely, but couldn’t see past the chains and erotic paraphernalia into a different future.

As time passed, my restraints increased in severity rather than lessened with what little freedom I was allowed being gradually eroded. The cameras were now following me around twenty-four hours a day and my privacy was essentially non-existent.

Elsa one day asked if it was right that I be allowed to roam in the early evening unfettered. I asked her why; I was cooking her supper, not planning an escape, but Adrian said she did have a point. It wasn’t so much that he thought I needed to be restrained like a prisoner, but it was the message my appearance sent to the site members. “You should look the part,” he’d said and from that point on, my ankles were hobbled together twenty-four hours a day, even when I was in the shower. Adrian adapted the locking bands that held the shoes on my feet so that they could be released separate from the hobble chain and removed when I showered or slept, but it also meant that I would clink about the kitchen while I cooked.

My daily routine, therefore, looked like this: 7 am, restraints released from collar so that I could shower; 7.45, back brace installed, wrists strapped to extension arms for the day; 6 pm, Adrian returns, back brace removed and, instead, wrists linked by manacle chain; 7.30 pm, time for bed, shoes removed, and collar chained to bedhead. And this is when Adrian showed that after all he’d said about helping me pay off the Krasovsky brothers, he really hadn’t forgiven me for my liaison with Kieron, for this is when he’d add the extra little chain link from my hand cuffs to my collar. It was his little joke because it prevented me from lowering my hands enough to touch my own vulva and made me entirely dependent upon my two carers for sexual relief. The passing weeks didn’t make the situation any easier to bear and I would still lie in bed of an evening listening to the two of them, and my heart would break. It was just so cruel and I wasn’t even allowed to try to distract myself. It seemed like everything was designed just to torment me and I became so frustrated every night that I thought I might scream.

Elsa was happy to do anything that Adrian wanted without a thought for me and in return, she got to share his attentions and his bed. I envied her liberty; the times she could catch the bus into town and do the things that normal people do like shopping, having her hair done, or sitting in a café with friends. She had it all, but that didn’t stop her from complaining when she was feeling argumentative. That was the case one evening while I was in the kitchen cooking supper. I could hear them both in their bedroom, her shrill voice grumbling about never going out anywhere together because one of them always had to stay at home with me. I knew that wasn’t the case because I was often aware that they'd left me alone of an evening to visit the local bar, but apparently that wasn’t enough for Elsa.

“Why can't we ever go shopping together?” She was asking and Adrian’s low voice was trying to placate her. “I have to struggle with bags of groceries all by myself while you swan about in that car."

I heard the bedroom door slam at that point and Adrian’s voice sounding distinct as a low growl. She probably had a point. He’d told me he’d been given a company car, but I wasn’t much interested; it wasn’t as if I'd be going out in it for quite some time. I didn’t know whether it actually saved Adrian any money; he’d save on bus fares, but that would be off-set by increased income taxes.

The thought of him driving around while we were so short of cash made me feel uneasy and I remembered all the times I asked Adrian for assurances that we had enough money to pay the casino each month. The money had all been paid, but at no time did he ever show me any tangible evidence of our financial state. He’d say things like, ‘You have just enough in the bank for the next payment,’ or ‘It’s going to be tight this month; I’m getting worried that site membership is dropping’, but he’d never actually show me any bank statements and it was meant to be my account.

I heard the bedroom door open and turned around to see him walking purposely towards the kitchen.

“Fifteen more minutes,” I said.

“What…”

“Fifteen more minutes… until supper’s ready.”

“Oh,” he said. “We were just talking about going out. Elsa wants me to take her out more often.”

“I thought I heard voices,” I said. “You never take her out. You should. Take her out for a meal or something.”

“We can't afford it.”

“Oh. No, I suppose we can't. Well, a picnic then, or a walk in the woods.”

“That would mean leaving you alone.”

I said nothing, but behind him Elsa heard us talking and said, “Just chain her to the bed; she’ll be fine.”

The next Saturday, that’s just what they did. I was milked early at 4.30 and then fed, and by 5.30 I was in bed. Adrian had shortened the chain to my collar so that it only just allowed me to lay flat on the bed and then added a second chain from my ankle hobble to the bed’s base rail. It left me stretched along the bed’s centreline and unable to rise, and with my hands now unable to reach below my waist, I felt like a hotdog in a roll. I looked daggers at Adrian for the unnecessary exasperation and inconvenience he was causing.

“I’d feel uncomfortable thinking of what would happen if someone came to the door while we’re out…” he explained. I didn’t understand why, but Elsa pipes up with, “You could be knocking on the window and shouting at them.”

“Elsa, why would I do that? I can't even reach the window.”

“We just want to enjoy ourselves for a couple of hours without worrying about you,” said Adrian. “And to that end, I’d like you to wear this,” and he produced some sort of metal face mask.

“Adrian, no. Why do I have to wear that? I don’t want it.”

“And we don’t want you shouting to any visitors,” said Elsa.

“But I won't.”

“You won't be able to. Make her wear it, Adrian.”

Needless to say, it was yet another battle I lost. The face mask was like a metal spider that covered my mouth with a plate and had metal arms that extended up either side of my nose, under my chin, and back across each cheek. The metal morphed into leather straps and these were linked together and tensioned behind my neck before being sealed with a lock. But the feature that made the mask super-effective was the thick rubber plug attached to the back of the face plate that filled my mouth and made the escape of any sound almost impossible.

I just stared up at their two grinning faces, Adrian drew the curtains to shut out the bright sunlight, and they left me to my own thoughts.

They weren’t back until nearly ten o'clock and then they didn’t immediately think to pass me the breast pump that they’d left out of reach. They'd been drinking and thought I should participate in their fun. Elsa pulled the cover off me while Adrian pulled my linked wrists above my head and clipped them there to the bedhead chain. My impotence mixed with their drink seemed to inflame them and they teased me mercilessly, but then their passions were redirected towards each other leaving me as a passive witness to their sexual exuberance. I watched mute and immobile as they used the narrow strip of mattress next to me to kiss and couple, their bodies bumping against me as they moved and with Elsa’s high-pitched cries echoing from the bare walls.

They exhausted themselves with their exertions and lay beside me, panting gently and whispering lewd comments they supposed I couldn’t hear; the plug was in my mouth, not my ears…

Eventually, they stirred and unclipped my hands, passed me the breast pump, and removed the vibrating dildo they’d pushed into me in their playful ebullience that was doing nothing to ease my own pent-up passions. Then they left me in peace. It was an uncomfortable night and I wasn’t even allowed a voice to complain.

“I'm sorry that we forgot to unfasten you and remove the mask,” said Elsa the following morning, but I doubted they really forgot or that her apology was genuine. In any event, that Sunday was back to normal and at six o'clock that evening I was in the kitchen wondering what to eat. Elsa had walked down to the local corner shop to see if they had any bread and Adrian was milling around fixing something in their bedroom.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him walk through the kitchen, then the sunroom and round the corner to the garage. I had no idea what he intended to do there, but this was a rare opportunity I couldn’t afford to miss. I’d been thinking about it for some days, maybe even weeks: the fact that Adrian never let me see a bank statement of my own account. He said they were now paperless and only online, but even so, it wouldn’t have hurt him to show me on his phone. He’d tell me that the account was healthy enough and I needn’t worry, and it wasn’t that I didn’t believe him; I just wanted to see it for myself just to assure myself that my efforts were not in vain.

I hurried through the hall and into his bedroom. The place was a mess with tools and electronic parts spread all over the bed, and dirty clothes on the floor. There were also some papers on the bedside table and these became my ultimate target, but first I grabbed a book from a small bookcase next to the door as insurance. Then I began feverishly turning over the papers next to the bed.

What I was looking for were statements from my bank, but there was nothing apart from several bank letters offering new savings rates and money transfers plus several utility bills. Then I heard the sunroom door close and hurriedly shuffled the letters back into a pile just as Adrian came rushing through the door.

“Find what you were looking for?” he asked in an accusatory tone.

I smiled and said what I was looking for was a reading book. I showed him the one I was holding and pointed to the three beside his bed. “I thought one of these might be better.”

“And why do you want a reading book? Your room’s too dark to read.”

“Ah… I was going to come to that next: ask you to give me a bedside lamp. I thought the site members would prefer to see me sitting up in bed reading rather than lying covered up.”

He stood aside holding the door wide for me. “Not going to happen… Put down the book and get back to what you’re supposed to be doing.”

I looked despondent and crept out. I’d like to say that I felt I’d had a lucky escape, but actually, I just felt uncomfortable.

*

Monday morning passed without incident, but I couldn’t drive the image of Adrian’s face from my head when he’d found me in his bedroom. It wasn’t as if I could do anything with the computer, I didn’t know any of the passwords, but something had unsettled him more than me invading his privacy.

Monday afternoon and I’d just been milked. I always found the experience arousing as well as making my breasts feel more comfortable and I remember feeling relatively happy as I clicked through the afternoon’s emails while gently rocking to feel the alternating pressures of the locator pressing against front and back of my vaginal passage. Then I saw the email. It was from Keith.

Hi.

Hope you get this. I’ve tried several times without response. Are you well? I see the website has developed beyond our original expectations and in unexpected directions. Membership has increased and site income has benefitted from the extra exposure.

I will be returning to the UK shortly and we can then discuss how best to proceed.

Best wishes,

Keith

How dare he… After all that he’d done to pile agony onto our already precarious financial predicament by burdening us with more and more unnecessary debts in such disingenuous ways. The true costs of the camera gear; the hidden site servicing charges; encouraging us to move into a more expensive property to increase site revenue when he knew the benefit to us would be offset by higher rent whilst he suffered no such handicap – everything was designed to increase his income at our expense.

And then to make such a tongue-in-cheek reference to benefitting from my increased exposure that had been foisted upon me in large part by his own actions was, well… just unacceptable.

I didn’t care whether he was coming back soon or not; I didn’t want to see him and I told him so in a very short but succinct reply. The episode upset me for the entire afternoon and I had a long talk with Elsa about him, about how he’d got us to commit to the website on terms which proved very favourable to him whilst landing us with so much hidden expense.

She was understanding and told me she’ll not let him in if he ever came to the house, which I suppose was as much as I could expect from her. Adrian seemed angry too, more so than I would have expected considering they were supposed to be friends. I asked him if he thought he could get Keith to change aspects of the agreement to make it more equitable, but he said there was little chance and then swore some more.

Tuesday came and went with nothing much happening, but Wednesday lunchtime Elsa announced that Adrian had just rung and wanted to take her out for a meal that evening. I said that was an excellent idea, but then she said I’d have to go to bed early again. I sighed… Of course, I would.

Adrian was home before 5 and I was fed, washed, and put to bed soon after 6. I was left in a similar condition as last time, hotdog sausage mode stretched between a shortened collar chain and an ankle chain to the bed’s footboard, but this time Adrian had actually gone further. In addition to fitting me with the oral plug behind its metal spider face plate, he clipped my hand cuffs close together and attached them to a leather belt that he’d strapped around my waist. Now I felt like a real hotdog sausage lying down the centreline of the bed and barely able to wriggle.

“Do you like that?” asked Elsa. “I asked Adrian to do that because I know how much you enjoy the bondage; I thought I’d give you a bit of a treat while we were out.”

I started making mewing sounds and shaking my head, but Elsa just giggled.

“Oh, don’t be like that. I know you're only kidding,” and she reached out to hold my left breast, squeezing it so that its nipple stood out. I tried reeling from side to side to break her hold, but that was never going to work and in return she began rolling the nipple between finger and thumb. Unable to do anything to stop her, I groaned and closed my eyes to better appreciate the sparks that were now tingling my clit.

“See,” she said. “I knew you had the mind of a little trollop.”

I tried to ignore her, but it wasn’t easy, and then she touched me between my legs with her other hand and my eyes shot open wide. I tried to lift a knee to cover myself, but it was stretched tight to the foot of the bed, a problem because, as I’ve already explained, I am gifted with a particularly wide thigh gap and closing my legs together doesn’t really cut it for me.

“God, Evie, you're so wet…” and I felt her fingers burrow deeper. “Adrian… The poor thing’s desperate; isn’t there anything we can do for her? Where’s that dildo thingy?”

I started shaking anew and making urgent but severely curtailed shrieking sounds, but it was difficult to move with the strict bondage and Elsa firm grip reduced my objections to a little wriggle. Another thirty seconds and I had virtually no objections. My hips were twitching and my eyes were now fixed on her face, willing her on. Then Adrian was at her side and I groaned when she withdrew her hand, only to shriek anew when I felt the rubber tip of the dildo.

“There… Is that better?” she cooed as she slipped the toy into me so deep that I could feel its base between my labia. She was still kneading my breast so I was still on the edge of a precipice, and when she partially withdrew the dildo, I gave an involuntary squeak of alarm. She giggled again and said, “It’s ok… I'm not going to take it away. I'm only turning it on,” and suddenly the devilish thing was alive inside me. I remained perfectly still, afraid to move a hair. She’d pushed it back into me as far as it would go and now my whole vulva was shaking.

“Gotta go,” she chirped cheerfully. “Be good,” and she pulled the covers over me and kissed a part of my forehead not covered by the face mask. The door closed behind them and I suddenly erupted into frenzied action, but I was too late; they'd gone.

The time was 6.20. Two hours later, I heard knocking on the front door.


Chapter 24

Eastern Hospitality

I’d been trying to ignore the presence of the dildo for the last hour, but it wasn’t easy; it was wriggling inside me as enthusiastically then as when Elsa had first energised it and pushed it back into me. For the first hour, I’d squirmed hopefully, but although the movements were all absorbing, they were never going to be enough to bring me off when there was nothing touching my clit. I had tried ejecting it, first by wriggling frantically and then by trying to turn over so that it just dropped out. Wriggling did nothing and as for turning over, I found I could almost turn onto my side at the expense of pulling on my neck chain, but then realised that should I manage to turn onto my stomach, I’d just force the diabolical thing deeper. I wriggled onto my back again, groaned, and squeezed as hard as I could with my pelvic muscles, but that only made things worse.

It was past 8 when I heard footsteps on the path outside followed by a loud knock on the front door. I froze. Ten seconds later, another knock. I could only think that it was Keith making good on his promise to visit me and I certainly didn’t want to meet him like this; I didn’t want to meet him at all.

The light was fading outside and I thought the fact that the house was in darkness would cause whoever it was to give up and leave, and a few seconds later I relaxed when I heard retreating footsteps on the path. All was quiet once more and I began breathing again, but my composure was premature because then I heard the kitchen door creak open. Now I was shaking.

“So, Miss Mason, finally we meet again,” said Dmitriy Krasovsky gazing down at my wide eyes staring up at him. He pulled the bed covers from me and I started wriggling and shrieking, although little sound emerged from around my mask. He grinned when he saw how comprehensively I'd been restrained and his grin broadened when he noticed the base of the dildo making little circular motions between my labial lips.

He turned to look at the heavy-set man accompanying him and said something in a language I didn’t understand and they both chuckled.

“You do not disappoint, Miss Mason. Your body is as attractive as we could reasonably expect and your tits and nipples exceed our expectations.”

He covered my left breast with his giant hand and squeezed and I felt like I’d been caught in a vice. Drops of milk appeared at the tip of my nipple and he wiped them off with his finger and tasted me. “I am glad to see, too, that you have a strong libido; that will be very useful in the weeks to come.”

I shook my head, but he didn’t pause. Instead, he did almost exactly what Elsa did: replace his hand back on my breast and with his free hand, push a fat finger between my sopping labial lips to contact my clitoris. I shrieked again, but now his finger was flicking back and forth over my clitoral hood and, despite my best efforts, I felt my legs begin to tremble and my eyelids flicker as my body betrayed me and sank into a mire of orgasmic lava. When he stopped, I was breathing hard and incapable of rational thought.

My eyes opened and I refocused on Dmitriy’s grinning face.

“So, Miss Mason. The time has come,” and he nodded to the oaf beside him who stuck a hypodermic into my shoulder and pressed the plunger.

*

It was dark when I awoke and I was lying flat on a bed. I thought at first I must be in my bedroom, but slowly I acquired more awareness and memories cleared, leaving only a throbbing headache. I was still wearing the face mask with its integral oral plug, my wrists and ankles were still manacled, and I was still collared with a chain laying on the bed beside me and ascending towards the bed’s head, but the belt was gone from around my waist and, unsurprisingly, my pocket was empty of extraneous sex toys.

I pulled the rough blanket away and sat up. I couldn’t see anything, not even a dim line under a door; the darkness was absolute. I felt around, touching a stone wall to my right, and then followed the chain from my collar. It led me over a steel bed head and to a thick staple cemented into the stone wall behind it. I yanked it hard, but neither the chain, the staple, nor the heavy padlock joining the two gave any indication of yielding. Tears trickled down my cheeks and I despondently lay back on the thin mattress and wrapped the blanket back around my shoulders.

My cell suddenly flooded with light from a single overhead bulb about an hour after I regained consciousness and Mikhail Krasovsky entered to stand at the foot of the bed smiling benevolently.

“So, Miss Mason. Finally, here you are.”

“Hmmf,” I said with as much feeling as I could muster and shook my head. Mikhail smiled and nodded to the young girl who was accompanying him. She stepped forward and I flinched, but she only wanted to remove the metal mask and its oral plug.

“Why am I here?” I spluttered. “Adrian assured me that you’ve been paid every month.”

“Alas, no. And now this month’s deadline has passed.”

I stared at him with my mouth opening and closing, but no sound emerged. I didn’t believe him, but I had no way to check. Eventually, I shrieked: “You can't do this. It’s kidnapping,” but he just said in his quiet, calm voice that if I persisted in screeching, he would have to have me gagged again.

I persisted. I told him that Adrian would have alerted the police by now and that he’d be in prison by nightfall, but he just smiled and asked on what charge.

“Kidnapping,” I shouted. “Illegal imprisonment. And assault and rape,” I added as I thought of them.

“Have you been raped?”

“Not yet, but I daresay that’s what you're intending.”

“I had hoped that you'd be reasonable and accept our hospitality. Things would be a lot more comfortable if you did. We could work out your little problem as sensible human beings and I could find you somewhere much more comfortable to reside. I'm sure that in a few short months, a year at the most, you'll be a free agent again and able to do whatever you choose.”

“I'm not working in your brothel for the next year. You'll see… In an hour the police will be busting your doors down.”

“I hardly think so. We’ve done nothing wrong. We’ve just enacted a clause in a contract that you voluntarily signed and which was subsequently countersigned by an independent witness. You're here perfectly legally, Miss Mason, and we can legally insist that you fulfil your obligations as specified in that contract.”

“No…” I screamed as loudly as I could. “I certainly did not agree to be one of your prostitutes and you can't make me do it.”

“You did and we can,” and he left, closing the door behind him and turning out the light.

I lay back on the mattress and the tears came again now that my worst fears had been confirmed.

He was back about three hours later and he brought with him a plastic glass of water, held it out to me, and said, “Drink.”

I said, “Go to hell,” and slapped it away.

He left again, but a few minutes later he was back for the third time and this time he’d brought his brother and the big security guard who had stood beside Adrian in his office. Dmitriy grabbed the chain between my wrists and dragged me upright to stand on the floor. I proceeded to kick his shins, but my bare feet had no effect. With no apparent effort, he lifted me high in the air by my arms while the guard slipped the manacle chain over a ceiling hook. Then they let go and I screamed with the pain as the manacles dug into the skin of my wrists and my feet flailed about in mid-air. They let me hang there for about half a minute and then Mikhail kicked a low wooden stool under my feet. I scrambled for a foothold and then stood precariously balanced leaning forward slightly with my arms at full stretch and tears streaming down my face.

“So…” said Mikhail. “Scream again and I’ll kick the stool away.”

I sniffed, but remained silent.

“I think you will be a fine whore. Nice bum… Nice tits. And the lactation will make you even more popular.”

I turned my head away and tried to ignore him.

“We’ll start you in a day or two with just a few clients a day, perhaps six or eight, just so you can get used to the way we do things here. Some clients will be satisfied with just being blown, but most will want the full works, and we do have a burgeoning female clientele who can be very imaginative. You’ll find we differ from most brothels in that we specialize in the fetish market by restricting our service operatives to a lesser or greater extent. It may be just a gag and a body harness that allows you a certain amount of wriggling ability, we liken that to a beached fish, or it could be more restrictive and then you'll need to adopt a solely passive role. I see you more in this latter category. If it helps you to adapt easier, we could even arrange for you to be hooded for the first few weeks so you can work anonymously. Many of our patrons like that idea too, like to see our service staff as little more than inanimate receptacles for their passions, and it can help new staff when they meet old friends under what would initially be unusual conditions. You’ll be surprised how often that happens; people you'll recognise like shop keepers or local policemen, social acquaintances, or college and school friends with whom you may have shared a rapport. It’s an excellent profession for reviving old friendships. Take your friend… what’s her name? Tracy...”

Suddenly, I was still, frozen to the spot by the thought.

“Oh yes, she’s a regular. Her proclivities had a lot to do with building the debt that you so generously assumed. Losing at the tables depresses her and she finds consolation in our playrooms afterwards.”

The thought of Tracy using me as some kind of sexual distraction after she’s lost more money when she’s the only reason I was there in the first place was almost too much to bear.

“In fact, she’s well on her way to building another debt that she’ll find hard to service, so you could yet find yourselves as work colleagues.”

That gave me very little consolation. Tears were now running freely down my cheeks, but Mikhail seemed to misinterpret my distress. “This isn’t a punishment, Miss Mason; merely a way of repaying an obligation. You will be quite safe while you're with us; we look after our service staff if they are cooperative and you'll be pleased to learn that we discourage aggressive behaviour by our clients that could leave a service operative with, say, a permanent scar or badly bruised.”

“I will not play your game. You can't make me,” I sniffed and began doing my best to land a kick on any of the three men, but they were all wisely staying out of reach.

“So you see, Miss Mason, this place could suit you very well. You could work off your debt in relative anonymity and console yourself that nothing you're doing actually reflects badly on your character because you will have such little control. I understand your reluctance to undertake this type of work, really I do, but needs must and this time next year you could be enjoying your old life with no further worries.”

Mikhail took a rest, but I didn’t. “Go to hell and take your bully brother with you. I’d rather die than work for you,” and to prove my point, I started screaming.

Mikhail turned to the guard and nodded and he approached me holding the face mask and oral plug, but I snapped my mouth closed. He nudged the stool I was balanced on and I screamed. He nudged it again and I opened my mouth.

“I do recommend that you reconsider this course of action you seem to have adopted. It can only result in an extensive period of conditioning which you may find taxing. Also, you should be aware that the conditioning will involve us in additional expenditure and will, therefore, only accrue more debt for you with a corresponding extension to your contractual period.”

*

They left me alone for the rest of that day with the light illuminated so that I could survey every centimetre of my tiny cell. The cell door was opened just twice, both times by the young girl who’d first removed my face mask. The first time was to place a plastic bucket with a lid in the corner of the cell along with a warning delivered in hushed tones that I didn’t doubt were real.

“Please be careful not to spill anything from this,” she said, her knowing look making it plain that she was warning me against any reckless action involving urine. “I’ve seen what happens to girls that do that and, really, you wouldn’t like any of it.”

The second time she entered the cell was to place a tall flask of liquid that

looked like milk on the floor beside me. There was a straw sticking out the top of it and she said I could drink by pushing the straw into the safety breathing hole through the centre of the oral plug. I resolved not to touch it, but after several hours, I felt hungry and decided to just have a little. It wasn’t milk; it was some sort of protein drink and not at all unpleasant. I drank it all.

The light extinguished without warning, presumably because it was nighttime, but I had no way to be sure. It was a long night wrapped in the blanket, broken when the light illuminated again and the same girl entered with another flask. She didn’t speak, but gave me a pale smile and retreated.

Mikhail visited me that morning, my last chance, apparently, before he committed me to the conditioning course. He could tell straight away that my attitude hadn’t changed.

“Well, Miss Mason. The die has been cast. The good news from your point of view is that it’s now likely to be another two weeks before you can start work. The bad news is that you're going to find the next two weeks physically taxing and it’s going to delay you moving into more comfortable accommodation. It’s also going to involve an increase in expenditure on your behalf and that alone will mean that your stay with us will be extended by at least a month or two.” He gazed at me curled up on the bunk with the blanket pulled up around my body and the expression on his face reflected his disappointment.

“We have six other girls here, Miss Mason, and each of them is happy, well cared-for, and comfortable. They are employees, pure and simple. They receive a small wage and choose to be here, although that may not have been their original option. During the day, they are free to come and go as they please and during the evening, they serve as my service operatives and adopt a more… how should I put it? …a more conciliatory approach by accepting the limits imposed upon them and play-acting the roles of distressed damsels. I hope in time you will be able to join them as an equal. Meanwhile, my colleagues will be with you shortly to prepare you for conditioning and I can see by the state of your tits that you need milking.”

*

By the time the young girl came again with some food, my conditions had altered considerably. Firstly, there was now a closely fitting metal cage locked about my head. I think it was there mainly as a psychological prop just to show me how weak and vulnerable I was, but it did have two other purposes: it provided fixings on my cheeks to hold a plug in my mouth and the chain link to the wall staple was now attached to the crown of my head instead of my collar. So it was that its presence quietened my protests when the security guard had begun installing the brothers’ main conditioning unit, starting with a tight, steel-reinforced belt about my waist. I was soon to discover the purpose of this belt; it was to provide an anchorage front and back for the metal components that now pressed tightly between my legs.

“It’s a frustrator,” said the big guard who’d fitted it. He was Irish and his musical accent belied the seriousness of the message he conveyed. “It’s supposed to maximise your libido by operating randomly, so you'll never know when the little devil’s going to start, and it never lets you finish. It frustrates because it’s got sensors in it that will turn it off just when you decide it’s time to get going.” I didn’t pay much attention to what he was saying at the time because my concentration was absorbed by what he was doing and that was a mistake.

And the security guard’s final trick: spherical padded mittens. They were soft leather and forced my hands into tight fists that were completely useless for any task that involved dexterity and they were now clipped to the sides of the waistband by short links from their rounded ends.

“Are you ok?” the girl asked in a tremulous voice. I didn’t respond and she looked even more uncomfortable. “They told me that I can take the plug out of your mouth to feed you, but you’ve got to promise that you'll let me put it back in again.”

It wasn’t the first such negotiated arrangement I’d agreed to that morning because I’d already promised to cooperate with their milking regime. They'd wheeled a rectangular metal frame into the cell earlier. It was made of tubular steel and stood vertically almost 2 metres high and 60 cm wide, with a cross bar about 80 cm above the floor. They told me that if I was cooperative and stood before the stand whenever they asked, I’d be released after milking. If, however, I made a fuss or fought them, they'd just leave me connected to the frame and I'd be left standing all day.

With a show of reluctance calculated to demonstrate I still had some independence, I’d stood before their stand and they linked the top of my head cage to the upper crossbar. Then they released the hinge locks on the sides of the frame and, with my thighs pressed against the lower crossbar, tilted my whole upper body forward until my torso was horizontal and my breasts were once more hanging freely beneath my chest. Then they wheeled in my old goat milker on its trolley.

“Well?” asked the girl, still patiently waiting for my reply.

I nodded and she reached forward to squeeze clips either side of my mouth and the oral plug on its narrow mounting rod detached from the head cage so she could withdraw it from my mouth. I closed my eyes and worked the stiffness from my jaw before turning my attention back to the girl and murmuring a soft thank you.

“It’s beef stew,” she said. “It’s very nice; I’ve already had some.”

I gave her a pallid smile and sat on the edge of the bunk for her to feed me. The food was good and it was followed by a glass of water.

“Mikhail says you should drink a lot because you're lactating.”

I nodded.

“Do you need to pee?”

I shook my head. I hadn’t been drinking enough.

“He says I have to milk you next,” and I stared at her. “I'm told you know what to do.”

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Tilly.”

“And how old are you, Tilly?” My guess was that she was only about sixteen.

“They don’t let me do any of the sexy stuff. My job is just to look after you and some of the other girls. I do the cleaning and cook their meals.”

“And now you're going to be the one milking me?”

“If you let me; otherwise, I'm supposed to ask the security guard.”

I struggled from the bunk while she moved the frame away from the side wall and then reached up to link the top of my head to the top of the frame. She released the hinges and tilted the upper half of the frame until I heard another click that announced it was locked in the horizontal. Then she left the cell to collect the pump, but she wasn’t away for long and returned dragging the trolley into the cell, its power flex trailing back out of the cell’s door.

“Your nipples are very big.” She was kneeling beside me to rub lubricating gel into my teats prior to attaching the milking cups. It was so they slid deeper into the cups.

“One of the benefits of being milked with an industrial machine,” I murmured staring down at the floor beneath my head and she made an ‘Umm’ sound as if she believed me sincere.


Chapter 25

Casino Patrons

Tilly came again later that afternoon, both to feed me another meal and to use the pump, and she gave me more of an insight into the living conditions of the other girls.

“They have little apartments at the back of the casino and there’s a separate working area in the basement. The apartments are nice; they have televisions and everything.”

“And the working area? Do you ever go down there?”

“Oh yes, every day. I have to clean and tidy everything up.”

“What’s that like? I imagine there’s a row of rooms with big double beds and satin sheets.”

I didn’t imagine that at all really; I just wanted Tilly to describe what was really there. She was giggling…

“They're like pretend dungeons with medieval stocks and make-believe torture instruments. I don’t think anything down there could actually hurt you, at least not very much, and some of the girls say they actually like it there.”

“But Mikhail told me that the girls are allowed to go into town by themselves and they don’t run away.”

“Why would they run away? They're looked after here. It’s warm and safe and they're fed and clothed. Anyway, they can't really run away because they’ve each got a belt a bit like yours, although theirs aren’t motorised like yours is.”

“Mikhail keeps them all locked up in chastity belts?” I said in astonishment.

“He says that part of their bodies is for the exclusive use of casino clients and it’s not as if they don’t get enough sex already… Anyway, they would have to come back here if only to use the bathroom because, you know… they're plugged back there.”

*

It was some hours later, perhaps 8 or 9 o'clock that evening, that my cell door opened again and I found myself staring at Adrian. He was standing in the doorway looking like a white knight in his pale grey suit and tie, and a starched white shirt. I stood, but couldn’t approach with the head cage chained to the wall.

“Evie,” he said. “I'm so sorry. We did our best to protect you, but it just wasn’t enough.”

He stepped nearer and held out his hands and I wanted to fall into his arms, but he seemed concerned about milk stains on his suit and we began a sort of strange dance seeking a way for him to hold me without damage to his clothing. In the end, he settled for hugging my left shoulder with his right arm around my back and his other hand cupping my left breast to make sure I didn’t leak.

“They said I could remove your oral plug if I promised to replace it before I go,” he said and I nodded. It took him a few moments to discover how it was clipped in place and then he withdrew it from my mouth, all 10 cm of it.

“Good God,” he exclaimed holding it up.

“It’s intended to subdue my gag reflex. They sprayed something in my throat when they first fitted it and then when I slowly got my feeling back, well, it was already there…”

“So, no gag reflex now?”

I shrugged.

“I'm surprised, Evie. I expected you to be working, but instead, here you are with your cunny all sealed up,” and his free hand dropped to cup the stainless-steel dish that was held so tightly over my vulva.

“I'm being conditioned. Mikhail told me I’ll start with clients in two weeks. Oh, Adrian, can't you do anything? Tell the police I’m held here against my will and that they intend to have me raped.”

“Evie, I can't do that. They’ll just tell me it’s a civil matter to do with contractual law. You did agree to all this after all. It’s not like a verbal agreement where you might argue that you didn’t say such-and-such or that your words were misheard; it was a proper legal contract with an independent witness and everything.”

“I can't do this… I’m going to die!”

“Now you're being melodramatic. I remember Tracy saying exactly the same thing and it’s ridiculous. Dmitriy and Mikhail aren’t monsters; they look after their girls. There’s nothing they’ll have you doing here that you’ve not already done.”

“But I’ll be doing it with strangers when all I want to do is to love you. Will you wait for me?” but Adrian only laughed.

“Evie, you can't be serious. First of all, I’m not your boyfriend anymore. Don’t you remember you were fucking Kieron in our bed? And secondly, I've come to say goodbye. These last few months have been stressful for me and I've decided to start afresh, so I'm moving away, maybe even going away to somewhere like Australia or New Zealand.”

I closed my eyes and buried my head in his neck. It’s true we didn’t always see eye-to-eye and also true that I cheated on him, but that was for a specific purpose: it was just so I could become pregnant. Of course, it was wrong and in hindsight I can see that clearly, but at the time I just wanted a baby. Even after everything that has happened, I do still love him and this sounded like the final nail in the coffin.

“What about Elsa?”

“I haven’t told her yet. She’s going to need to find somewhere else to live. I did wonder about suggesting she applies here as a waitress or one of the cleaning staff. She could even end up looking after you; that would be a tidy solution.”

“Elsa looking after me while I’m a prostitute fucking casino clients?”

“Well, you know she’d do a good job and you may not be in a position to care for yourself.”

He meant, of course, that I might be kept in bondage twenty-four hours a day.

“Adrian, please… I can't handle this. You have to do something.”

“Don’t be silly, sweetie. I can't do anything to help you. It won’t be for long; a year or two at the most; well, maybe a little longer than that, but it’s unlikely to be more than three or four years because they like their girls young. You'll be fine. Just try to enjoy yourself. You know how much you like sucking cock.”

I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Why was he acting so calm? There he was in the lion’s den and he seemed to be enjoying it. Of course, I didn’t want to spend all my time sucking strangers’ cocks, but a smile on his face suggested he found the idea amusing.

“Adrian, you can't just leave me…” I wanted to hold onto him, but, of course, that was quite impossible with padded balls for hands clipped to my waist.

“Shush, now… It’s all going to be fine. Open your mouth, now. I have to go,” and before I realised what was happening, he’d slipped the extra-long penis-shaped plug back between my lips and into the back of my throat.

“Looking good, Evie,” he said cheerily as he took a step back. “God, you have beautiful tits; I'm going to miss those.” And with that he was gone and closed the heavy door behind him.

*

It was Friday when I last saw Adrian; now it was Tuesday. I’d been half expecting a visit from Elsa, but no-one had come specifically to see me, although I had met several people I thought I recognised.

I now understood the brothers’ conditioning system and it was diabolical in its simplicity. I hesitate to call it a chastity belt, because it was actually almost the exact opposite. It had been designed not to protect that part of my body from intrusion, but to effect such an intrusion whilst removing my ability to interfere.

The working part of this belt was held in place by a thin cable that ran from my waistband down the centreline of my belly to the dished vulval plate. That plate extended back to just beyond my anus where it morphed into another cable that rose between my cheeks and linked to the waistband again in the small of my back. It was inside the vulval plate that everything happened.

There were three motors operating that I could identify: one in the vaginal dildo that caused the device to squirm inside me like a demented snake; one in the anal plug that just caused the plug to shake; and an extension forward from the base of the dildo that caused a small actuating lever to wipe back and forth across the surface of my clitoris. These motors would operate at random times during the day and night and had the effect of immediately hijacking all conscious thought.

There was one other feature that’s worth mentioning: a 6 cm long silicone tube that entered my urethra and breached my bladder with a small plug on the surface of the vulval plate controlling when I was allowed to urinate. Tilly would remove the plug each time she visited and I’d drain into the bucket without conscious effort. When the flow stopped, she’d just press the plug back into place.

At first, I tried to fight the sensations created within the conditioning unit, to ignore them in the hope that they’d just stop of their own accord, but that’s not how it worked. The operation was controlled by sensors monitoring my heart rate and electrical nerve activity and kept the motors running until parameters peaked, whereupon everything would stop. To put it another way, the belt would keep toying with me and ramping up my arousal until I was about to have an orgasm, and then, with me balanced on the edge of a precipice, it would just stop to leave me hanging. You'd think that by then with all that had happened at home, I’d be inured to a dildo, but each time this conditioning unit operated, the more desperate and frustrated I became until I was actually crying with the callous unfairness of it all.

The intention was, of course, that by the end of the second week, I'd be so aroused and frustrated that I'd welcome the attentions of anyone if they offered the possibility of a real orgasm.

This was the sixth day since I’d been taken from the house and the fourth day I’d been displayed, and so far no-one had yet to actually penetrate my body with anything organic; my role had been purely decorative. Each day, I would be forcibly dressed in some outlandish costume, but it was not primarily to introduce me to new clients, but only to familiarise me with what I’ll likely be doing in a few days’ time. I’d already spent a day in a rubber gimp suit that was so tight I could barely breathe and so hot I nearly passed out. Then I was dressed as a ballerina with a very revealing tutu and feathered headdress. Day three and I was a puppy with my limbs folded double and clad in an animal costume that obliged me to move on elbows and knees with my nipples almost brushing the floor. Now it was day four and I was dressed as a Barbie doll - painted, corseted and booted.

When I say ‘dressed’, that wasn’t entirely true. In each case, I was nothing more than a sexual caricature and none of these costumes covered all my body; in particular, they all exposed the parts most likely to be used and abused. Not that my fashion wear was of immediate concern owing to the fact that the casino’s conditioning had all my orifices sealed up tight.

I'd worn this chastity device almost continuously for the last four days and nights, and each morning they'd remove it for a brief period to allow me to wash and use the toilet. Once it had been refitted, I'd be outfitted in the day’s costume and taken to the casino’s lower hall for public display on the rails: two horizontal wooden beams set at table height and 50 cm apart. My forearms and calves were strapped to these beams to keep me on elbows and knees and my head trapped through a hole in a wooden screen at the end on the rails. It was primarily to prevent me from rocking backwards or forwards, but it felt odd being separated from the rest of my body and, of course, I couldn’t see anyone until they moved past the screen. I was the casino’s ‘gate guardian’ to its lower levels; not a very effective one because I couldn’t make a sound.

According to Mikhail, I was constrained in the ideal position to entertain my clientele with ready access all round and he’d told me that this was likely to be my default position most of the time. “Of course, it will be without the conditioning unit and with a ring gag instead of the oral plug,” he’d warned.

Visiting customers never failed to stop to admire me whatever I was wearing and, although their more invasive examinations were foiled by the chastity device, they did have my breasts for amusement. I’d be squeezed, tugged, or just generally mauled, and, every three hours, a group would gather about me to witness Tilly using the industrial goat milker the Krasovsky brothers had somehow acquired from Adrian.

Mostly, I had trained myself to ignore the casino’s lower floor visitors despite their often painful investigations and, although I sometimes recognised a face, they seldom recognised me; my face was partially covered by the head cage and, in any case, they were seldom looking at my head. But there had, so far, been one exception: I heard a young couple talking excitedly as they descended the staircase behind me and closed my eyes as they approached. It was the day I was dressed as a ballerina with a tightly laced bodice and a white tutu that stuck out like a fan around my waist to leave my hips and thighs bare but for the steel crotch strap.

I felt them leaning either side of me, each with a hand on my back and the other reaching below me to fondle my hanging breasts and their curious teats. The girl appeared on my side of the screen and I looked down at her feet in tall, strappy black sandals, the straps laced around her ankles and calves to her knees. It was then that I recognised the girl’s voice, but with peerless self-control, I didn’t react. I was in secondary school with her until I was seventeen; we did our history homework together every week. Then the boy spoke…

“Evie? Evie, is that you?”

I looked at him. It was Steve Dance from the year above us, the year’s heartthrob and every schoolgirl’s dream.

“It is her,” said Karina beside me. “Evie, it’s me, Karina… My God, what are you doing here? I don’t understand. You were always so clever; how come you’ve ended up in the casino’s brothel?”

I just stared at her. I could do nothing else. If I could have spoken, I might have asked them why they were visiting the brothel, but the thought was academic.

“She must be here because she enjoys it,” said Steve. “That’s right, isn’t it, Evie? There can't be any other explanation.”

I looked at him and shook my head, but he seemed not to notice.

Karina was now crouching beside me and I saw that her own choice of attire was curious to say the least. Her skirt was black leather, short and tight, and the thin material of her blouse was strained by being cinched under her bust by a serious-looking red-leather corset. “You’ve changed. You didn’t used to be like this… an exhibitionist.”

Steve laughed. “Exhibitionist… She’s here for a serious fucking, aren’t you? Here to have your brains fucked out like all good sluts. You'll see, Karrie… soon she’ll be in a back room pleading with us to make ‘er squirm.”

“Well, if that’s the case, I’m sure we can oblige.”

“Give her a squeeze, Karrie, for old times’ sake,” and he gripped my tit hard. “Fuck me…” he exclaimed. “My hand’s all wet; she’s all milky.”

“There’s a notice here that says she’s milked every three hours. The next one is in forty minutes,” read out Karina

“Oh Evie… You are a dark one. We won’t be missing that.”

Mikhail had told me that to attract the more esoteric clientele, they intended to maximise my milk yield by increasing the frequency of my milking sessions and using more powerful hormones. I was conscious that their new milking regime was already having an effect even after such a short time; my yield had noticeably increased and I was aware of the extra mass hanging below my chest all day long. And my nipples… What would happen to my nipples?

I don’t know if Karina and Steve ever returned that evening with the crowd to see me milked; most people were gathered behind the screen and, in any case, I had my eyes closed.

*

It was 7 pm and I'd been in the entrance lobby to the lower level since midday dressed like a Barbie doll with twin pigtails and pink, sparkly eye makeup. Nervously, I watched Mikhail approach along the dimly lit corridor. He had Tilly with him and she smiled at me as they approached. They stood close to my head and I strained my neck trying to look up at them.

“Well, Miss Mason, you have another friend come to see you.”

This wasn’t good news. It wouldn’t be Adrian again, so that left only Elsa or Tracy. I began shaking my head frantically and making muffled mewing sounds from around the plug in my mouth, but he only laughed. “You have to start sometime, so why not with someone you know? For someone new to this line of work, sometimes an association with a previous acquaintance can make the initial ‘ice-breaker’ easier.”

My mind began racing… Tracy? Oh no, I couldn’t bear her amusing herself at my expense after all I’d done for her. Oh God, this can't be happening…

He unlocked the top half of the screen and slid it up the guide slots to release my head and attached a leather leash to my collar. Then he began unstrapping my limbs and I unfolded to stand unsteadily. I pawed ineffectually with balled fists at the simple clip of the leash, but when he picked up my transport chains, I tried to jerk the leash from his hand. He just grinned and looked at the girl. She was holding a cane and, although I couldn’t imagine her using it, I rapidly reconsidered my attitude. Tilly clipped the hobble end of the chains between my ankles while Mikhail snapped the connector at the other end to my collar. Then he used the little clips hanging from the ends of my mittens to fix them at waist height to the chain links now hanging between collar and feet.

He gave Tilly the leash and she gave it a little exploratory tug to cause me to step forward. I glared at her, but expressions are hard to maintain when one has what amounted to a large sausage lodged in one’s mouth. Then I felt my cheeks blush as a couple descended the staircase behind Mikhail and passed us with smirks on their faces. They were almost certainly on their way to a pre-arranged threesome, the man about thirty, handsome and well-built and his younger companion dressed in a short, tailored skirt and matching jacket, her eyes bright with anticipation.

I couldn’t complete with the girl’s sophisticated style dressed as I was as a fantasy Barbie with blonde pigtails and ribbons and my eyes painted with excessive eyeliner and sparkly shadow. My body was partially clad in a pink gingham cotton dress that began below the white, fluffy lace that served as nests for my naked breasts, laced tightly around my midriff, and ended 15 cm below my waist in an extravaganza of white frills. Pink, thigh-high boots with extravagant heels completed my outfit and only served to draw attention to my naked crotch with its bifurcating cable and polished vulval plate.

“Come,” said Mikhail in his thick, East European accent and set off towards the staircase. Behind him, the girl tried to match his pace and I followed, staggering after her with short, fast steps and muffled protestations. We went up two flights of stairs and entered his office. Three men were already there; one was Dmitriy, another the guard that had intimidated Adrian, and the third was Keith, but he looked so different with a short beard and wearing a dark suit that I almost failed to recognise him.

“Evie…” he said in a conversational tone. “Are you well?”

I glanced behind me at Tilly holding the cane to confirm I had no escape and then turned back to Keith, feeling angry that he would want to see me like this. Then I steeled myself and shook my head. If that’s how he wanted to play things, I'd humour him… His question was silly under the circumstances and my answer necessarily vague with the plug locked into my mouth. He looked serious and I backed away warily, uncertain whether he was just there to smirk or did he really intend to use me? I thought I knew him; I thought he was a friend, but after all that Adrian had told me about him, I felt a cold chill thinking about Keith’s misdirection and deceit.

“You see we have prepared Miss Mason for your pleasure. She looks good, does she not? We’ll just need to remove her vulval guard and its associate components and then you can use one of the side rooms on this floor. It’s always better to have an acquaintance break the ice the first time instead of a stranger; much less stressful. Have you thought how you'd like the lady restrained?”

Bent over for fucking, no doubt, I thought and I started making as much fuss as I could so that my whole body was shaking to make every chain rattle.

“Strike her bum,” said Mikhail to Tilly. “She shouldn’t play-up like this.”

“NO,” said Keith in a loud voice, and then to me: “I've brought you your phone,” and held it out to me, but then, seeing that I had no way to hold it, placed it on Mikhail’s desk.

“I doubt that she will have much use for a phone for the foreseeable future,” said Mikhail with a chuckle.

“Mr Krasovsky tells me that you owe him sixty-four thousand three hundred pounds.”

I turned to Mikhail with a shocked expression and he shrugged. “You have, unfortunately, incurred several additional expenses over and above the original debt: apart from the administrative and punitive charges added when you failed to pay the instalment, there were costs associated with your collection and transportation, the purchase of new clothes and equipment, and housing expenses incurred here at the club. And let’s not forget government levied taxes and their collection charges.”

Suddenly, I remembered Adrian’s parting remarks about working at the casino for the next five years and the reality of paying off the debt by prostituting myself here at the club seemed like a bad joke. It was just as likely that the more time I spent at the casino, the bigger that debt would become and I'd never actually be able to pay it off.

That is why Keith’s next words came as such a shock. “I've brought your phone so you can transfer the money from your personal account.”


Chapter 26

A Friend

Dmitriy stepped close behind me and I could feel his breath hot on my neck as his arm snaked possessively about my waist.

“Ah,” said Mikhail. “You seem to be here under false pretences. You told me you wished to see how we were treating her and to relive old times when you were both better acquainted. I assumed you merely wanted to avail yourself of her services; an act that would benefit us both by introducing her to her obligations. I'm afraid the window of opportunity for settling her debt by other means has now closed. Now she is here, we prefer to allow her to work off the debt by traditional means.”

He pressed a button on his desk and another guard entered, rapidly assessed the situation, and then positioned himself menacingly close to Keith, but Keith ignored him.

“Mr Krasovsky. I know that you're bluffing. I have seen the sort of contract you use here and you know as well as I that they are not legally enforceable in the UK. If you persist in this charade, I shall inform the authorities, this casino will be closed down, and you and your brother will be arrested on a whole swathe of charges starting with kidnapping, false imprisonment, and physical abuse. I daresay that we might even be able to squeeze in a few charges of fraud. Now, I am offering you the easy way out. Allow Miss Mason to settle the debt and we will go home and leave you in peace.”

“You're a brave man.” Mikhail sat silently considering Keith’s offer and eventually capitulated. “Ok… We will settle the debt here and now, but there is an extra early settlement charge.”

“No, Mr Krasovsky. I think you’ve added enough extras. Sixty-four thousand three hundred pounds, or else I shall walk out of here.”

Mikhail stared hard at Keith and then his face seemed to dissolve into a pleasant smile. “Of course,” he said and turned to the guard. “Please release Miss Mason’s right hand and remove her mitten,” but before the guard could react, I dropped to the ground and curled up into a ball. The randomised program controlling the devices so intimately lodged inside me had triggered.

It wasn’t possible to ignore what was happening below. Everything was going at once: the vaginal wriggler, the anal trembler, and the clitoral tickler were all working at the same time as my muscles were clamping back and front, involuntarily trying to still the movements by gripping the shafts. Curled up on the floor, I could at least reach the plate pulled tight over my vulva, but it did me no good: I could affect nothing inside and moaned weakly as I felt the orgasm building rapidly, but knew it was doomed to fail.

“I'm afraid you’ll have to give Miss Mason a few moments to compose herself,” said Mikhail. “This shouldn’t take long.”

I could sense the five men and the young girl gathered around me and staring down at my quivering body even though my eyes were tightly shut. This had happened every few hours ever since the diabolical device had been secured to me and I had learnt how best to deal with it. It was pointless fighting the craving the phalli invoked because that just extended the duration of the trial and the final result was exactly the same. I felt the orgasm bubbling up inside me and knew that at the last possible moment before a tsunami of hormonal waves washed over me, everything would stop and I'd be left hanging with all the demons of sex and love laughing at my naivety.

It happened again just as I'd predicted and I hid my face from those above me so they couldn’t see my need, but I wasn’t allowed the benefit of lingering. Big hands gripped my waist to lift me clear of the floor and deposit me on my unstable feet and I peered warily about with tears running down my cheeks.

The guard unlocked my right cuff and then removed its mitten that had been keeping my hand balled into a tight fist. I stretched my fingers and then touched my mouth, but no-one made any move to help me.

“You need to log into your bank account,” said Keith. “I have been assured that your original passwords have been reinstated.” I stared at him. Was this some sort of joke, or possibly a scam to relieve me of what money there was in the account. If it was a scam, it wouldn’t benefit him much and if a joke, it was in poor taste. I decided to call his bluff and touched the phone’s screen to open it. Then I called up my account, and keyed in my password.

Keith lifted the phone from my hand and I watched as he quickly cycled through the menu options before passing the phone to Mikhail.

“Please be kind enough to enter your bank details,” and Mikhail humoured him. I still couldn’t see where this was going as Keith keyed in the full sum owing and pressed enter. A message popped up seeking confirmation and then a second message filled the small screen. To my surprise, it didn’t say, “You must be joking,” or words to that effect, but asked for a response to an automated SMS text to make sure I was still in possession of my phone. Of course, I wasn’t; Keith was and I watched as he responded to the text by tapping the displayed digits into the web site. A few seconds later, another message flashed up on the phone to say that the transfer was successful and the money should appear in the destination bank account within two hours. Keith showed it to me and my heart leapt into my mouth, or it would have done if that orifice wasn’t already fully occupied.

Then he showed the phone to Mikhail who examined the company accounts on his desktop computer before indicating to the guard that he should re-cuff my wrist. My heart sank. The transient euphoria that had flooded my mind when the Transaction Successful message flashed up on the screen was immediately quashed, but my pessimism was premature.

“I suggest we all make ourselves comfortable while Miss Mason’s bank decides whether or not to pay her debt.”

Hope reignited and I looked around for somewhere to sit, but apparently Mikhail’s suggestion didn’t apply to me and I was left standing with the big guard standing beside me and now firmly grasping my leash.

“A drink, perhaps, while we wait,” said Mikhail to Keith who politely accepted and I watched as the two men sat sipping malt whisky in silence. Dmitriy was standing behind Mikhail and his unwavering gaze never seemed to leave my body. Keith, on the other hand, never once looked in my direction.

“Ah,” said Mikhail after about fifteen minutes. “Miss Mason will be pleased to learn that her payment has been successfully received.”

Miss Mason certainly was. Keith now turned in his seat to look in my direction and my eyes filled up with tears; they were going to let me go home.

“You may remove Miss Mason’s restraints,” said Mikhail to my guard and, starting at my feet, he began working his way up body unlocking chains as he went. Then he pulled the impressive plug from my mouth and moved behind me to unlock the metal head cage, and I could touch my face and work my jaw to relieve the stiffness. Eventually, I could speak again and uttered a single word: “Keith…”

He smiled and turned back to Mikhail. “Do you have clothes for Miss Mason to wear?”

“Alas, other than what she is now wearing and some equally eccentric costumes, no. She was not dressed when she arrived.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “I just want to go home.”

Keith rose to remove his jacket and held it open for me. I slipped my arms inside and folded it across my chest to cover my nudity. It was not a long jacket, but might have passed for acceptable party-wear in some circles. I looked from Keith to Mikhail and asked, “Can we go now?”

“Very shortly,” he said. “But first I would like a word with Mr Krasovsky in private.”

Mikhail looked at me keenly and then looked at Dmitriy and nodded to the door. His brother took the hint and ushered everyone but Keith from the room. I didn’t want to leave Keith, but he told me it would be alright and I should remain just outside the door. And so there I stood with Dmitriy uncomfortably close for about ten minutes. Then the office door opened, Keith and Mikhail shook hands, and Keith steered me towards the staircase.

We’d not gone more than half a dozen paces when my bottom started to shake and send waves across both cheeks. I shrieked; Keith looked back at Mikhail.

“You seem to have forgotten something,” said Mikhail with a grin and held up a small plastic remote control. He flicked it off and handed it to Keith along with three keys. “And these will unlock her conditioning belt and save you having to come back later.”

“Thank you,” said Keith. “I shall see that the belt’s returned to you.”

“There’s no need; she has bought it.”

*

We hurried out of the casino with me hanging onto Keith’s arm; my legs were still a little unsteady after being immobile for so long and, in any case, trying to hurry with two phalli locked inside me was awkward and disconcerting. I slid into the passenger seat of his car and we were away, but I didn’t let him go far; as soon as we were out of the town, I asked him to stop and he pulled into a small layby next to a field gate.

“I need to know what’s just happened. Where did all that money come from?”

“It’s your money. You earned it through the website.”

“But it was over sixty-four thousand pounds.”

Keith gave a short laugh. “Evie, the website has returned over six hundred thousand. You're an internet sensation and the membership is currently over seventy thousand. I know all this because the software I installed has automatically paid me nearly two hundred and fifty thousand to date.”

“But Adrian kept telling me we were nearly broke.”

“I'm afraid Adrian has been less than totally honest with you. I've been trying to contact you for months. Your phone has been off and there has been no response to my emails.”

“Since I tried applying for another job, Adrian hasn’t been allowing me internet access except to answer website mail.”

“Well, I even tried that: sending you mail as a site member, but other than the last one, there been no response to those either.”

“I suppose he’s been filtering my mail and only sending on the ones that fit with his plans. But why didn’t he just pay the casino? Why did I have to go there?”

“Well… my guess is that it’s all my fault. When I told you I would be returning shortly, he realised that his thefts would soon be uncovered and needed to cover his tracks. The easiest way to do that was to have you incarcerated and then flee the nest. It was just lucky that I came back faster than he anticipated.”

“What d’you mean?”

“I mean that he deliberately sent you there so that he could steal the rest of your money. I said the website has earned over six hundred thousand, but there is less than half that in your account. He’s either moved or spent the rest. Did he know your bank access codes?”

“He had them so he could pay the casino.”

“Then I’m afraid the temptation was just too much for him. When the site began earning real money, he became greedy and wanted to increase revenue by playing on the eroticism. I did wonder what was going on when I saw the nudity and bondage creeping onto the site; that’s not like you at all.”

I was hardly hearing what Keith was saying by this time; just lying back in the seat with a blank stare trying to process all this information. Adrian, my live-in boyfriend and lover, was cheating me out of hundreds of thousands of pounds and turning me into something akin to an internet sex slave to do it. And what about Elsa? Did she know what was happening? Has she been part of this all along? After all, it was Adrian who talked her into looking after me and her that ensured I was completely helpless when Dmitry came for me.

Kieron? Was that all part of the set-up? Did Elsa warn Adrian so that he was ready for Kieron’s visit just to have an excuse to increase my bondage to boost subscriptions?

“I feel sick,” I murmured to Keith.

“Hang in there. Let’s get you properly dressed, but first I think we ought to remove Mikhail’s conditioning unit. I’ve turned it off so it won't trigger, but…”

He left the sentence unfinished, but I understood exactly what he meant and was all for its removal. To that end, Keith suggested we should go into the field behind the hedge. One of the keys he had fitted the anal plug core to allow me to use the toilet; the other two were more useful at that moment and disconnected the cables from the waistband front and back. Removing the back lock also allowed the waistband to part and Keith removed it from around my waist.

“Can you manage now?” he asked and when I nodded, he turned his back. I smiled; the unaccustomed privacy felt strange and unnecessary, but I took the opportunity to work both phalli slowly from my body and deposit them in the plastic bag that Keith had so thoughtfully provided. I hadn’t yet decided what to do with them: whether to dispose of them or wash and keep them. Perhaps I might even lock them onto Elsa if she proved to be the duplicitous person I suspected.

“Done,” I said with his jacket held closely around me, but now that my sex was once more available, I was acutely aware that Mikhail’s conditioning had been working. To say I was feeling horny would have been an understatement and after so many false starts, I regarded Keith in a new light. I would have jumped on him if he’d only shown a hint of interest, but he didn’t. He smiled at me and then, much to my disappointment, picked up the plastic bag and walked through the gate back to car.

We drove back into town and, feeling under-dressed, entered my favourite boutique to gather up pants, bra, shirt, skirt, and shoes as we wandered around the aisles. I paid and then used their fitting rooms to change and emerged feeling like I was at last rejoining society.

We walked out into the sunshine, Keith carrying my exotic wear in the boutique’s carrier bag, and made straight for a café for coffees and something more substantial for me; after four days of liquid food, I was hungry. And then, clothed and replete, it was time to confront Adrian and Elsa.


Chapter 27

Revised Casting

Iasked Keith what we would find back at the house, but other to say that Adrian and Elsa were waiting to talk to me, he was evasive. The journey took about fifteen minutes and the nearer we were, the more tense I became. We entered the village and, by now, neither of us was speaking. I looked through the gate at the front door as we drove slowly past, but there was nothing to see, although I had no idea what I was expecting. Keith turned into the drive between the gate posts and stopped behind the white Porsche and I felt a chill run down my spine.

“Are you alright?” he asked and I nodded. This was something that couldn’t be avoided. We walked up the side of the house and round to the sunroom, and everything looked the same as when I last saw it, even to the extent of having my work stand still sitting on the ceramic floor. The only thing that was missing was the milking machine that was now at the casino.

Keith opened the sunroom door and then stood aside for me to enter and I stood looking down at the strange apparatus that I'd come to know so well. My tablet was still on the lectern, but I felt no inclination to open it.

“Where are they?” I whispered.

“In the sitting room,” and I wondered how he knew that for sure.

I followed him through the kitchen and when he walked into the sitting room, I heard Adrian’s voice: “About time you came back. You can't keep us here forever, you know.”

I stood in the hall with my eyes pressed tightly shut and took several deep breaths, and then followed Keith.

“Oh… You got her then. I didn’t think they'd give her to you.”

Adrian was sitting in an armchair with his hands behind his back and one ankle attached to one of the chair legs with what looks like one of my chains. He was also showing a cut lip and a bruise to the side of his head. Elsa was sitting in a corner of the settee with one of her ankles similarly restricted, but was showing no signs of injury. She had her arms folded defiantly across her chest, but when she saw me, her whole demeanour changed and she jumped up and held out her hands.

“Evie. You're alright. I was so worried when Adrian told me the Krasovsky brothers took you.”

I stayed beyond her reach and remained silent.

“Now what?” asked Adrian speaking to Keith.

“Now I could call the police and have you arrested for theft; nearly four hundred thousand – not an insignificant amount.”

“And when I tell them that Evie voluntarily gave me access to her bank account, I might get a couple of years’ probation.”

“You deceived me,” I said quietly.

Adrian had the grace to look sheepish, but didn’t apologise.

“All that time you were telling me we didn’t have enough money, you were tricking me into accepting more and more humiliations just so that the website would attract more subscriptions.”

“It worked, didn’t it?”

“Apparently much better than you were prepared to admit.” Then, a thought struck me: “How much was I manipulated?” Adrian grinned and I suddenly exclaimed: “My lactation… That was you, wasn’t it?”

"Of course, it was me. You said you wanted to demonstrate breast feeding and the thought of holding you to your word was just too tempting. It was just so easy: oestrogen to develop your milk ducts and grow your teats, and then prolactin to kick-start the milk, and you were away, tethered like a farm animal with hanging tits ready for the milking machine.”

"It was all a lie… All those hormones you were feeding me… You had no intention of allowing me to become pregnant, did you?”

“Not really. There wasn’t even much risk when I stopped all your hormones to induce a short menstrual period…”

“…So I’d see Kieron,” I finished for him.

Adrian remained silent, but the grin never left his face.

“And when Dmitriy came to the house looking for me and said that Tracy hadn’t paid the instalment, you paid him two thousand pounds to go away; was that real?”

“That’s very perceptive of you… I actually paid him five hundred for his trouble.”

“It was all just to frighten me, then? And Elsa? Was that a set-up too?”

“What d’you mean?” asked Elsa. “I came over with the shopping because Adrian asked me to.”

“Is that all he asked? What about when you suggested Kieron should visit in case Adrian was not fertile enough? Adrian knew all about that beforehand, didn’t he? He wasn’t upset because I had sex with Kieron because he set it up with your help and it cost me that horrible anal hook.”

“Please Evie, you have to believe me, I didn’t tell Adrian anything about it.”

I stared at her face and thought what a good liar she was, but then Adrian spoke. “I found the note you wrote to Elsa about the email codes; you’d put it in your bedside drawer and that was a really silly place. In some ways, you were lucky I saw it because you likely wouldn’t have received any of her emails if I hadn’t. I was only picking a few interesting ones out of hundreds to forward to you. You and Elsa between you told me everything I needed to know about Kieron and that’s when I set up the UPS that kept the computer running without mains power.”

“You didn’t tell him then,” I said looking at Elsa.

“Of course, I didn’t.”

“But then you moved in and began sleeping with him.”

“He was giving me free board and lodgings, and I thought he was genuinely trying to help you pay back the debt.”

“But you were helping him keep me in bondage.”

“Only because he said it would increase the site’s income and keep you away from the Krasovsky’s.”

“You two are as bad as each other; as naïve as new-borns,” said Adrian. “You made it all so easy.”

"The car!” I exclaimed. “It isn’t a company car, is it?”

He grinned.

“There isn’t a company anymore,” said Keith. “He resigned months ago and has been spending a lot of his free time at the casino.”

“Nice lads, the Krasovsky’s,” said Adrian. “We got on well. They even let me help-out with the girls as a sort of unpaid assistant. Of course, they were trying to keep me sweet because they wanted you in the end. It’s a pity you didn’t give their entertainment suite a chance; you’d have fitted right in seated in one of their ‘love thrones’ with your ankles strapped either side of your shoulders, or with your neck locked through the seat of a fellatio stool. It would be like living the dream for a kinky slut like you.”

I was speechless, but Keith broke the silence. “You were greedy, Adrian. If you hadn’t been so greedy, you could have shared in Evie’s fortune.”

“What did you spend it on?” I asked. “I know about the Porsche, but where’s the rest of it?”

“You're in it. I bought this house and it’s all in my name.”

“The courts will take it away from you and give it back to me.”

“No, they won't,” he said with a wry chuckle. “They will just make an order for me to repay you what I owe; three hundred and seventy thousand if I remember right. Keith realised that, didn’t you Keith? That’s why you wanted me to sign that IOU, but that won’t be any more use to you than a court order.”

Adrian settled back in the armchair with the same smug grin on his face. "You'll get a court order and I’ll declare bankruptcy. They won’t take this house away from me because it’s my home and they won’t make me homeless, especially considering you already have enough money to buy a small property. I’ll declare bankruptcy and you'll get a share of bugger all…”

“It doesn’t matter to Evie anymore,” said Keith and I looked at him quizzically; I thought it mattered. “Evie has sold the IOU.”

“I have?”

“You’ve sold it to the Krasovsky brothers for three hundred thousand. It’s already in your bank.”

“It is?”

I looked at Adrian and his face had turned white. “You can't do that.”

“I'm afraid it’s already done. You now owe them the money and not Evie and I think you'll find them a lot more persuasive than the UK legal system. I’ve done the sums and the repayments spread over five years will amount to nine thousand six hundred a month before they start adding on their extras.”

“I can't pay that. I’ll have to sell the house.”

“Well, good luck doing that within a timescale they're going to find acceptable. I suspect their preferred solution is almost certainly going to involve you working in a male service-operative capacity in the basement of the casino and I expect that debt is going to take some years to pay back. I hope you have bi-sexual tendencies…”

Adrian looked even more shocked as the full implications of his dilemma hit him. “Keith… You have to help me. Please…”

“Well, the website was returning about twenty thousand a month when it went off-air.”

“Evie…” he murmured hopefully.

“In your dreams. I'm done with you,” I said in no uncertain terms.

“Elsa then?” he asked, but she just said, “No way. I have a life.”

“Unless you want to make a break for it, and I don’t recommend that because of their underworld connections, that only leaves you to populate the website.”

“But I'm not a woman,” he gasped and Keith gave him a sympathetic smile.

“You don’t have to be a complete woman; androgenous shemales with tits and a cock are apparently quite popular on the internet. You have to admit you don’t have the most masculine physique. You’ve even got long hair which will look quite fetching once it’s been coloured and styled. Use an epilator on your facial hair, and some makeup, and your face could pass for quite an attractive woman. As for your body, you'll need to wax your arms, legs, and chest of course, but you have a slender build with long legs for your height, your shoulders are narrow, and a strong corset will soon reshape your waist. Your only problem with passing for a shemale will be in the titty area. You could opt for breast enhancing surgery, but you don’t have the money and I think your better option would be a good dose of oestrogen. You should see decent results in about two months, three at the most, and within five or six months you can expect at least ‘C’ cup tits and big teats.”

“I'd be a woman,” he murmured quietly.

“Hardly… You’ll be a shemale; half woman, half cock. The website membership will change, of course. Some members will leave and new ones will join if only to witness your transformation, sissification I think they call it. If you do as well as Evie, within a couple of years you’ll be able to pay the Krasovsky brothers’ debt off completely and then a whole new world will open up for you."

I stared down at him. I’d never really thought of him as effeminate, but I was beginning to see him in a new light.

“If I do this, will you help me?”

“If you do this, you do it under the same conditions as Evie, or as near as we can get to them. You'll be on camera, in costume, and restrained twenty-four hours a day and you’ll need someone to look after you all the time because you won't be able to use your hands. I’ll give you the same deal I gave Evie to set it all up, a twenty-five seventy-five split, but then you’ll need to pay your caretaker out of your share, say another ten percent.”

“I’ll do it for that,” said Elsa quickly. “I’ll be a good nursie for you and I'm good with makeup too.”

“We could have the website up and running again in two or three days and you should be able to make enough for the first debt repayment. Evie even has a nice little Barbie doll outfit for you that will go well with the back brace and anal hook, although I doubt the boots will fit.”

Adrian’s eyes were wide as they flashed between Keith, Elsa and me and even after all he’d done, I couldn’t help but feel a certain sympathy for his plight. That is, until I saw the erection pressing against the front of his jeans.

“Do we have a deal,” asked Keith and still Adrian hesitated.

“Will Elsa still sleep with me or will I have to sleep alone?”

“It will be up to Elsa whether or not she decides to remove your cock-cage,” said Keith ominously, “But if she does, I expect you to be the passive partner and there wouldn’t be a voluntary element.”

Another long pause and then he said, “I’ll do it. I’ll do it all; tits and everything.”

“Ooo, goodie,” squealed Elsa and clapped her hands. I watched Keith unfasten the cuff about her ankle and she jumped up to run over to Adrian. She wasted no time in unfastening his jeans and laying open his shirt to reveal the stiff shaft that everyone knew was there while Adrian just squirmed with his hands still cuffed behind his back.

I followed Keith from the room and out into the calm of the garden. “What are you going to do now?” he asked.

“I don’t know, but I won't stay here, that’s for sure. Look for a job, I suppose.”

“You're going to need somewhere to stay.”

I smiled. Was that a veiled invitation? I wasn’t sure, but I was determined to find out later.

“Is this really going to work out with Adrian? Do you think he’s going to make enough money to avoid the Krasovsky brothers?”

“I should think so. He’s going to make a pretty little girlie. He already has a small frame and an oval face. Once he’s lost all his body hair and the corset and oestrogen have started to do their work, his muscle mass will soon change. His arms and legs will lose muscle and gain fat, especially if he can't move about much, and there’ll be a lot a fat deposited on his bum to give him wide hips. In fact, if he continues with the hormones, his pelvic bones will actually widen and his chin recede even more.”

“And what about his tits?”

“What I said about them will be true. Biologically, he already has all the assets a woman has in that area; they just need waking up.”

“So he’s going to be a woman with a cock…”

“Pretty much. After a couple of years of those hormones, his face, body hair, and voice will have altered and he’ll have the hips and tits for keeps.”

“But he’s not gay.”

“Not if he can stay out of the casino… If they get him in there, it won’t matter if he’s gay or not. In any event, there’s room in this world for all sorts; a woman with a cock is not going to be short of friends.” Keith paused and then added, “I hesitate to point out the obvious, but you're leaking,” and I looked down to see two damp spots on my shirt.

“Oh… There’s a small pump around here somewhere that I'm going to need. Meanwhile…” and I folded up a couple of tissue and stuffed them into my bra. “I don’t want to encourage this anymore; not until I have a baby.”

“No,” said Keith. “But we’re going to have to retrieve the pump from the casino; after all, you have paid for it.” I looked confused, but Keith smiled and said, “Not for you, but our friend is going to be needing it after his oestrogen course.”

-    The End    -


Extract from the Book ‘The Dangerous Penitent’

In the wild hills of Mid-Wales, Megan is on the brink of adulthood and struggling. Homeless and wrongly accused of a heinous crime, she’s given lodgings and the job of housekeeper by a priest who believes her only crime was soliciting, but for that she should pay a penance. Misfortune, misunderstandings, and Megan’s naivety encourages the pious priest to conclude she represents an increasing moral threat to the community that must be controlled, whilst his earnest attention leads Megan to develop a romantic fascination.

Marriage, of course, is out of the question and that leaves only one possible solution sanctified by the Bible that meets everyone’s aspirations, but for Megan there’s a high price to pay.

This excerpt is early in the story after the priest’s misgiving were confirmed in his mind when he witnessed Megan kissing her boyfriend.

✽ ✽ ✽

“I'm going into town again this morning.”

“Mr Downs again?” asked Megan.

“No, no… He’ll be fine for a week or two yet. No, it’s just a courtesy call on one of my other parishioners. I should only be a couple of hours.”

“Can I come again?”

The priest hesitated.

“We need various cleaning products and I could buy them while you're busy.”

“I think not, Megan. I’m not happy with you being in town alone. I don’t like to curtail your movements, especially when I'm going to town anyway, but I have to think of my parishioners.”

“Your parishioners?” she echoed with some confusion.

“Over the last few days, I have reached a decision and before you start arguing, remember this: you're free to leave here whenever you want, I won’t stop you, but if you want to remain here, it must be on my terms and I cannot allow you to venture into town unaccompanied unless together we have taken steps to safeguard others.”

“I don’t understand. Why do you need to protect other people from me?”

“Megan… Notwithstanding what you have described to me about that evening with Nick, I have witnessed you cavorting with my own eyes.”

“Cavorting?” She was not even sure she knew what it meant. “When? Where was this?” She was suddenly frightened that he’d seen her with Elly, but couldn’t understand where.

“It doesn’t matter. All that matters is that when you go into town alone, you're not able to corrupt any of the townsfolk.”

“Corrupt the townsfolk?” She was beginning to feel like a parrot. “Father, I don’t understand any of this. What is it I must do?”

*

Megan stood in Tregaron next to the cross and watched the old Landrover chug away up the main street leaving puffs of soot in the air behind the exhaust pipe. She was uncomfortable. She was wearing the same expensively tailored skirt that she had on the last time she was in town and had met Aroon, but it wasn’t her choice; the priest had insisted on it. He said it was to demonstrate to her that all actions had consequences and she should be much more careful how she behaved. She didn’t need to be more careful; ‘carefulness’ had been imposed upon her.

When he told her what he wanted, she’d been aghast. How could she possibly agree, but he’d become angry and told her she was only upset because it would stop her behaving like a prostitute.

“I'm not a prostitute,” she’d cried.

“Then prove it. If it won’t make any difference to you, then why are you refusing my conditions?”

“Because…” she cried, but couldn’t think of an answer straight away. “I’m upset because you think I'm a prostitute,” she added eventually.

“Then prove me wrong…”

And so here she was standing in the centre of Tregaron wearing a short skirt and high heels with a steel chastity belt between her legs. She had to move; she couldn’t stand there forever. She took a pace and the steel crotch strap pressed even tighter between her thighs and the cheeks of her bottom, reminding her only too vividly that she had part of her body locked beyond reach, a scarlet woman with her sex sealed up to protect the morals of the local populace. He’d allowed her to pull on a pair of lacy shorts to cover the steel band. No-one will know her secret, but that was little consolation when all she could think about was that the priest now had control of her sex.

She moved carefully, negotiating the road to move slowly up the main street. He’d given her a shopping list and a basket, and it was her job now to fulfil his instructions. The supermarket was the other end of the street and the journey was stressful in its progression, her concentration painful in its intensity with every step seeming to magnify her bondage.

The supermarket itself was distressingly well lit and much of the produce she was required to buy was either on the top or bottom shelves. The top shelves were the worst because stretching tightened the strap even more and she wasn’t convinced that the belt couldn’t be detected when her skirt lifted.

Next she went to hide in Mable’s café and sat in a corner, angled away in case anyone should glimpse between her legs. There was a loud tap of metal against wood when she sat and she peered around with a worried look, but no-one seemed to notice. Embarrassed to sit longer than forty-five minutes with her coffee, she reluctantly moved back onto the main street and turned down the first available side street.

An unbroken row of small Victorian terrace houses lined both sides of the street, their doorways opening straight out onto the narrow pavements congested by black and green wheelie bins. The smooth render of their façades was painted in an assortment of shades from white through to a garish rose pink and the small windows of their living rooms showed dark behind grey nylon net curtains.

She walked slowly, not wanting to arrive, when a door opened in front of her. A figure emerged holding a plastic rubbish bag, dropped it into the nearest bin, and then stopped dead when he turned and saw her. It was Aroon.

“Megan…”

His voice sounded too high and faltering and was closely followed by a girl’s voice from inside the house.

“Aroon… Come on?”

The girl appeared in the doorway. She was a few years older than either Aroon or Megan; a tall, fair-haired creature with large blue eyes and a generous mouth. She was clothed in a cotton shift dress that showed no signs of any underwear beneath.

“Oh… This is Glenis… Glenis, this is, er, Megan; I used to go to school with her.”

“I know; you’ve told me about her,” said Glenis. “You're the girl that survived that fire, aren’t you? I felt so sorry for you.”

“She’s living with a priest now,” said Aroon rather too quickly.

“That’s nice,” said Glenis and looked down at Megan’s long bare legs. “He must be a very progressive priest,” she said.

“Not all priest are stuffy and sexually repressed,” said Aroon.

“Pleased to meet you,” muttered Megan and looked down at her feet. Glenis’s feet were bare.

“It must be horrible to suddenly lose both parents like that,” said Glenis.

Megan frantically sought to change the subject. “What are you two up to then?” she asked lightly. She didn’t really want to know. The fact that her first potential boyfriend had himself another girl was not easy to ignore.

Glenis just grinned and didn’t even attempt to answer the question. “Nice outfit,” she said. “And I like the shoes.” She stepped out onto the pathway and the sunlight played upon the material of her dress to further refine her curves.

“We’re pretty busy, actually,” said Aroon from behind Glenis’s shoulder.

“We’re having a lazy morning,” Glenis countered. “Would you like to come in?”

“Glenis,” cried Aroon. “You promised…”

Glenis turned to him. “Oh… So you don’t want two at once?” she asked and Aroon stared at her with his mouth hanging open. “I like Megan,” she added. “She has taste, looks, and style.”

“I can't,” said Megan.

“You can,” said Aroon in a weak, faltering voice.

Glenis took a step closer and touched the wide waistband of Megan’s skirt with the palm of her hand. “Beautiful skirt,” she said and then paused. Megan held her breath; she knew that Glenis had felt the small padlock beneath the material. Her fingers traced the outline of the steel band descending down over Megan’s abdomen and then she stepped back.

“No she can't,” said Glenis. “Perhaps her priest is not so progressive after all. He seems to have locked up all her interesting bits.”

“What?” stumbled Aroon.

“Under that pretty little skirt is a metal chastity belt. Isn't that right, Megan?”

“I have to go,” said Megan and turned away.

“You may as well… You're no good to Aroon like that,” she added with laughter evident in her voice. “Pity…”

Megan was walking fast now and the sound of their chatter was fading fast when Glenis called out, “Come and find us if he ever frees you and you can tell us what it feels like to be a female eunuch; we’ll try to make up for what you’ve missed.”

Their laughter abruptly ceased with the sound of the door closing and then the visions suddenly started inside Megan’s head with Aroon lifting the cotton shift over Glenis’s head. By the time she’d reached the main street, they were quite graphic and Megan shook herself. Was she so jealous? Fuck yes… was she ever. And she wasn’t even able to touch herself.

She was suddenly struck by the unfairness of it all. There was Aroon and Glenis with their hormones raging off to play happy families while she, locked up in a chastity belt, was rendered sexless. It’s not that she wanted to make mad, passionate love with Aroon; well maybe she did, but she wouldn’t. It was more to do with the fact that she no longer had that option. She had passed control of that part of her body to the Reverend John Powell who held the key. It was he that now controlled her sex.

God… she thought and held the basket in front of her so that it knocked against her crotch. Nothing… She could feel nothing inside the metal band. Slowly and with a mounting sense of frustration, she walked back the way she’d come to meet her priest, her jailor, in the hope that he’d soon release her from her carnal incarceration.

*

Neither spoke all the way back up the lane to Bladffynnon; Megan just sat with her knees pressed together and the shopping basket on her lap. The priest parked and Megan carried the shopping into the kitchen. The priest followed and handed her a key.

“Wash and dry it and leave it on my bed ready for the next time.”

“Father, I can't. Not again.”

“You'll probably find it easier if you wear a longer skirt next time.”

“But it’s so unfair. Surely you don’t think I’m going to seduce people when I go into town?”

“Did you manage to seduce anyone today?”

“Of course not…”

“Then it worked, didn’t it?”
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