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    Author’s note 
 
      
 
    This book is a work of fiction and I intend no disparagement to the Anglican Church of England or Wales. Indeed, many of my best friends harbour religious delusions that I consider at worst harmless, but have often proven to be helpful to some people. I wish such people, of whatever faith, a happy and long life, and I hope their religion brings them peace. 
 
    The same cannot be said for far-right religious cults or followers of dominion theology who seek to impose their rather esoteric beliefs and lifestyles on others by limiting options or curtailing activities that don’t mesh well with their own world view. How dare they think that their beliefs are any more relevant than those of others, particularly when their beliefs are based on second-hand texts written millennia ago by unknown authors about a world that has long-since passed. Their assumed self-importance is staggering. 
 
    The Bible passages quoted in this story are all factually accurate; make of them what you will… 
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    Chapter 1     
The End of Innocence 
 
   Miss Birch was old school – literally. A big woman in a shapeless, beige-coloured dress, she looked haggard before the day had even started. She’d been a teacher for over forty years and children were still a mystery to her. Sixty-one years old and every year of her teaching career could be read in the wrinkles on her thin face and the lines patterning her gnarled hands. Now, in the 6th form science class at Llandower Academy, she was struggling to maintain order in the first lesson of the day. The weather was hot and sultry, and, like the sixteen and seventeen-year-olds regarding her with general disdain, she would much rather be outside in the sunshine. She thought of the weeds encroaching into her flower borders from the adjacent pastures and imagined them extending their entwining stems towards her precious tulips whilst she’s trapped in a classroom with twenty boisterous teenagers, unable to bend to their rescue. 
 
    She gazed over the sea of faces, few of them paying her any attention, and called out above the rapidly increasing ambient noise. “Where’s Megan Davies this morning? Has anyone seen Megan?” 
 
    No-one responded. 
 
    “Right. We’ll just have to start without her.” 
 
    That’s when the classroom door opened and a slender, dark-haired girl carrying a plastic carrier-bag entered. 
 
    “Sorry I’m late, Miss Birch.” 
 
    “Did you miss the bus again, Megan?” asked Miss Birch in her best sarcastic voice. 
 
    “No, Miss. I don’t use the bus. I walk.” 
 
    Miss Birch accepted Megan’s correcting assertion with ill grace. “Then you didn’t walk fast enough. I’m sick of you forever being late. Next time, I’m locking the door. I’m not having you swanning in here at whatever time you please. Everyone else manages to arrive on time and you're consistently late.” She swung round to face the rest of the class to confront the jeers, but they instantly stopped and all she saw were lines of grinning faces. They all knew it was a hollow threat; there was no way she could lock them all in the classroom. “The last time. Do you hear, Megan? The last time… Now, put your homework on my desk and sit.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss Birch, but I don’t have my homework.” 
 
    “You’ve not done the homework?” Her voice raised an octave and cracked on the last syllable to cause another cackle of laughter to ripple through the class. 
 
    “I did do it,” was Megan’s quick response. “I did it, but…” 
 
    “The dog ate it, I suppose. Do you think I’m stupid? Do you think I enjoy trying to teach a bunch of lazy dullards facts they’ll never use even if they could understand them.” 
 
    Behind her the noise level started increasing again, but she chose to ignore it. 
 
    “Three nights; that’s what you had. Three nights to complete it and you couldn’t even be bothered to make an effort.” 
 
    “I did do it. I’m trying to tell you; I did it, but it got accidentally burnt.” 
 
    “I’m not interested, Megan. I’m fed up with excuses. My life just consists of excuses.” She was now gripping Megan’s shoulder with her bony hand, her fingers digging deep into her flesh. “Excuses for being late, for missing homework, for talking, not paying attention, being cheeky, sarcastic, spiteful, vindictive, vicious. I’m not having it. Do you hear? I’m not having it.” 
 
    Now she was shaking the girl, shaking her like a rag doll and the class had suddenly become very quiet. Her face was inches from Megan’s, her eyes staring and spittle beginning to gather at the corners of her lips. “You're all the same. Evil little devils who enjoy making my life a misery. Do you never think of me? Do you?” and she grabbed at Megan’s hair to wrench her head back. 
 
    Megan screamed and lashed out, catching the woman on her cheek with the flat of her palm. There was an audible intake of breath from her fellow students and Birch took a step back, stunned into immobility as her mind processed what had just happened. 
 
    “Right…” shouted the woman as her resolve hardened. She now grabbed the girl by the arm and without even glancing at her class, pulled her through the door. 
 
    * 
 
    Glynn Howell was no match for Miss Birch, neither in mass nor fortitude as she propelled Megan into the head-teachers small office. 
 
    “This devil attacked me. Look … She attacked me,” and Birch indicated her smarting cheek which showed blush red compared with the other. “She’s always late, lazy, disruptive, never does her homework, and now she’s physically attacked me.” 
 
    Howell looked from Birch to Megan and then back again without speaking. 
 
    “Said her dog ate it… And when I tried to reason with her, she attacked me.” 
 
    Megan tried to speak, but Birch was having none of it. “Quiet girl,” she commanded. “I’m not having it… I’m not having her in my class anymore. She’s vicious and lazy. I’m not having it.” 
 
    “Well Megan, what do you have to say for yourself?” 
 
    “She was hurting me.” 
 
    “Who’s ‘she’? The cat’s mother? I’m telling you this girl is trouble. Get rid of her or else I’m going. I’m not risking being in the same room as her anymore.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Birch. Thank you. You can leave the matter in my hands now.” 
 
    The woman hovered for a few moments, unsure what to do, but Howell nodded to her in a conciliatory manner and she released Megan and backed out the door. For some time, there was silence and then Megan spoke again. “She was hurting me, pulling my hair.” 
 
    “You struck her, Megan. We can’t overlook that.” 
 
    * 
 
    It was two miles back to the farm by way of the hillside track. During rain or in winter, the track can be treacherous, but that day it was dry and the sun was warm. She pulled off her sweater and stuffed in into her bag along with her books and rested against an outcrop of grey sandstone as she stared over the gorse and coarse grass across to the other side of the wide valley. To her eyes, Mid-Wales looked friendly and inviting, but for most it was not an easy place to scrape a living from the lush, green valleys to the rough, high pastures where only sheep could thrive. She was often out in the hills, driven out by her step-father mostly. 
 
    She was nine when her mother, Alwen, remarried. Of her father, she now knew nothing. He’d just left one day whilst she was at school and her mother told her that she would be getting a new father. David Hopper, he was. A big man, much bigger than her father, with short, dark hair and, as it turned out, a violent temper and a liking for beer. What he didn’t much like was Welsh hill-farming and the house slowly became more dilapidated as the years passed with what money there was spent mostly on drink. 
 
    He’d still been in bed that morning when she left for school. That was the main reason she’d been late; she had to feed the pigs because her mother didn’t like doing it and Hopper wouldn’t. He’d be out now though, repairing fences probably. There were always fences to repair. 
 
    She looked dismally inside the carrier bag beside her at her few school books, writing pads and a gaily coloured plastic pencil case that held leaky ball pens and crayons. Crayons… She hadn’t used crayons since the fourth grade, but she always had them with her. They reminded her of happier times. She wouldn’t be needing any of them now. 
 
    Hopper was always telling her that it was a waste of time her going to school. 
 
    “She’s seventeen, she should be out there earning money.” 
 
    Each time he said it, she could hear herself in her head finishing the sentence for him: so I can spend it on beer. Now he’s got his wish, or at least he will have as soon as she can find a job. It was actually him that precipitated the situation the night before. He’d come in late from the pub, pushing his way through the kitchen to the sitting room. Megan had been there finishing her homework – the homework – and he’d scowled when he saw the papers all over the table. 
 
    “It’s cold in here,” he complained. It wasn’t. It was May and, anyway, there was nothing for the fire. “Get me a beer, girl,” he’d mumbled. She knew he’d already had a skin-full, but she wasn’t going to provoke him by arguing. When she’d returned, he was grinning and warming his hands whilst her homework was burning. She’d screamed and threw the beer onto the blaze, but all she got for it was a back-handed slap that swept her off her feet and under the dining table. Hopper grumbled, picked up the empty glass, and staggered into the kitchen for another beer. She tried to recover the papers, but it was hopeless. The little that was left unburnt was beer stained and unreadable and she’d stared aghast at the mess until he’d returned and she’d hurriedly vacated the room. 
 
    Walking desultory back into the farmhouse that bright May morning, her mother greeted her news will a dulled sense that it was only to be expected. At least now, Megan could help more around the house. She’d dreaded telling her step-father, but he’d only laughed and told her to now get off her lazy arse and earn some money. How did she feel? This wasn’t the end… It was the end of her school days, but in a year or two, when she was a little older and, perhaps after she’d earned a little money, she could leave the farm and move to Aberystwyth or Swansea, or maybe even Cardiff, and start evening classes. 
 
    Her parent’s response hadn’t been quite so laissez-faire the next day after the post had arrived and Hopper had opened a letter from Glynn Howell explaining why Megan had been expelled from school. He seemed to forget his involvement in the episode and the benefits her employment could bring to his beer fund and could only feel aggrieved that his step-daughter had let the family down so bitterly. Her long-suffering mother had to step between them to prevent a violent altercation and Megan had fled to her room. She’d listened to the argument rumbling on for what seemed like hours after that before Hopper left the house and calm was restored. 
 
    She was still in her room when Alwen, her mother, called up the stairs: “You have a visitor; Elly’s here.” 
 
    Elly was her school friend, perhaps her only school friend. “I thought you’d be in school,” said Megan as they wandered into the nearest pasture. 
 
    “I am. Or rather, I was for morning registration; they won’t miss me for a couple of periods and I’ll go back for the afternoon. I would have come over last night, but you know how I feel about your step-dad. How are you? Everyone was secretly cheering you yesterday. Old Birch thought we’d all be, like, cowered or something, but there was so much going on in the room that she could hardly make herself heard. In the end, in think she just gave up and pretended to mark books. Benson from next door came in and asked if we could keep the noise down because it was disturbing his class.” 
 
    Megan smiled. Life at the school seemed so familiar to her, but it was now no longer part of her world. 
 
    “What will you do now,” asked Elly. 
 
    “Get a job, I suppose.” 
 
    “What you need is a fella. Find someone to live with and move out of this God-forsaken place. You’ve got to shake off this virgin crap. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you with a boyfriend. If you're not careful, you're going to end up as an old spinster.” 
 
    “I'm only seventeen.” 
 
    “Yeah, and still a virgin. It’s definitely not so good when you have to rely on your own dexterity for relief.” 
 
    Megan looked away. This was not a conversation she was comfortable with. 
 
    “You do do it, don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t want to discuss it.” 
 
    “Megan…” Elly almost burst out laughing. “You prude… You don’t, do you? That’s an astonishing Victorian attitude for a modern girl. So you’ve never had an orgasm in your life?” Elly stared at her, disbelieving what she was seeing. “Do you even know what bits you have and how to go about it?” 
 
    “Of course, I know what a clit is and I'm not a prude. I just think… well, it’s not seemly.” 
 
    “Seemly? Who’s going to be watching you? Ok then, if you're so knowledgeable, how do you go about it?” 
 
    Megan just looked away again. 
 
    “It only takes a little fingering, you know, and the whole world sort of explodes into bright lights. And if you use something cock-shaped like the handle of a hairbrush as well, that makes it even better.” Megan’s head snapped around with wide eyes and Elly giggled. “Oh, I forget. You're still a virgin; you’ve still got that little experience to look forward to.” 
 
    “Can we talk about something else, please?” 
 
    “Sure… Does that woolly shirt you're wearing make your nipples itch?” and her giggling increased threefold. 
 
    Elly had a cup of tea and some toast and then, watched by Megan with an odd sense of nostalgia, set off back to school. Alone again, her thoughts turned to more pressing matters; in particular, the need to find a job. Tregaron was the nearest town of any size and twenty minutes away on the bus, but paid employment proved to be elusive. On her first attempt later that afternoon, she tried all the shops, pubs and the hotel, but none had anything to offer. Her second attempt the next day was even worse when she approached the few industrial works in the area only to be told that either there was nothing going, or that she should ring the head office and ask for an employment application form. 
 
    She lay in bed with her mind skipping from frame to frame as the video of her life played in her head. Hopper was out at his favourite pub and unlikely to be back until almost midnight and her mother would be in bed herself by now. She thought about Hopper; how he bullies and dominates everything at the farm and how he had indirectly precipitated the events at the school and her subsequent expulsion, and she replayed every approach she’d made looking for employment. How could she be expected to work if there were no jobs? 
 
    With a long sigh, she curled up into a foetal ball beneath the covers with her hands between her legs and twitched as her wrist pressed against her sex. Elly’s words drifted through her head and she began moving a finger within her vaginal cleft as if she was doing nothing more than subduing a troublesome itch, which, in a way, she was. Her skin was soon moist with a most effective lubricant and that changed the character of the stimulation beyond belief. Now she stretched out on the bed with her legs spread wide, totally absorbed with the task in hand; her movements became faster, the pressure of her fingers firmer, and her breathing heavier and more ragged. 
 
    And then it happened. For the very first time, her clitoris suddenly became much too sensitive to touch and she paused in mid-stroke with her mouth agape and her eyes open wide. Her pelvic muscles spontaneously contracted and the spasming fanned out like waves in a pond, travelled up her spine and locked her face in an attitude of fixed astonishment. It was as much as she could do to stop herself calling out as the oxytocin rush hit her brain and she curled up into a tight ball with a pitiful-sounding whimper. 
 
    Her first orgasm had wracked her body and her life would never be the same again. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2     
An End to Childhood 
 
   It was more than two weeks before she found any work and then it was three mornings a week cleaning rooms in a guest house for minimum wage. It gave her £31.65 after paying her bus fare and of that, Hopper claimed £20 rent ‘now she was working’. She didn’t argue; in a few months she’d be eighteen and legally an adult, then she could do whatever she wanted. 
 
    It was on one of those days when she was in Tregaron at lunch time that she met Aroon. She knew him by sight from school. He was a couple of years older than her and was working for a packaging company in the outskirts of town. He’d smiled with recognition when he saw her sitting on a bench in the park and they got to talking, one thing led to another and they arranged to meet that evening outside the Dragon pub where a local rock band was due to play. 
 
    Aroon was like a breath of fresh air; her first real date and it was important that everything was just right although she didn’t have a lot of choice when it came to clothes: a short, Lycra skirt, a t-shirt with a picture of The Darling Buds on the front, the only pair of shoes with any sort of heel she owned, and an old leather jacket her mother had bought for her at a boot sale some month’s before. Then she applied as much of her mother’s make-up as she dared and waited until Hopper had left the house before running down to the stop just in time to catch the eight o'clock bus. She felt good with her long hair freed from its usual ponytail to hang over her shoulders. This is what life was all about. This was being grown up. 
 
    Aroon wasn’t there. 
 
    She waited outside the bar for forty minutes in the hope that he’d appear, but he didn’t and she daren’t go inside without him. She was just about to walk sullenly back to the bus stop, when a voice behind her made her turn. 
 
    “Been stood-up, babe?” 
 
    She pulled the jacket tighter about her body and looked shyly away. 
 
    “Aw, don’t be like that. My names Nick. Come inside and I’ll buy you a drink.” 
 
    She looked at him and then at the lights inside the bar. Nick was perhaps in his early twenties, tall – much taller than her - jeans, checked shirt, and a build that suggested that he spent much of his week in the gym. Dusk was falling fast and the bar looked welcoming. “Alright,” she said after a long consideration. “Megan,” and she gave him a shy smile. 
 
    “I know. I recognise you. I did some work for your dad a few months back.” It was hardly a reference, but she was pleased to know they inhabited the same world, had ‘contacts’ in common. He bought her a vodka and orange without asking her age and they settled at the back of the bar where the sound level was merely deafening. He seemed nice. What conversation they were able to have was intelligent and casual and she relaxed. He bought her another drink. 
 
    By her third drink, she was feeling very relaxed and when his arm, which had been draped across her shoulders, reeled her in and turned her onto his body for a kiss, she found herself responding naturally. 
 
    “My, you're a sweet one,” he said and she giggled; no-one had ever told her that before. “Let’s go outside for some air,” he suggested. Her head was feeling muzzy and fresh air would probably do her good. She grabbed her jacket and he steered her through the crowds to the relative calm of the night. Outside, it was dark and getting much cooler and she moved to pull on her jacket, but Nick told her she didn’t need that; he’d keep her warm and led her across the road towards the shadows of the park. 
 
    “I don’t think we ought to,” she heard herself say through the fog that was clouding her thoughts, but he wasn’t listening. They passed through the sparse undergrowth and quite suddenly the night was much darker and the music now distant and muffled. He pressed her against a tree and kissed her again, and when her arms were round his neck, his hand closed over her breast and squeezed. An evening of firsts; no-one had ever done that before either and by the time he released her from the kiss and she could breathe again, his hand was inside her t-shirt and had displaced her bra. She gasped as he now clenched soft flesh, fingers and thumb closing over a nipple that was as hard as rubber. 
 
    “Nick, please don’t,” but his mouth was on hers again and she was once again silenced. He was holding her tightly, crushing her against the tree both with his hand as he kneaded and squeezed and with his knee that he was forcing between hers. Her t-shirt was now rucked up to her shoulders to uncover both breasts and he dropped his other hand from her head so that he could hold her with both. She turned her head away to break the kiss and tried to push him away, but he was much heavier than her and he just gripped her tighter, two handfuls locked inside his strong fingers. 
 
    “Nick, don’t. Let me go…” 
 
    “Aw, come on. Why d’ya think I’ve been buying you drinks?” and he released her right breast only for his hand to grab the hem of her skirt. 
 
    “No…” she cried, but he wasn’t listening. His hand was between her legs and easily defeating the thin pants she was wearing. 
 
    “God, you're wet. You must be gagging for it.” 
 
    She wanted to cry out, but the shock of finding his fingers on her, insidious and manipulating, caused her to catch her breath and she paused as she felt her legs weaken and her knees begin to tremble. Then his lips were on her again, his tongue pushing into her mouth to smother all dissent as he pulled her skirt up around her waist and pushed her panties to her knees. He pulled her against him with a hand on her bottom, his fingers gripping her so tightly she felt she was being moulded to his needs, and she could feel his erection within his jeans. She gasped as his fingers left her wet and gaping, but he was only unfastening his jeans. Conflicted, she tried to push him away again, but instead her hand fell on his penis, thick and long and as hard as wood, and now it was his turn to moan as her fingers closed about him. 
 
    Her mind was a fog and her path unclear. She wanted so much to be consumed by this beast that now raged at her door driven on by hormones almost too powerful to ignore. She longed to feel his power slide into her, to fill her and raise her melancholy existence above its cheerless and monotonous norm. He lifted her with both hands under her cheeks and her legs naturally folded upwards. When he pressed her back against the trunk, her pants trapped her knees above waist level and stopped her lowering her legs and she felt the tip of his erection seeking between her thighs, nudging against the entrance of her sex. In moments, she’d be impaled on him and her life will have changed forever. 
 
    “No… Leave me alone.” She thumped his chest, but he barely noticed. Instead, he leaned in for another kiss to stifle her cries. “No…” she cried again. “Don’t…” and then screamed when she felt herself sliding onto him. 
 
    “God… I didn’t know you were a virgin,” he said and then chuckled. “That means that you'll remember me forever.” 
 
    “Hello… Are you alright in there?” It was a female voice coming from the road side. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Sandra?” A male voice. 
 
    “I think there’s a girl in trouble in the park. I just heard a scream.” 
 
    Nick had stopped and was still. “Help me,” Megan called again. “Please…” 
 
    “Where are you?” It was the male this time. Nick released his hold and she fell to the ground. In an instant, he was gone, vanishing into the night like a ghost. “Are you all right?” 
 
    She could see the silhouette of a couple standing on the path and peering into the sparse vegetation of the park and struggled to her feet, pulled down her t-shirt and straightened her underwear and skirt. 
 
    “I'm ok. He’s gone,” and she staggered out into the dim illumination offered by the overhead lamp and smiled at her rescuers. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You need to be more careful who you take into the bushes,” offered the girl. 
 
    “Yer… Like you ever bothered,” added the lad and the girl gave him a playful punch to the chest. 
 
    “You're sure you're ok now?” 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” said Megan. “Here comes my bus… Thanks again…” She ran up the road to meet the bus with her arm out and the bus obediently stopped. She should be able to make it back to the farm before Hopper returned from the pub. 
 
    * 
 
    The next day was Saturday and, as arranged, Megan and Elly met in Tregaron. They sat in the coffee shop and it wasn’t long before the adventure of the night before was retold in all its gory detail. 
 
    “He knew you were a virgin?” 
 
    “He soon realised. Let’s just say he was finding things a little more difficult than anticipated.” 
 
    “Ooo…” said Elly. “Well, look on the bright side: you're not a virgin any longer.” 
 
    “And why is that a good thing?” 
 
    Elly didn’t answer. Instead she said, “Drink up. We’re catching the bus to Aberystwyth.” 
 
    “Elly, I can’t afford that.” 
 
    “My treat. I need to buy something.” 
 
    The bus from Tregaron to Aberystwyth takes just under the hour to cover the twenty-two miles to the unofficial capital of Mid-Wales. It’s a thriving market seaside town and major tourist attraction on Cardigan Bay with many shops, broad beaches, and a mild climate. It is also home to a major Welsh university and its student population of over 10,000 almost doubles the town’s permanent residents during term time. So it was that Elly and Megan found themselves mingling with a youthful and exuberant crowd as they threaded their way around the shops. 
 
    What Elly had in mind only became apparent when she unexpectedly stopped outside a small shop with a window display of rather eccentric ‘party wear’ outfits. Inside, its true character was revealed to be an adult shop specializing in erotic clothing, toys and appliances. 
 
    “I'm going to buy you a present,” she said mysteriously. 
 
    “Elly, please. I don’t think this is a good idea.” 
 
    “Nonsense. We’re not coming all this way to back out now. You’ll be thanking me soon, you see.” 
 
    What was chosen was a chromed plastic, torpedo-shaped vibrator, 3 cm thick and over 125 cm long. Megan regarded it with horror, turning it over in her fingers as she stared at its rounded tip. Elly turned the knurled base and Megan almost dropped it as it burst into life with a quiet hum that sizzled in her fingertips. She just as quickly turned the demonic thing off and then stared about her with frightened eyes in case anyone had heard the sound. Nobody had and Elly grinned fit to burst. 
 
    “You’ll love it... If you’re not going to find yourself a man, at least you can experience a bit of what you're missing.” 
 
    “Elly, really… This is just not me.” 
 
    “Then it should be. Just give it a try and if you don’t like it, we’ll throw it away.” 
 
    “But it’s nearly £20.” 
 
    “So? Consider it a school leaving present from me.” 
 
    Elly was going to buy it anyway, so Megan capitulated, took the boxed toy from the cashier, and slipped it deep into her handbag making sure it was well concealed beneath layers of paper tissues and miscellaneous detritus. 
 
    Back at the farm, she drew only cool looks and sarcastic comments from David Hopper as she announced she’d been to Aberystwyth with Elly, comments that were only partially mollified when she added that Elly had paid the fares and that she hadn't bought anything. 
 
    That evening, whatever she’d told Elly, inside she was tingling with anticipation. Hopper went out and she climbed into a hot bath and lay soaking herself, absorbing the heat and gazing down at her body that was becoming more womanly with every passing day. Back in her bedroom, she wriggled down under the covers, surreptitiously cradling the phallic vibrator and wondering if it would be audible if she turned it on. It wasn’t. Held under the covers, she could hear nothing. She touched herself with the tip and almost screamed. Hurriedly, she turned it off and lay gazing up at the stained ceiling, panting. 
 
    Instead, she touched herself with the now inert tip and slid the smooth surface the length of her labia. It felt delicious, quite unlike anything she’d felt before. Then she paused. This was the test… The tip hovered over the opening of her sex and tentatively she nudged it against herself and sighed. Already it was as deep as Nick had gone and she felt it sliding against her sensitive vaginal walls, surfaces that before Nick had dared to intrude had never been touched. She pushed it deeper and felt her chamber stretching, opening as the tip of the phallus encroached further. When all but the knurled ring at its base was consumed, she felt quite full, a little discomforted by the unfamiliar mass inside her, and surprisingly lustful. 
 
    She partially withdrew the device only to reseat it with another deep sigh. It was now moving easier and felt more sensuous as her secretions spread along its length. A few more thrusts and it was beginning to feel natural; this is what she was made for… Well, not exactly a plastic phallus, but the organic equivalent. Her thrusts were getting faster, keeping pace with her heart and her breathing, and now she could feel her pelvic muscles reacting and the surface of her belly registering the oscillating bulk of the vibrator. 
 
    The vibrator… She paused and looked about the still room. The house was deathly quiet around her and she wondered if she dared. She had to… She had to at least try it. With the thing embedded to its hilt, she turned the knurled ring. It jumped into life like a trapped hornet and in her surprise, she slapped both hands against her crotch and forced it deeper. A muted whimper passed her lips and she clamped her teeth about her covering quilt to silence all sound as her fingers feverishly delved inside to recover the device. She eased it half-way out and then changed her mind and pushed it back again. Now it was in her left hand with her right fully occupied stroking the little bud of her clitoris while the phallus rapidly reciprocated with tingling relentlessness. 
 
    She climaxed as a towering wall built entirely of emotional energy collapsed on her prone body like a dam bursting. Her hand stilled against her over-sensitised clit while her pelvic muscles gripped the wildly vibrating phallus with youthful enthusiasm and her left hand scrabbled to twist its control ring and still the demonic device. 
 
    Twice more that evening, she reached for the plastic torpedo to bury it deep inside her loins and wring shattering orgasms from her restless and exhausted body, but on neither occasion was she prepared to again touch the vibrating tip directly against her clitoris. 
 
    * 
 
    The next day, she was back in Tregaron cleaning at the guest house and was surprised to find Aroon waiting for her at the gate at one-thirty. She walked straight past him as if he wasn’t there. 
 
    “Aw, don’t be like that. It wasn’t my fault. Dad was using the car and I couldn’t get here. There’d have been no problem if you’d only had a phone.” 
 
    “Where could I get a phone from,” she said caustically. “I can barely afford the bus.” 
 
    “Give me another chance. Tonight. We can go and get a coffee at Mable’s.” 
 
    She considered this. Maybe it wasn’t his fault and she couldn’t hold him to blame for her own stupidity in the park the other night. Mable’s café did not serve alcohol and was in the very centre of the town. She should be safe enough there. 
 
    “Ok, but you’d better be there this time. Walk if you have to.” 
 
    He grinned. “I’ll be there. Eight-thirty, Mable’s. Gotta go now; lunch break’s over,” and he set off up the street at a run. Megan grinned. She did like Aroon. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3     
The End of Life 
 
   That evening was a re-run of two nights before and she waited up in her room for Hopper to leave for the pub. Just after seven, earlier than usual, she heard the front door close with its customary ‘bang’ and grinned as she added the finishing touches to her make-up. She was wearing the same little, black skirt, but this time, because of the cooler weather, she’d put on a thicker shirt rather than the T. Her favourite bra, the one she wore before, was in the wash and she only had shabby looking grey ones that once-upon-a-time used to be white. Having dressed herself, she now removed the shirt and the bra. The shirt was thick enough to wear without one and, well, it wasn’t entirely unpleasant the other night even if the guy did turn out to be a sod… Perhaps Aroon might enjoy a furtive grope? 
 
    Her mother was waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs, staring up at her with a strange look on her face. Megan thought she was in for another argument; her mother she could handle, but she’d misinterpreted her expression. 
 
    “I used to be like you once,” she said in a dreamy voice. “Is he nice?” 
 
    “It’s Aroon from school. He used to be 2 years ahead of me and now works in Tregaron.” 
 
    “Well, you be careful and try to be back before your dad. Have you got enough for the bus?” 
 
    Megan nodded and picked her jacket off the hook. That was when the front door flew open and David Hopper appeared in the frame glaring at his daughter. 
 
    “Sneaking off whoring again?” His voice was barely under control and his hands were physically shaking. He turned to his wife: “Did you know about this?” 
 
    “Know about what? Megan’s just going out to see a friend.” 
 
    “Like she did the other night… dressed up like a tramp to hang about outside the ‘Dragon’ looking for customers.” 
 
    “Dad… I wasn’t.” 
 
    “If you wasn’t, why is it that Constable Evans has just stopped me in the lane to tell me you was? He said he’d received a complaint about you hanging around and going off into the bushes with people. Tell me that’s not true…” 
 
    “I was waiting for somebody, but he didn’t turn up…” 
 
    “So, you was there. And were they lying when they said you led men off into the park?” 
 
    “I… It wasn’t like that.” 
 
    “Look at her… She’s a slut, that’s what she is. How much did you make? Give it to me.” 
 
    “I didn’t make anything. I wasn’t…” 
 
    “Liar,” shouted Hopper and snatched at the neck of her shirt, ripping it open from neck to hem with buttons pinging off like machine gun bullets. “Look… Just look at that. Tits out for anyone.” 
 
    She snatched at the sides of her shirt to close it together, but Hopper was far from finished. He grabbed Megan by the arm. “Where’s my paddling slipper,” he barked. 
 
    “You can’t; not with her,” wailed Alwen, but Hopper was adamant. 
 
    “I’m not having her disgracing the family like that. Now fetch me my slipper, woman, or you’ll be next…” Alwen reluctantly went up the stairs to their bedroom to fetch Hopper’s favourite instrument, a flat slipper with a heavy, rubber sole. Meanwhile, Hopper dragged Megan into the dining room and sat on one of the upright chairs. “It’s been a long time since you had a proper spanking, girl, but you’ve certainly earned one now,” and he pulled her across his knee. Alwen reappeared holding the slipper and, with a palm firmly on Megan back, he snatched it from his distraught wife. 
 
    Megan was struggling. This was so demeaning and it was all a misunderstanding. “Dad… Please don’t.” 
 
    “Don’t you fucking ‘Dad’ me. You're not my spawn. You're nothing but a common slut and this is what sluts get, isn’t it, Alwen?” Alwen looked shamefaced and turned away, but didn’t answer him. With that, he pulled the short Lycra skirt up to her waist and tugged at the thin nylon panties she’d put on. The waistband parted, one side ripped apart, and they slipped down the other thigh to expose the cheeks of her bare bottom. There was a loud ‘clap’ and Megan shrieked. He’d slapped her with the sole of the slipper and the resultant pain stung her like a wasp. She didn’t know it would hurt so much and it didn’t get any easier as he continued with her ‘punishment’. Twelve times he brought the slipper down with as much force as he could muster and by the end, her skin was bright red and throbbing. 
 
    “Stand up, slut,” he barked and pushed her off his lap. She rolled onto the floor and then struggled to her feet whilst trying to pull the hem of her skirt down. Hopper leaned forward and in one quick motion, dragged the material from her hands and pulled the garment down to her ankles. Frantically, she sought to recover it, but was instantly stilled by his angry bark: “Leave it. Let’s see what the locals are buying.” 
 
    She was so shocked she just stared at him with one hand covering her crotch and the other arm folded over her naked breasts, but Hopper wasn’t yet satisfied. He grabbed the shoulders of her wrecked shirt and dragged it down her back to entangle her arms in the tight cuffs and expose her breasts. She squealed and tried to cover herself again, but she couldn’t pull her hands through the buttoned cuffs and the shirt was now too low behind her legs for her to lift her hands sufficiently. 
 
    “Not bad, slut. Perhaps you have got a budding career in front of you.” She turned away, but the power of his voice brought her back to stand trembling with her arms at her sides. “Look at that, Alwen. Your slutty daughter has a woman’s body.” 
 
    “David, please leave her alone,” but he wasn’t listening. He was gazing at the full breasts with their surprising large teats for one so young. And he was scrutinizing her depilated pubis with her inner labial lips just visible between her thighs. “She’s got flaps like you, Alwen. ‘Fact she’s just like you, only younger. If she’s going to be living under my roof, it’s only right that she shares the womanly duties,” and he reached out to touch her. Megan was instantly a flurry of tangled arms and twisting torso as she struggled to unhook his fingers with Alwen crying out, “David, no… You can’t.” 
 
    “And why not. Look at this,” and he held out moist fingers. “The sluts gagging for it and it’s not like we’re actually related. I don’t see why everyone else in the area gets to use ‘ere and I don’t.” 
 
    Megan suddenly tore an arm free, grabbed her skirt from the floor, and scampered up the stairs. Hopper jumped to his feet, but Alwen stepped in front of him. “No, David. Not her; take me.” 
 
    “You! Why should I want to take you?” and he stared at the now empty staircase. “Aw, fuck it. I'm going to the pub. We’ll talk about this more when I get back,” and he turned on his heel and stalked out the front door, slamming it in his wake. Both Alwen and Megan, who was cowering at the top of the stairs, knew exactly what would happen when he returned. Alwen sagged down on the old settee while Megan crept back into her bedroom. 
 
    * 
 
    Another hour had passed by the time Megan picked her way back down the steep staircase and in her hand was a plastic carrier bag containing a few clothes and a pair of white canvas sneakers. She was still wearing the black skirt; it was her only one apart from two grey school skirts and a couple of summer frocks. The frocks were in the carrier bag along with two pairs of jeans, two t-shirts, some underwear, a thin blanket, and a tattered cloth doll. She was wearing the leather jacket. There was nothing else; no books, ornaments or keepsakes; nothing apart from the vibrating dildo. 
 
    For a moment, it looked like her mother wasn’t going to say anything, but then she asked: “Have you got any money?” Megan nodded, but Alwen pressed another forty pounds into her hand anyway. “Take care of yourself.” There were tears in her eyes, but her emotions had been stifled for so long, she made no move towards Megan. 
 
    “And you,” said the girl and stepped forward to hug her. The caress lasted no more than an instant and then, without looking back, she opened the door and stepped out into the twilight. 
 
    * 
 
    She was pleased for the blanket that night. She reckoned she’d walked about six miles, first down to the main road that led back into Tregaron and then across to the Lampeter road. By that time, it was almost midnight and she curled up in the corner of a bus shelter with the blanket wrapped tightly around her shoulders and bare legs. Her plan was to get to Cardiff. She’d been there once, long ago when her mother first met Hopper. It was the largest city she’d ever seen and the three of them had spent hours just walking round the shops and looking at the castle and docks. They’d stayed in a small B&B near the river and she remembered seeing homeless people – other homeless people – sleeping rough under the bridges. That would be her first stop; they would help her, ‘show her the ropes’. 
 
    She was going to hitch-hike, seek a lift from a passing motorist. It shouldn’t be too difficult, but she knew better than to try it at night; the morning will be soon enough. 
 
    The morning, when it came was damp and misty. Micky Mouse’s hands on her watch told her it was seven-forty-five and she realised with a groan that she had nothing with her to eat or drink. Never mind; she’d stop in Lampeter and buy a sandwich from one of the supermarkets. ‘Ah well… Nothing ventured,’ she thought and stood at the kerb ready to hold her thumb out to the next passing motorist. This was another thing she’d never done before… 
 
    Seven cars and four trucks passed over the next five minutes without stopping before a white van slowed. It pulled into the kerb some twenty metres up the road and Megan picked up her bag and hurried towards it. She’d not reached it before a small police car slowed to a stop beside her and the van drove off. 
 
    “Megan Davies?” asked the officer through the open window and she nodded. “Jump in; I’ll give you a lift.” 
 
    “I'm not going back.” 
 
    The officer looked at her strangely and then smiled. “Don’t worry, love. I’ll not take you home. I'm taking you to Tregaron police station. The sergeant is wanting a little word with you.” 
 
    She looked at the man and then up the road towards Lampeter. The van was out of sight. 
 
    “It’s not really an invitation, Megan. More of a requirement.” 
 
    Reluctantly she opened the door and slid into the passenger seat. “Is this about that complaint someone made last night? I wasn’t doing what they said, y’know. They were making it all up.” 
 
    “Best let the sergeant sort everything out,” and they lapsed into silence for the ten minutes it took to drive back to the station. 
 
    “Morning, Jack,” said Sergeant Hughes who was manning the desk in the small station. “Who’s your friend?” 
 
    “This is Megan Davies. I found here trying to hitch a lift to Lampeter.” 
 
    “Was she now… Best show her into Interview Room 1. I’ll tell the inspector.” He looked at the girl, at her bedraggled state and the plastic carrier bag in her hand. “Would you like a cup of tea, Megan?” 
 
    She nodded and then followed the constable along a passage and into a small room with a desk and four chairs. The tea was most welcome, particularly as it was accompanied by a plate of biscuits, but she was uneasy. Were they just going to return her to David Hopper? Should she tell them about him? About how he was planning to abuse her because he thought she was now a prostitute? The biscuits were all gone by the time the door opened and a small, fat man of about fifty entered accompanied by a younger policewoman. The woman stood by the door and the man made himself comfortable in a chair on the opposite side of the table. 
 
    “My name is Inspector Reece and you are Megan Davies of Vale End Farm…” Megan nodded. “Where were you going, Megan?” 
 
    She looked sullen. “Don’t know… Cardiff, maybe.” 
 
    “That’s a long way. Have you got friends there?” She shook her head. “You don’t know anyone there at all?” She shook her head again. 
 
    “Why were you going to Cardiff?” 
 
    “I had to get away.” When the inspector didn’t say anything, she continued. “He gets drunk every night and last night we had an argument.” 
 
    “An argument?” the inspector repeated and glanced knowingly over his shoulder at the policewoman. 
 
    “Constable Evans told him I was soliciting outside the pub in Tregaron.” 
 
    “And were you?” 
 
    “Of course not. I was waiting for a friend.” 
 
    “And was this friend called Nick Barrett?” 
 
    “No. Nick came along while I was waiting.” 
 
    “But you took Nick into the park, didn’t you? Took him into the bushes?” 
 
    “That was him. He took me over there for some air and then started kissing me and stuff.” 
 
    “That’s not what Nick says. He says you encouraged him over there and wanted money from him.” 
 
    “That’s not true. Was it him that made the complaint? He was trying to rape me, y’know.” 
 
    “Really? Well it doesn’t matter now, does it?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “After last night when you had this argument with your father.” 
 
    “Step-father,” corrected Megan. 
 
    “Yes, Step-father. I expect you were really mad at him, weren’t you? Him thinking that you were soliciting and all. What did he say to you?” 
 
    “He said that if I thought I was that grown-up, then I can share ‘womanly duties’ with my mum. He ripped my clothes and started touching me and I run upstairs.” 
 
    “What happened then?” 
 
    “Then he just went to the pub and I packed up my things and left. I’m not going back, you know.” 
 
    “No… There’s nothing to go back to, is there?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean, it’s all gone. There’s no house left, is there? It was destroyed in the fire. They're dead, Megan. Your parents are both dead. They died in the fire.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 4     
A New Friend 
 
   The inspector sipped at his mug of tea while he considered his suspect. “She’s a cool one alright.” The girl was motionless in the interview room, elbows on table and a biscuit hovering half-way to her mouth. 
 
    “She certainly doesn’t seem to be very upset.” Sergeant Hughes and Inspector Reece were both watching Megan through the glass panel in the interview room door, watching the back of her head. 
 
    “There were tears when we told her, but not many and they may have just been for herself when she realised that we knew.” 
 
    “What are you going to do with her?” 
 
    “I can’t do anything. We have no evidence that it was her that started the fire.” 
 
    “But that petrol. Even I could smell it as soon as I got near the place.” 
 
    “She says Hopper always kept a plastic can by the front door.” 
 
    “Well then, that must have been an awfully big temptation for her.” 
 
    “The fire officer isn’t sure. It could have been the source, the fire was certainly burning hottest in that area, but it could also have started elsewhere and just spread to the fuel can.” 
 
    “So, she’s caught soliciting and has a huge argument with father before she runs away and the house burns down. That’s quite a coincidence.” 
 
    “And it was only two weeks ago that she was expelled from school for striking a teacher. No, there’s no doubt that she did it, but she’s brazen enough to just deny everything and I just can’t prove it.” 
 
    “She’s still a minor, isn’t she?” 
 
    “For another couple of months.” 
 
    “And she now has nowhere to go?” 
 
    “I can’t really stop her going where she pleases.” 
 
    “If she disappears down to Cardiff or wherever, you’ll never find her again let alone prove her guilt. What about finding her somewhere to stay round here?” 
 
    “And where do you suggest? I don’t know anyone who might want a murderess and a prostitute lodging with them.” 
 
    “Reverend Powell.” Inspector Reece looked blank. “Reverend John Powell. He’s the vicar for the country parishes north of here and lives in an old, rambling vicarage up at Bladffynnon in the hills. He was telling me that he’s finding it hard since his wife died to keep the house going and stay on top of his clerical duties. Perhaps he could use a housekeeper; he’s certainly got enough room up there and it’s so far off the main road that she’d find it hard to go into town of an evening. That should keep her out of mischief and, with any luck, he’ll be able to find out what really happened last night.” 
 
    “How did his wife die?” 
 
    “An accident. They’d only been married about five years when she fell from the tower at Llanglysn Church. It’s one of his parishes and has a particularly impressive tower. It’s thought she was trying to hang a flag from its mast. Very sad… She was a lovely girl, only about twenty-eight years old.” 
 
    “How old is Reverend Powell then?” 
 
    “Oh, she was much younger than he was. He must be more than forty now. Yes, beautiful girl, she was. He certainly chose well with her.” Hughes gave a small conspiratorial chuckle. “Even vicars are allowed to enjoy their private moments, you know.” 
 
    “And you think this Reverend Powell is an appropriate person to chaperone our Miss Davies?” 
 
    “Can’t think of anyone better. He’s a man of God and a strict Anglican. You’ve only got to sit through one of his sermons to realise that he wouldn’t put up with any nonsense and, anyway, as you said yourself, who else would risk a violent murderess and prostitute living in their house?” 
 
    “Ok. At least we’ll know where she is. Give him a ring and see what he thinks.” 
 
    * 
 
    Megan sat in the interview for what seemed like hours, but at least they kept giving her cups of tea. She didn’t like Inspector Reece. He just told her that her mother was dead, just like that, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, and all she could do was stare out of the window. She felt so numb, like nothing mattered anymore. Perhaps she wasn’t the world’s best mum, but she was her mum and it wasn’t her fault that she couldn’t stand up to Hopper. Almost every night she could hear them, the small cries and the slaps when he beat her, and every morning she’d be down in the kitchen preparing breakfast for him as if nothing was wrong. But Megan knew better. Megan knew that inside she was dead, that her life had become nothing more than a chore that she could never complete and never avoid. Perhaps death was even a welcome release for her. 
 
    As for Hopper, she was glad. He was an evil man, a lazy drunkard and deserved no sympathy from her. She knew what he was planning for her when he got back from the pub and she had no regrets about leaving him. She did, of course, regret leaving her mother, but she had no choice. Then, the evil bastard had to go and burn the house down with his fucking cigarettes and kill them both… There was no doubt in her mind. He always staggered in and crashed-out on the settee in the living room for one last fag before dragging himself upstairs to torment her mother. It happened every night, it’s just that last night he must have fallen asleep. It wouldn’t have taken much to set that old sofa smouldering and the fumes would have soon killed him. 
 
    She hoped with all her heart that her mother had died in her sleep. 
 
    The interview room door opened and Inspector Reece entered. “Megan, you can go now, but I’d like you to stay in the area whilst our investigations are still continuing just in case we need to ask you anything.” 
 
    “I have nowhere to stay now…” 
 
    “No, we know that and I think we can help you there. I've been speaking to the Reverend Powell. He says he knows you. You used to go to church at Treflyn.” 
 
    “I remember him.” 
 
    “Well, his wife died two years ago and he’s having difficultly dealing with both the vicarage and his parishes on his own. He’d like you to become his live-in housekeeper for a few weeks, just to see how you get on. He has plenty of room up there and is prepared to pay you. What do you think?” 
 
    She didn’t need long to consider the offer. “A job and a place to stay. Ok…” 
 
    “Good,” said Reece. “We’ll drive you up there.” 
 
    The drive up to Bladffynnon was ten miles long and 500 metres high, the last five miles along a meandering tarmacked track that climbed steadily through scrubby trees and bracken. It passed a couple of hill farms en route and eventually levelled off onto high moorland strewn with limestone outcrops, stunted ash, birch and rowan, and a scattering of Welsh mountain sheep. The track suddenly dropped into a grove of sessile oaks and there in front of them, looking like a toy somebody had misplaced, was a small church. 
 
    The building was constructed of grey limestone with a slate roof on a simple, rectangular floor plan. Facing them was the South Porch, a plain shelter covering the church’s main entrance and above it on the west end of the church was a raised bell-gable in lieu of a tower, its hollow arch no longer housing the bell that once would have drawn the parishioners. Around the church was the old graveyard with headstones covered in moss and lichen, some still standing, but most leaning drunkenly or lying flat. 
 
    “Strange to find this all the way up here,” said the inspector. 
 
    “Oh, there used to be a whole village here not that long ago. It was a mining community, but shrivelled away to nothing when the mine closed to leave just the church. You can still find the foundations of the old miners’ cottages scattered along the hillside behind the church. I don’t think the church is ever used now, but Reverend Powell has got the vicarage comfortable and likes the solitude up here. That’s the vicarage over to the right.” 
 
    Sergeant Hughes swung the car around in a wide arc before the small church and the vicarage came into view: a large stone building merging seamlessly into the rocky landscape. It looked foreboding and austere, a rectangular lime-washed monolith sitting low in the hillside under a dark, slate roof with a central doorway and nine identical windows piercing the otherwise featureless façade like black holes in snow, two to either side of the doorway and five equi-spaced in a row across the upper floor. 
 
    The sergeant stopped beside an old Landrover and Megan sat silently in the back seat staring out of the window at her new home. She thought Vale End Farm was a lonely place, but it was a metropolis compared to this; the nearest habitation was a ramshackled farm about a mile back down the track. Just then, Reverend Powell appeared around the side of the house pushing a wheelbarrow containing a huge ball of rolled-up brambles. He emptied the barrow onto a pile of similar cuttings and walked towards the car with a jovial wave of his hand. Megan recognised him straight away. It had been a year since she’d last seen him, she and her mother usually frequented one of the nearer parish churches for Sunday Mass, but she remembered his last sermon; how could she forget? It was all about sins of the flesh and the subsequent consequences for the afterlife. His booming voice and dire warnings were still fresh in her mind. Now, however, he seemed totally different and beamed a wide smile as he approached. 
 
    “Good morning, gentlemen, Megan. It’s good to see you.” 
 
    His three visitors climbed from the car and the men shook his hand. He smiled at Megan, his manner affable and welcoming. 
 
    “Come in, come in. Tea for all? I even have cake; a fine Victoria sponge that Mrs Daniels made for me.” 
 
    Reece readily agreed, if only to see the accommodation and living conditions to which he was subjecting the girl. They followed the priest across a series of stone slabs that patterned the rough grass lawn and through the door of the house. Their host had to duck to enter, his 182 height matching the height of the lintel. Megan watched as he appeared to squeeze through the doorway, his plate-like hands gripping the door jamb to steady himself and his thick, wiry black hair brushed back to hang well below his collar. He was a big man in many ways, not least of which was his personality. She remembered his hard stare from the pulpit and the generous smile he always offered his parishioners afterwards. He was in smiling mode now and gestured to his visitors to take seats at his dark oak dining table. 
 
    He filled a kettle, opened the top of the range, and placed it on the hotplate. The old cooker made the room hot despite leaving the outside door ajar and the men removed their coats. Megan pulled her leather jacket tighter around her body. Soon, china cups, saucers, and plates littered the long table and, in the centre, in pride of place, was Mrs Daniels’ sponge. 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear about your parents, Megan. Please accept my condolences and find consolation in the fact that they're now with our Lord. I prayed for them when I heard.” 
 
    “Thank you, Father,” said Megan in little more than a whisper. 
 
    “I understand that you have agreed to accept Megan as your housekeeper,” said Reece. 
 
    “Indeed, if she’s happy to be so isolated up here. I seldom get visitors; even the mail is delivered to the post office down in the village.” 
 
    “May I ask what her duties will be?” 
 
    “Just the usual domestic duties. I shall expect her to cook breakfast, a light lunch, and the evening meal every day. In addition, I would like her to do the laundry and keep the vicarage and the little church here clean and tidy. Obviously, there’s a lot of catching up to do.” He looked about the room at the piles of laundry on a sideboard and dishes in the sink, but the floor looked clean and the air smelt healthy enough. “I'm afraid such duties have been neglected of late, but I'm sure that after a week or two she’ll be able to manage more easily. Do you cook, Megan?” 
 
    Megan shrugged her shoulders. “I can cook basic meals like stew and soups.” 
 
    “I only eat basic meals,” said the priest with a smile. 
 
    “And her recompense?” asked the inspector. 
 
    “I shall pay her the usual rate for her age – what are you, seventeen – for a nominal forty-hour week. I believe that’s £4.35 per hour, so I’ll give her £174 per week, but from that I shall deduct the £100 for lodgings and food.” 
 
    “Still, that’s more than £300 a month, Megan.” 
 
    Megan smiled at the priest. “I would be more than satisfied with that. Thank you, Father.” And then she thought: “I don’t suppose I’ll be able to work at the guest house in Tregaron anymore.” 
 
    Powell slowly shook his head. “How can you? There are no buses up here and it would take you hours to walk down to the main road.” 
 
    Inspector Reece jumped in to distract her. “And her room? I would like to see her room.” 
 
    “Of course, Inspector. Please follow me.” 
 
    He led them back into the entrance hall and then up a flight of stairs to the top floor. “This is the bathroom,” he said pointing to a door at the top of the staircase. “There is only one, I’m afraid, and I shall require it from seven to seven-thirty every morning. Megan may use it at any other time. My room is at the end of the passage to the right and the nearer door is a spare room. Megan’s room is to the far left and, again, the nearer door leads to a store room.” 
 
    They turned left. 
 
    “It’s so big,” said Megan peering into the room. It was dominated by a high double bed with an ornate brass bedframe. On the opposite wall was an oak wardrobe and a matching chest of drawers, and beside the bed, a dressing table and stool. The small, square window looked out towards the church. 
 
    “It’s above the kitchen, so even in winter this room stays quite warm.” 
 
    Megan gazed into the dim interior with her mind a maelstrom of mixed emotions. She’d just learned of her parents’ deaths and was now offered accommodation and a wage that was way beyond her dreams. So, what if the house was isolated at the end of a long lane? It wasn’t as if she was unused to isolation at Vale End Farm; she’d manage. It will give her time to think; to consider how her life should develop and to plan the next step without the worry of sleeping rough or wondering about her next meal. And, of course, she’d have money to save. 
 
    “It’s lovely. Thank you, Father.” 
 
    “You're very welcome, Megan. I hope you'll be very happy here and I’ll certainly be glad of the help.” 
 
    “And I’ll pop along and see you once in a while,” said the sergeant. 
 
    Soon after that the policemen left and she sat at the kitchen table for a second cup of tea. “I expect you're hungry. Would you like some toast? Then I can show you where everything is and explain your duties. I see you haven’t got a lot with you; I’ll dig out some of Lucy’s clothes and you can see if they fit. What size shoes do you take?” 
 
    The shoes did fit and Powell was able to pass her a pair of blue jeans, a warm sweater, and a pair of leather walking boots to work in that used to belong to his wife. Together, they walked slowly round the house with Powell explaining the washing machine controls and pointing out where crockery and cutlery were kept, how the food was stored, and the locations of appliances like the vacuum cleaner and iron. 
 
    They passed a door between the kitchen and the entrance hall that the priest said was his study. “It’s where the parish records are kept, so the door is always locked. You don’t need to concern yourself with that room. The storeroom upstairs is kept locked, too; another room you don’t need to clean.” 
 
    Outside, they visited a small workshop at the side of the house. It was arranged like a metalwork shop with an acetylene welding torch, an anvil and an impressive array of hammers in addition to some basic machine tools, woodworking and garden tools, a lawnmower, and a space to park the wheelbarrow. The priest said that woodwork and metalwork were hobbies of his and that he’d show her some of his work. Megan said that the workshop was impressive and far better than anything they’d ever had at the farm. 
 
    Then they walked across the rough lawn and through the graveyard to the church. 
 
    It was unlocked. “It’s always unlocked,” explained Powell. “Churches should always be available to all, but actually, no-one ever comes up here. Such a shame; it’s such a beautiful building. Do you know, there used to be two dozen families living up here and they were big families in those days; over a hundred people used to attend this church. Nowadays, I serve four local parishes down in the valley and I’m lucky to get more than a dozen at any one service. But it keeps my Sundays busy and I’m often called away during the week for one thing or another. In fact, I rather hope that you’ll take an interest and help me with the services.” 
 
    “I’ll do what I can, Father,” was her reply. She used to attend church regularly with her mother, but four services in one day could tax even the most ardent worshipper. 
 
    Walking into the church was like entering into a beautifully decorated doll’s house. What struck her straight away were the exposed dark wood roof trusses, the polished woodwork of the old-fashioned pews, and the deep red of the terracotta floor tiles. The whole place seemed to glow in the diffused light from the pairs of small windows along each side and the larger, arched window behind the sanctuary, all with diamond patterned leaded lights. It even smelt peaceful with the cedar wood scent of polish pervading the air. The priest directed Megan’s attention to two tall, wrought iron candle holders, one on either side of the entrance door, and said he’d made them some years ago. There was a stone font, too, and he pointed out the delicately dished and engraved cover plate made from brass that gleamed like gold. “That’s hand beaten,” he said. “It took me over a month to make that.” 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” remarked Megan. “You must be very skilled.” 
 
    “I enjoy the work and it’s all for the glory of God.” 
 
    They walked slowly up the small nave between the banks of pews to the raised chancel dominated by an ornate stone altar that seemed out of proportion to the rest of the church. They climbed the three steps to stand beside the slab of polished limestone with elaborate stone carvings across its face and sides. 
 
    “Not my work,” said the priest with a deferential smile. “I believe it’s quite old.” The whole edifice was supported on two short, cylindrical, stone columns nearly a metre apart. A long, intricately embroidered, deep-red runner crossed the altar from right to left and, in its centre, was a polished brass cross in a stone plinth standing more than a metre high to tower above the congregation and adding a focus to their raised eyes. 
 
    “It’s my best work,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t think I've ever been in such a peaceful place,” she murmured gazing up from the cross to the dark wooden roof trusses. “It’s such a shame it’s not used.” 
 
    “I like to preserve the old place, keep it clean and polished, and that’s where you come in, Megan. Once a week, every Saturday, I’d like you to sweep and wash the floors, and then polish all the wood and brass. Do you think you can do that?” He was smiling at her, a beatific smile that softened his hard face. 
 
    “Of course. I’d like that.” She trickled her fingertips along the edge of the polished stone of the altar and looked out over the rows of dark wooden pews. In her mind, she saw waves marching across a wind-swept sea and the altar as the lighthouse guiding them to safety. She did like this church. 
 
    She stepped back from the altar and nudged something on the floor: an antique gas fire that could have been seventy years old. Its discoloured ceramic back used to be white and the metal grill and casing chromed steel, but now the steelwork only showed rust and the ceramic was dark with soot. A short rubber hose joined the heater to a gas tap on the back wall. 
 
    “You didn’t make that…” she said with laughter in her voice. 
 
    “Ah,” said the priest. “I did fit it, though. It takes the chill off the church in the colder months. We don’t need it now the warm weather’s here,” and he pulled the hose from the gas tap and carried the heater to a cupboard by the entrance. “Come with me,” he called back to Megan. “I’d like to show you something.” 
 
    He led the way out of the church and round to the steep hillside at the chancel end. Hidden at the back of the church was small wooden shed beside a cylindrical metal tank looking like an over-sized oil drum. But the thing that attracted Megan’s attention more than anything else was the raised enclosure for goats and chickens above the shed. It was essentially a natural plateau that had been extended by being cut into the bank at the back to make an enclosure of about fifty square metres in area. Its back wall was a sheer rock face and its near side bordered by a substantial, high wire fence. Inside was an ark for the hens and a shelter for the goats. The two goats saw them coming and crowded the fence, bleating pleas for food. 
 
    “They're so pretty,” gushed Megan as the priest opened the gate to enter the enclosure. Powell wasn’t sure he’d describe the two large goats using quite those words, but they were in good, healthy condition and were friendly enough. Megan laughed as they tried to chew the sleeves of her jacket and the priest tempted them away with a couple of carrots he produced from his pocket. The chickens, half a dozen cuckoo patterned grey and white hens, scratched around in the dry earth oblivious to the visitors. 
 
    “The hens are called Dorkings,” said the priest. “And, along with the goats, have very important multi-roles to play. Franny, the nanny goat, gives us all the milk we need and the hens give us more eggs than we can possibly use, but in addition, both species feed my methane digester,” and he pointed to a chute above the oil drum. “Waste products are tipped down the chute straight into the digester and the gas is collected inside the shed.” 
 
    Once again outside, Powell was keen to show Megan his ingenuity. The digester was a sealed anaerobic chamber once its door was closed and any gas produced escaped through a one-way valve into the shed. Opening the shed door, Megan was faced with a large, partially inflated, plastic bag with a log incongruously placed across its centre. 
 
    “It’s only in a shed to stop it being blown away,” explained Powell. “And the weight of the log maintains a small pressure inside the bag so that when I open the gas tap in the church, the heater is slowly fed with free methane gas.” 
 
    “Doesn’t it smell?” asked Megan and Powell gave a little chuckle. 
 
    “It’s the same natural gas that is pumped to millions of houses throughout Britain, but with the commercial gas an odour is deliberately added so that people can detect it when it leaks. In its pure form, as we have here, the gas is odourless and colourless. Incidentally, it’s non-toxic too, although, of course, it will suffocate you if there’s no oxygen present. Very clever, my little helpers up here. They give me milk, eggs and fuel. Just a pity there’s not enough gas to heat the house.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 5     
A New Woman 
 
   The Reverend Powell cooked supper that evening, a thick, nutritious soup of ham and vegetables, and they ate it together at the big table with ‘door-step’ chunks of heavy, wholemeal bread. 
 
    “Have you ever baked bread, Megan?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “I’ll show you how in the morning. You’ll need to bake every two days – I eat a lot of bread. Your day should start by stoking up the fire in the range and then cooking breakfast: bacon and eggs to be eaten at eight o'clock with a pot of coffee. While you're doing that, I’ll be milking the goat.” 
 
    “We had goats at Vale End Farm.” She suddenly went very still. “I wonder what will happen to all the animals now there’s no-one there.” 
 
    “Oh, I shouldn’t worry about that. Sergeant Hughes will have sorted all that out. I expect they’ve been taken to neighbouring farms.” 
 
    “But Tilly, my cat. Did she die? Was she burnt?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Megan. No-one has mentioned her to me.” 
 
    Megan was very quiet for a long time after that. She’d been so devastated by the deaths of her parents that she hadn’t given the animals a thought. And Tilly especially… such a timid creature among strangers. If she had survived, she’ll be roaming about all by herself with no-one to feed her. Powell seemed to sense what she was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t worry about Tilly. If she did survive the fire, she’ll be fine fending for herself for a few days. Cats are almost wild creatures anyway and I’m sure she can look after herself.” Megan looked unconvinced. “I’ll tell you what: in the morning we’ll take a ride over to the farm and see if we can find her.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up and for the first time in what seemed like days, she smiled. “Really. Oh, thank you so much. I shall be really grateful if we can find her.” 
 
    Reverend Powell gave her a satisfied look and smiled back. 
 
    * 
 
    There was no television in the vicarage, although there was electric power; the powerline rose steeply straight up the mountainside suspended above the bracken and gorse between wooden poles. Entertainment was best served by Powell’s extensive library and Megan spent a long time reading the spines of books from religious treatises to classical novels. That evening, she settled on a book by Robert Louis Stevenson called the Master of Ballentrae and curled up rather self-consciously in the cosy sitting room on the corner of a sagging settee whilst Powell worked at the kitchen table, presumably on his next sermon. He’d lit the wood-burning stove for her and the cloying atmosphere made her feel sleepy after just a few pages. 
 
    “I’m off to bed, Father.” 
 
    “Very good, Megan. Don’t forget: breakfast at eight, please.” 
 
    She smiled. Inside her bedroom, the light was subdued and the bed soft and warm. Powell had laid out a long, white nightdress on the bed, another garment that obviously belonged to his late wife. It was soft and cossetting with a skirt that touched the floor, puffy sleeves and small, pearl buttons from its high neck all the way down to below its waist. She wriggled under the feather-filled duvet feeling warm, peaceful and relaxed. God works in mysterious ways she thought to herself and then giggled, partly at her unexpected luck after the tragedy of her parents’ deaths and partly at her sacrilegious sarcasm. Then she became more serious and stared at the heavy closed door whilst feeling the sleek shape the plastic dildo clasped in her hands. 
 
    The sun streamed through her bedroom window at six the next morning and she was able to use the bathroom before the reverend’s reserved time-slot. This enabled her to start her new career with a successfully served breakfast at eight o'clock. She’d already eaten and stood patiently whilst Powell consumed his bacon and eggs and drank his freshly brewed coffee. 
 
    At half eight, he sat back with a serene expression and declared himself fully satisfied, and at nine, they both climbed into his aging Landrover and set off to Vale End Farm. There was nobody there. In fact, there were no living creatures there at all except a few rooks quartering the grass hillocks on the nearest pasture and they flew away as the vehicle approached. The farmhouse had burned to the ground, she knew that, but she was still unprepared for the devastation she saw. 
 
    It was more than two days since the fire and the embers had cooled, but grey ash still swirled about the scorched stone walls. The police had cordoned off the ruin with blue and white tape spread between short steel poles and Powell told her she mustn’t approach any closer; they would still be investigating the cause of the blaze. The walls were about the only things left; the roof and upper floor had collapsed leaving a tangled mass of blackened timbers and roof tiles over what was once a home: an old refrigerator, a wrecked television and the old iron range. The skeletons of iron bed frames and ceramic bathroom furniture were identifiable beneath the slates, but there was little else. Megan gazed at the end of the house that had once been her bedroom looking for the chest of drawers, the old pine dressing table and the pictures that had decorated the walls, but all were gone in the inferno to leave only the bed frame and steel mattress springs visible beneath the small window with its shattered glass high up on the smoke blackened wall. 
 
    “I can’t believe it,” she whispered. “There is nothing left.” She turned to the reverend standing behind her; “Would they have suffered?” 
 
    “No… They would have died in their sleep from the smoke long before the fire reached them.” He saw the tears in her eyes and added, “It’s sad that their lives have been ended, but they are at peace now.” 
 
    “The police think I caused the fire, don’t they?” 
 
    “I’m not sure what they think, Megan, but whatever regrets you may have, you could ease them with a confession to me. Your confession would be strictly private between the two of us.” 
 
    “I have nothing to confess, Father,” and she turned her back to him. 
 
    “So be it…” He gazed at the empty shelter that served as a barn, but now only sheltered a few hay bales, a rickety trailer, and Hopper’s old pick-up truck. She saw where he was looking and told him the truck didn’t work. It last ran some two years ago; his newer vehicle, a battered Japanese pick-up that was also barely road-worthy, was nowhere to be seen. Of the animals, there was no sign. 
 
    They spent the next quarter of an hour calling for the cat, but it was no use; she’d gone, either killed in the fire or run away in fear. In silence, they drove back down the lane and into Tregaron, first to the guest house so that Megan could tell them she wouldn’t be able to continue as their cleaner and then to visit the supermarket for some essential groceries. Soon, they were back off to Bladffynnon; both of them had work to do. 
 
    * 
 
    It was the following midday that the priest entered the old kitchen to find Megan with pots and pans spread out over the old table and a cloth in her hands wiping down the internal surfaces of the cupboards. Powell had spent the morning on parish business in Tregaron and had just walked past lines of linen drying in the warm sunshine. 
 
    “My, you have been busy.” 
 
    “I’ve made a soup for lunch. It’s warming in the oven and you can have it as soon as I've cleared this table.” 
 
    “I feel somewhat guilty seeing you slaving away in this dark kitchen when there’s such beautiful weather outside.” 
 
    “I don’t mind, really I don’t. It’s just nice to have a job to do and a place to live. You can't believe how grateful I am.” 
 
    “Well, I'm grateful for your help. I’ll tell you what: after we've eaten, we’ll walk a little way along the ridge and I’ll show you the remains of the old village. It’s not very far.” 
 
    One hour later, they found themselves walking around the side of the church past the goats and chickens, following a narrow track that was almost indecipherable in the lush foliage of the spring flowers. Above them, the old trees blotted out most of the sun to leave dappled patches of the most brilliant green amongst the leaf litter and the white, star-shaped flowers of wild garlic. 
 
    After a couple of hundred metres, they emerged from the wood into bright sunlight and onto a wider track that skirted the woods northern edge. They turned left and followed the hillside between gorse and bracken until they'd left the wood behind and the vista opened onto a wide valley, the opposite side of which showed high, open moorland with the misty rounded peaks of higher hills behind. 
 
    “If we were just a little bit higher, you’d catch glimpses of the Snowdonia Mountains about fifty miles to the north.” 
 
    “We could see them from the farm on a clear day, but I think these hills are best. They're so friendly.” 
 
    “Not everyone thinks so, especially in winter, but, yes… I agree with you. This track now leads past the old village of Bladffynnon. You can just see the foundations of some of the cottages on the right. It was a mining community and there was a lead mine along the track to the south of here. Nothing left of it now though except a few foundation stones belonging to the wheelhouse and pump. You’d never know it was there if you didn’t know where to look. There’s a few more cottages too, but most of them were along this stretch, about fifteen in all; this was their high street.” 
 
    Megan gazed at the rows of ordered stones along the bank that used to be the walls of the ancient dwellings. She hesitated to think of them as houses. 
 
    “They weren't very big, were they?” 
 
    “Not at all; two or three small rooms at the most and each cottage housed a family with, perhaps, half a dozen children. There was a schoolroom, but the site of that is unclear.” 
 
    Megan climbed up the low bank and then onto the stones of an old wall. “How long ago did people live here?” 
 
    “Not as long ago as you might think. I believe the mine closed about 1910 and by 1920, most of the usable stones had been recycled to make field enclosures.” 
 
    “I can just see the sea from here,” said Megan shading her eyes, followed almost immediately by “Ah…” as her foot slipped from the stone and she tumbled into a heap in the bracken. 
 
    “Megan,” cried the priest. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “I think so,” she answered looking up with a grin, but when she stood, her diagnosis proved to be less than accurate. She stepped from the stone using her good leg and yelped as she followed with the other. “I think I may have twisted my ankle.” 
 
    “Can you walk?” asked the priest, but when she tried to take a step, she just yelped again. Without asking, the priest wrapped an arm around her waist and swept her off her feet to cradle her in his arms like a baby. Megan was shocked at first, but he just turned and strode back towards the vicarage as if she weighed nothing at all. 
 
    “These old walls can be treacherous,” he observed. Megan had to agree, wrapped her arms about his neck, and placed her head against his shoulder. 
 
    “Thank you,” she murmured and was tempted to close her eyes as she was jogged along. 
 
    It was with some embarrassment that she admitted she could really walk even across the smooth floors of the vicarage. “This is stupid. I've only been here two days and already I'm an invalid.” 
 
    “It was my fault. I should have warned you about the stones, they can be very slippery. But not to worry; you’ll be fine in a day of two. Just make sure you rest it.” 
 
    She considered his prognosis to be exceedingly optimistic as she hobbled up to her bedroom, but he was right and three days later it was like the injury had never happened. Little of note happened over those days. Megan divided her time between cooking and cleaning, slowly and very carefully working her way through the rambling house. Powell spent part of each day away on parish business and the rest outside in the warm sunshine attacking brambles along the rear of the property. On day three, his priority switched to rebuilding a drystone wall along the edge of the track and he’d appear frequently in the kitchen sweating and panting and wanting innumerable cups of tea. 
 
    “I have a little routine regarding my evening meals that has served me well for many years and I would like you, too, to observe it. On two days a week, Fridays and Mondays, I wash and change and sit down for a proper evening meal about seven o’clock; a roast or some such. The rest of the week, I eat a lighter, less formal meal. Sunday, of course, is always rushed, so I never eat much then, but it’s nice to have a proper meal before and after my busiest period; something to look forward to. Now then, I have a chicken in the fridge and would like to eat a roast dinner this evening. You, too, should dress for dinner and we’ll sit down together. I’ll find you something nice to wear.” 
 
    Megan rather hesitantly smiled and nodded. She wasn’t convinced that dressing up in his dead wife’s clothes was really appropriate, but the reverend didn’t seem to notice her reserve. 
 
    The meal was ready at the appointed time and she was dressed in the clothes she’d found neatly placed on her bedspread. She’d tried, too, to do justice to her finery and had applied eye shadow and a subtle pink lipstick, something else that the considerate priest had supplied. Reverend Powell looked particularly pleased with the result as she descended the stairs. 
 
    “My, they do fit well. Don’t they?” Megan just smiled. 
 
    The dress she was wearing was finely tailored in black satin with a tight bodice and a high neckline. It had puffball arms with tight, button cuffs, and a full skirt that flared about her knees. Never before had she ever worn clothes that were so expensive and she grinned as she tottered unsteadily towards the dining table wearing Lucy’s shoes. 
 
    “Let’s have a look at you,” said Powell seated at the table and Megan, with the naivety of a seventeen-year-old, spun around with her arms spread wide. The hem of the skirt rose to encircle her waist as a disc to display to the priest black silk pants, the lace tops of her dark stockings, and the black ribbon straps of the garter belt holding them in place that now patterned the tops of her white thighs. 
 
    She’d never worn shoes like those before and it felt somewhat precarious. She’d never worn stockings before either. Her mother had only ever given her either thick black tights for school or the odd pair of tan-coloured tights for special occasions. Now, she not only had the finest stockings she’d ever seen, but very expensive black silk lingerie to go with them. 
 
    “I hope you don’t feel uncomfortable with the stockings or the underwear… Lucy never wore anything else, so there’s very little choice. I was concerned that you’d find the clothes, well, too adult for your taste. After all, she was more than thirteen years older than you.” 
 
    “No, they're nice. I like them.” It wasn’t a lie. She had felt some reserve at first, but now she liked the lingerie; it made her feel so mature. 
 
    “Wait… There’s something else,” and Powell jumped up from the table and hurried upstairs. When he came down, he was carrying a long jewellery box and removed from it a black ribbon with a bright, cut-glass stone mounted in a silver setting fixed to its mid-point. 
 
    “Father, you mustn’t.” 
 
    “Oh Megan, it’s only a loan. I wanted to remind myself what it looks like on a woman. It was one of Lucy’s favourite pieces.” 
 
    “A woman…” she repeated weakly. 
 
    “A young woman, perhaps, but you are now a woman.” 
 
    She stood and he moved behind her to tie the ribbon around her neck in a small bow. They both looked in the mirror on the hall wall, he peering over her shoulder to regard this newly adorned woman. 
 
    “The stone is only cut glass, but pretty nonetheless,” he said. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” she whispered and the stone flashed in the dim light with the wide, black band tight around her neck partially concealed by her long, dark hair. 
 
    The tension in the room ebbed away as they sat and the vicar pulled a cork from a bottle of red wine to pour out two generous glasses. “To my new housemaid,” he said holding up his glass. “May she always strive to be so agreeable.” 
 
    Megan blushed modestly whilst holding up her glass for the customary ‘chink’ and then drank deeply. Of course, she was unaccustomed to wine too, but could tell this was not cheap plonk; this was the real thing and it trickled down her throat like velvet. 
 
    The two of them ate their meal in companionable silence and retired to the settee, sitting together to finish what was left of the wine. Megan felt happy; a little dizzy perhaps, but happy. At one point, she saw that her skirt had rucked to display a stocking top and one of the ornate suspender straps and giggled as she pulled at the hem, but the reverend didn’t seem to notice and continued with his tale of village life half way up the side of a mountain. With the bottle empty, she suddenly felt overwhelmingly tired and the next thing she knew, Powell was gently shaking her arm. 
 
    “Megan… Megan, wake up. You need to get yourself to bed.” 
 
    She stirred. Her head was against his shoulder and her legs curled up under her, the stiletto heels of her shoes on the dark leather of the settee and the skirt of her dress once more immodestly displaying the black silk ribbons of her underwear. 
 
    “Oh, Father. Please forgive me. I didn’t know I was so tired.” 
 
    “There’s nothing to forgive. You're tired because you’ve been working and you fell asleep because of my droning voice. Get yourself up to bed now.” 
 
    “I fell asleep because I've drunk too much wine,” and she grinned sheepishly as she struggled to her feet and balanced unsteadily on the heels. 
 
    “I think I’d better help you up the stairs. You do seem to be a little unsteady.” 
 
    She led the way with one hand on the bannister rail and the other on the steps. Powell followed and she couldn’t help but imagine what he was looking at as they climbed the steep stairs, but she found she didn’t care. She was dressed to thrill, so why not? More than that, the Reverend Powell was not an unattractive man despite his greater age and she, now a mature woman, was conscious that she was teasing him. She was not even trying to act with decorum and it felt good. It felt exciting and, although she had no idea what the priest was thinking, she found herself becoming aroused. 
 
    He took her to her bedroom door before turning away to his own room and, partially befuddled with alcohol, she watched him go with some confusion. All through the meal she had wondered whether he was unconsciously comparing her with his late wife. And if he was, did she expect him to follow her into her bedroom? And what would she have done if he had? 
 
    This last question puzzled her the most; she just didn’t know. She had spent a great deal of time that evening studying his face. He was clean shaven with heavy brows, a straight nose and strong, square chin. His hair was dark and unkempt, pulled back in a ponytail not unlike how she used to wear her own hair, and it gave him the appearance of a rebellious rock star; one whose years of excess with drugs, drink and women had left him jaded and unsatisfied with the world. 
 
    She found herself wondering if she might be the one to bring colour back into his dour life. He wasn’t at all like Hopper. He was kind and considerate, what one might call a gentleman. He wasn’t like Aroon or Nick Barrett either. He was mature. A real man. Was had Elly to blame for all this? Was it her that had stirred up Megan’s hormones so much that that she was becoming obsessed. 
 
    She looked at her reflection in the dressing table mirror across the bed and for the first time felt her power as a woman: the latent sexuality from the smouldering eye shadow and glinting jewellery to her long dark thighs. With slow deliberation, she reached behind her back to pull down the zip and the dress slipped from her shoulders to fall about her feet. Instantly, she was transformed into one of the models she’d seen in her mother’s fashion magazines: an erotic caricature; a creature clothed solely for sex with flesh that seemed to be held together by the black lacy straps of her lingerie. Her face morphed into a pout and she crawled up onto the bed with her eyes boring into her own reflection and her young, seventeen-year-old breasts cupped by the black lace swaying provocatively below her chest. 
 
    The priest was right: she was a woman and she reached behind her pillow for the vibrator. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 6     
Broader Horizons 
 
   Day five was a Saturday and Megan’s task for the day was to clean the church. Outside, the air was humid and promised rain, but inside the ancient building, it was still and cool and smelled of furniture polish. She started by sweeping the floor and then washed the old tiles carefully around the pews using a bucket of soapy water and a cloth so as not to damage the woodwork. Then came the polishing of the wood to rejuvenate both the wood’s aroma and lustre, cleaning the windows and polishing the door, and finally, polishing the brass of the font cover and the golden cross on its plinth. 
 
    It was well passed one o'clock before she’d finished and Powell wandered happily between the stalls breathing deeply until he was standing behind the altar and gazing down at the empty seating arrayed below. 
 
    “This is wonderful, Megan. I don’t remember the old place looking better.” Megan, for her part, beamed. She was unused to compliments; it felt good. 
 
    It was shortly before two when Elly appeared breathing hard and pushing her bicycle. Megan and the priest had just finished their lunch and he readily agreed that Megan could consider herself free until six when she should begin preparations for supper. 
 
    Elly looked sad and said how sorry she was to hear about Alwen. She didn’t mention Hopper at all. Then, with barely a pause, she moved on: “Do you know how long it took me to find out where you were. I only found out about the fire when I overheard them talking about it in school. I asked Constable Evans where you were in the end and he only knew because he’d overheard the sergeant talking.” 
 
    Elly had abandoned the bike against the church wall and the two girls wandered slowly through the grove of trees towards the old village. 
 
    “The police think I started the fire.” 
 
    “You? Why on earth should they think that?” 
 
    “It’s a bit of a convoluted tale. You remember I told you about Nick Barrett outside the Dragon? Well, apparently, he lied to the police and told them I was soliciting and wanted money from him, the police told my step-dad, and he got really cross and slapped me. Actually, it was much worse than that and he said that as I was now officially a slut and everyone else in the town was getting a bit of me, I would be sharing ‘womanly duties’ with mum.” 
 
    “Oh my God… Did you tell the police?” 
 
    “I ran away while he was still at the pub, but that was the night of the fire and the police think I started it because of his threats.” 
 
    “But you're alright now?” 
 
    “Reverend Powell has agreed to take me on as his housekeeper. I get board and lodgings and he’s even going to pay me a salary.” 
 
    “Well, I'm happy for you. You deserve some luck,” 
 
    They walked and chatted for some time before Elly pulled a blanket from her small rucksack and spread it out on the grass within one of the old ruined cottages. “Look… I’ve brought us a picnic,” she added and withdrew a bottle of white wine and two glasses from the same bag. Megan was amused at the economy of Elly’s provisioning, just the essentials, and the two friends lay back against a bank in the sunshine with the glasses balanced on their chests and watched birds circling high in the cloudless sky. 
 
    “They're red kites,” said Elly. 
 
    “No they're not; they're just a pair of buzzards. You can tell by their fan shaped tails.” 
 
    “They look like kites to me…” A few moments of silence and then: “How are you getting on with the dildo?” 
 
    Megan burst out laughing. She’d been waiting for Elly to broach the subject. “Very well, thank you.” 
 
    “You really are no longer a virgin then?” 
 
    “Apparently not.” 
 
    Elly grinned. “I’ve got the same one. Tingles, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh God, does it ever? I can’t stand it against… you know…” 
 
    “Nice though, I mean when it’s working inside you.” 
 
    “Uh-ha,” agreed Megan trying to sound casual. Elly grinned some more. 
 
    “It’s hot today, isn't it?” And then, without waiting for an answer, pulled her sweater off over her head. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. 
 
    “Elly… Someone might see.” 
 
    “Who could possible find us up here? Nobody ever comes up here and, anyway, look… We’re well off the track and sheltered by these walls. Now pour me some more wine and don’t be such a prude.” 
 
    Megan did as she was told and watched Elly drink half a glass before lying back and closing her eyes. She’d seen her naked before in the school changing rooms, but that must have been a long time ago because she didn’t remember her friend being this shape. Of course, the same could be said of herself. She was like a stick up until about two years ago and then suddenly she started to develop proper breasts, broader hips, and a narrow waist. With a sudden impulse, she pulled her own t-shirt over her head and removed her bra before lying down contentedly next to Elly and closing her eyes. 
 
    Seconds later, her eyes pinged open when Elly placed her palm squarely over Megan’s left breast and touched Megan’s lips with her own. She was about to protest, but Elly’s hand slowly closed to squeeze the soft flesh and trap her nipple between forefinger and thumb at the same time as their mouths opened together and their tongues touched. 
 
    Time seemed to stand still. She remembered the feel of Elly’s hand, their breasts pressed together, and Elly’s knee between hers, but she didn’t remember any words being spoken. Tentatively, Megan touched the bare skin at Elly’s waist. It felt warm and silky, and as Elly’s hand seemed to gain strength and her movements became more energetic, Megan’s hand slid upwards until she, too, had the soft mass of Elly’s breast and the hard nub of her nipple pressed against her palm. It felt strange, but totally natural at the same time and so exciting. 
 
    Elly suddenly broke off the kiss and bent lower to take the hard nipple she’d been squeezing between her lips and Megan cried out with a sharp gasp. The breast that Megan had been holding was now hanging below Elly and its weight in her hand felt sensual and enticing. 
 
    “You’ve got massive nipples,” said Elly lifting her head and then dropping again before Megan could answer, squeezing to exude the nipple and drawing it deep into her mouth. Megan was struck dumb, the powerful stimulation negating her power of speech. It took her several moments to realise that while she’d been paralysed by Elly’s suckling, Elly had been busy unfastening her jeans and now her hand was against the thin material of the lace panties that she’d inherited from Lucy. 
 
    Elly stopped and looked down at the silk beneath her fingers. “Nice lingerie,” she whispered. “Let’s have a closer look…” and before Megan’s addled brain could react, her jeans were laying in a heap on the grass and Elly was kneeling over her, hot breath on the tops of her thighs and Elly’s fingers tracing the outline of her vaginal crease with her fingertips through the silk. Elly’s nipple tickled across Megan’s belly and she cupped it again in her palm whilst her other hand encircled her own teat still wet with Elly’s saliva. 
 
    Elly’s was now kneeling beside her with her short, summer skirt barely covering anything. Megan could see her pubis and the swelling of her vulva pouched by the white cotton of her pants and pressed between the tops of her thighs. She reached out a hand to touch the taut material and Elly quietly moaned and moved beneath her fingertips. 
 
    “For God sake, take them off,” murmured Elly and, as if in a dream, Megan peeled them over Elly’s hips and down her legs. Her labial lips were blush red and swollen, her minora ruched in a crinkled pattern down the centre seam and wet with anticipation. She was hairless, carefully depilated as indeed Megan was, and her cheeks swelled above Megan’s head, round and fleshy protecting the puckered flower of her anal sphincter muscle. 
 
    Megan released her hold on Elly’s tit and swept the material of her skirt over her back. She wanted so much to touch, but there was an argument going on inside her head. A little voice was telling her that this was wrong, unnatural, perverted, whilst an equally vociferous demon was saying do it, push your fingers into her, feel yourself slide into the heart of her very being. 
 
    “If you thought the vibrator was good, you wait until you feel this,” murmured Elly in a low, hoarse whisper and then buried her face between Megan’s thighs. Megan only then realised that Elly had removed her panties and cried out when she felt her labia stretched and sucked into Elly’s mouth followed almost immediately by Elly’s tongue stroking the entire length of her vulva and settling over her clit. She pushed her hand under Megan’s naked bottom to clamp their bodies together and then threw her leg over Megan’s head. Before Megan could react, she’d straightened her legs and slid down onto Megan so that her crotch was now pressed against Megan’s mouth. Then her hands slowly slid down Megan’s legs to grip and spread her ankles. 
 
    Megan could now barely move her head; it was clamped by Elly’s thighs and Elly was slowly rocking her hips to present the full extent of her vulva to her mouth. Megan, for her part, had her arms wrapped around Elly’s thighs and her hands on the soft flesh of her cheeks, her fingertips kneading deep as she felt her clitoris drawn between Elly’s lips. Elly’s musky scent was strong in Megan’s nostrils and she stuck out her tongue to explore the moist folds of Elly’s labia pressed against her face and discover the hard nub of her clitoris while Elly’s self-made secretions dribbled down into her mouth. 
 
    Elly was right: the sensation of a tongue flicking between her labia and of lips sucking on the little bud of her clitoris was even better than the electric dildo. And then Elly pushed fingers into Megan. 
 
    * 
 
    Megan walked with Elly to the top of the rise above the copse, gave her a brief kiss, and then watched her sail off down the steep lane towards civilisation. It had been quite an afternoon, but now it was time to prepare supper, a cheese salad, and she had much to think about. With a smile, she turned back to the vicarage anticipating that her recent experiences would provide a fascinating setting for her nocturnal fumblings with the dildo. 
 
    The next day, Reverend Powell roused Megan early. It was Sunday and he had work to do. The first mass was at eight o'clock and a twenty-minute drive away. Again, the girl was presented with suitable clothes for the occasion – a white blouse, long black skirt, and a matching jacket – and she stood at the door of the church dutifully handing out hymnbooks. The last service of the day ended at seven and, although she felt pleased to have helped the reverend and the midday lunch in a local café was a welcome break, she had been thoroughly bored by the services and was pleased to return to the vicarage. 
 
    They ate late, a light dinner of omelettes that Megan prepared whilst Reverend Powell saw to the chickens and goats, and it was ten before she returned gratefully to her bedroom. She gazed out of the small window at the dark shape of the church with its backdrop of tall beeches when a small light flared in the window next to the chancel. A few seconds later, it resolved itself into a tiny flickering, a candle lit and placed on the altar. She watched it for some minutes and then caught sight of the shadowy figure of the priest returning to the house. 
 
    Her usual weekday routine started the next morning with breakfast on the table at eight and by nine she was humming to herself as she carried cardboard boxes in warm Monday morning sunshine from the back of the Landrover into the small church. From each, she extracted the hymnbooks, dusted them, and stacked them carefully at the back of the church beside an oak cupboard, the reverend’s answer to a vestry. The inside of the cupboard didn’t look as if it had been cleaned in years and, after brushing the dust and cobwebs away, she decided to fetch some furniture polish from the house before she loaded the shelves. She stopped in the doorway of the church, surprised to see a small, gaily painted police car parked beside the Landrover. They could only have come for her and she considered making herself scarce. Life had been kind at the vicarage and she had no desire to be ‘removed’, but, then again, perhaps she was being too pessimistic, perhaps they had an entirely different reason for a visit. 
 
    She crept up to the open doorway in time to hear Sergeant Hughes ask the priest where she was. 
 
    “She’s in the church packing away yesterday’s hymnbooks. Why? Do you want her?” 
 
    “No… Leave her be. It’s you I really came to talk to.” 
 
    Megan’s heart almost leapt for joy, but was just as quickly stilled by the sergeant’s next words. 
 
    “Have you got her to admit her guilt yet?” 
 
    “You mean for the fire? No. She maintains complete innocence and I think I believe her. I’m not so sure about her other potential sins. The violence at school is a fact; she can’t deny that, but she does deny prostitution down in Tregaron. That, I’m afraid, the jury is still considering.” 
 
    “That’s a relatively trivial matter, Father, compared with the murder of her parents. I know she did it. It’s just too much of a coincidence that she left home after a blazing argument with her father just before the entire cottage burnt to the ground.” 
 
    “He was a wicked man. He would get drunk every night and I have personally witnessed bruises on his wife.” 
 
    “He was; I’m not disputing that, but his wife wasn’t wicked.” 
 
    “No, she was a little mouse of a woman who must have led a difficult life.” 
 
    “Whatever… But there was no excuse to set fire to the house. I think she saw the can of fuel as she crept out of the front door and the temptation was just too much for her, and that’s murder whichever way you look at it.” 
 
    There came the whistling of the kettle on the range and the sound of teacups rattling on the wooden table before the sergeant added, “The girl’s a murderess; I know it but I just can’t prove it. You must try to get her to offload her conscience. An admission would go a long way to resolving this affair.” 
 
    “I will council her, but I say again: I don’t think she did it and, in any case, what she says in confession is sacrosanct; I cannot pass such information onto you.” 
 
    “I understand that, but you could encourage her to confess to us to relieve her conscience.” 
 
    She heard the sound of water being poured into cups and the conversation moved on to other topics, so silently she beat her retreat back to the church. Of course, she wasn’t going to admit to starting the fire because she didn’t, but it was not welcome news that the police still didn’t believe that. She shrugged her shoulders; what did it matter? They couldn’t prove she did something when she didn’t and at least Reverend Powell was on her side. She was beginning to like the man more and more. 
 
    “Megan…” It was the reverend calling from the house. She looked out of the church. “Megan, come here. Sergeant Hughes has a surprise for you.” 
 
    Suspecting a trick, she crossed the coarse turf between the church and the house and peeped around the doorframe. The priest pointed to an animal basket placed on one of the dining room chairs. “The sergeant has found your cat…” 
 
    She ran over to the basket and peered through the wickerwork at the animal inside and was rewarded with a pitiful mewing sound. 
 
    “It just came out of the woodwork,” said the sergeant with a grin. 
 
    “Thank you, Sergeant, but this isn’t Tilly. My cat was white and this one’s grey with black feet.” 
 
    “Take it upstairs and give it a bath,” suggested Powell… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 7     
Confession 
 
   The next morning, with Tilly restored to her original white and eating contentedly from a saucer next to the sink, Megan and Powell sat down to eat breakfast. Powell had something he needed to do. 
 
    “You know, Megan, I am always here for you if you want to ease your conscience. The Church’s confessions are sanctified and are always treated in the strictest of confidence.” 
 
    “Oh Father, I have nothing I need to seek absolution for. I thought you believed me about the fire. I had nothing to do with that.” 
 
    “I do believe you, Megan, but that’s not the only thing that could be on your conscience.” 
 
    “Anyway, I thought it was only the Catholic Church that had confessionals.” 
 
    “No… The Catholic Church has confessional boxes; the Anglican Church in Wales hears confessions just the same, but we don’t use the boxes. I can hear your confession now, if you’d like, here at the table.” 
 
    “Well… What is it you’d like me to say?” 
 
    The priest smiled. “That’s not how it works, Megan. Let’s start with your school. You struck a teacher, didn’t you?” 
 
    “I did, but I’m not sorry about that. She was hurting me and I had to make her stop. She was a horrible woman.” 
 
    “God cannot absolve you from your part in the affair unless you are truly penitent.” 
 
    Megan looked contrite, but it wasn’t for the sin that she was sorry, but rather her lack of remorse. “Father, you mustn’t ask me to seek forgiveness for that. I cannot lie to you or God and I know in my heart of hearts that I would do the same again.” 
 
    “So be it. We’ll leave that one for God to resolve.” 
 
    “And you don’t believe I was responsible for the fire at the farm…” 
 
    “Not directly, no… I cannot, of course, say whether you or your mother drove your step-father to drink in the first place; a bit of both, I shouldn’t wonder.” 
 
    “That’s not fair. Why can’t you accept that it was all his fault that he started drinking and it was probably in a drunken haze that he fell asleep and set the house on fire with his smoking?” 
 
    “Nothing in this world happens without a reason. Cause and effect; that’s how the world works. In any case, I am less concerned with why the fire started. It was God who decreed that they join him in heaven for the final judgement and who am I to question his wisdom. Your mother is finally at peace with the Lord and your father, well, there’s no telling where he is, but no doubt he deserves his place. No… I am more concerned with the damage that may be inflicted on others by lewd and lascivious behaviour and you were reported for soliciting.” 
 
    Megan now looked indignant. “I was not.” 
 
    “In the eyes of the church, whores are not always after money. Sometimes, there are other more immediate rewards they seek and you were seen leaving the Dragon hand-in-hand with a boy. You took him into the park opposite. Are you telling me that’s not true?” 
 
    “He was leading me, Father. I swear I was doing nothing wrong. He was the one that reported me to the police and he was making it all up just to get back at me because I wouldn’t let him… you know.” 
 
    “Tell me about it. You don’t have to think of it as a formal confession, but I’d like to know what happened and I promise I won’t judge you. I was young once, remember, and can still recall the excitement of young love.” 
 
    “It wasn’t love. He took me into the dragon and bought me drinks thinking I’d then give him what he wanted. Then he said he wanted some air and led me out of the pub and into the park. I thought… I don’t know what I thought; that we’d talk and kiss, but he didn’t have time for that. He started touching me.” 
 
    “You didn’t like him touching you?” 
 
    Megan paused with her mouth gaping open. Her words about lying were still fresh in her ears. “I… I did like him touching me. It had never happened before and… and it felt exciting.” 
 
    “So, you allowed him to touch you?” 
 
    “He pulled my shirt and bra up.” Her breathing was now becoming ragged. “And he pulled my panties down. His hand was…” 
 
    “And you let him do all this willingly.” 
 
    “He was kissing me. I couldn’t tell him to stop.” 
 
    “And tell me, Megan. Were you touching him in the same way?” 
 
    She looked away, unable to meet his penetrating gaze, and remembered the feel of his erection in the palm of her hand; the powerful phallus that was about to take her maidenhead. She gave a slight nod. 
 
    “Yes…” said the priest. “I thought so. And finally, and I want you to think very carefully about this, Megan, did you allow him to penetrate you?” 
 
    “I couldn’t help it.” 
 
    “No,” muttered the priest with a sad tone to his voice. 
 
    “But Father, it wasn’t my fault. He was forcing me…” 
 
    “No, Megan. You were leading him. Men, despite how it appears, are weak creatures and cannot help themselves. When encouraged as you were encouraging him, he had no choice but to respond.” She stared wide-eyed at the priest with her hand over her mouth as if to contain any ill-advised interjection. “You're not a child any longer, Megan. You are a woman and you have the earthly charms with which God endowed woman to bewitch and beguile man. You must learn how to wield those charms wisely or else you become a danger to yourself and your neighbours. 
 
    “Do you know what the bible says about harlots and prostitutes, Megan? Deuteronomy, 22:21, spells it out when it says: ‘Then they shall bring out the young woman to the door of her father's house, and the men of her city shall stone her to death with stones, because she has done an outrageous thing.’ Leviticus, 21:9, is similar: ‘And the daughter of any priest, if she profanes herself by whoring, profanes her father; she shall be burned with fire.’ You're not my daughter, of course, but you are living in my house and it shows the risks you run. Now, of course, I'm not suggesting you should be stoned nor burnt, but it does indicate the seriousness of your sin.” 
 
    Megan sat back in her seat, trying to put distance between them. The priest was now regarding her with sad eyes. 
 
    “I’m not going to judge you in this matter; that should be for God. And I should add that the Bible is sometimes ambiguous when it comes to harlots, prostitutes and fallen women and often regards them benignly. Joshua 6:17-25 tells of Rahab, for instance, who was a prostitute and the only one saved by God from her city because of her good works and Matthew 21:31 says that publicans and harlots shall be accepted in heaven before the chief priests and elders of the temple; admittedly, Matthew had a gripe with the priests at the time, but it shows the bible didn’t consider them beyond redemption.” 
 
    “What should I do, Father?” 
 
    “As I said, I'm not judging you today, but learn from this lesson. God will not tolerate lascivious behaviour and if it happens again, there will be a penance to pay. I’m glad you told me about this and I can see you're telling me the truth, so we’ll say no more about it. Let’s talk about other matters… I’ve been thinking about Lucy’s clothes. They fit you so well and they're no good to me, so I think you ought to sort through them and take what you want. I’ve put a couple of boxes on your bed and there are some shoes in the bottom of my wardrobe. I shall be out all morning at Treflyn, but I’ll be back for lunch at one. Please feel free to use the morning to sort through the boxes.” 
 
    “Oh, Father. That’s really kind of you. I… I don’t know what to say. I’ve never owned expensive clothes like Lucy’s. Actually, I've never had many clothes at all really. We only had enough money for the basics. And beer, of course.” 
 
    “Now don’t dwell on the past like that. It’s not healthy. Perhaps your step-father was drinking more than he should have been, but we don’t know what inner demons he was fighting. We don’t know what was driving him to drink so much. If anything, we should feel sorry for the turmoil he must have been facing. It couldn’t have been easy for him.” 
 
    Megan bit her tongue. She would have liked to say he was a pig, an abuser who deserved no less than his misfortune, but Reverend Powell was obviously in a mood for forgiveness and she didn’t like to risk reversing that. 
 
    Once the priest had left to attend to his parishioners, Megan ran up the stairs to see what goodies he’d left on her bed. She was not disappointed. The first box, the bigger one, contained mostly skirts and dresses, shirts and sweaters and all were in pristine condition. Lucy’s taste varied from the austere with long, sombre ankle-length skirts that swished about Megan’s calves when she walked, to knee-length figure-hugging skirts with vents at the back that reached the tops of her thighs, to short skater skirts with hems that flicked teasingly with each pace. The dresses included light cotton frocks that would have been ideal for village fetes and risqué satin and lace cocktail numbers that must have taxed the good reverend’s more conservative attitudes. 
 
    She peered in the second box and saw that it contained lingerie and nightwear: four nightdresses, two ankle length and two that were translucent and couldn’t really be described as dresses at all; half a dozen pretty silk bras and pant sets all with matching garter belts; a bag of assorted cotton bras and pants; and three ‘utilitarian’ cotton suspender belts. Right at the bottom, there was treasure in the form of three satin corsets. The first two Megan picked up, a white one and a dark blue one, were lightly boned, trimmed with lace around the hem and cups, and included lace panels either side of the waist. The third was red leather, strictly boned to cinch the waist, and was cup-less, being contoured to fit snuggly below the breasts. All three were fitted with suspenders. 
 
    Megan turned the final item over in her hands. The leather was thick and stiff and gleamed with a gentle sheen in the light from the small window. Red ribbons criss-crossed down the back and silver ‘keyhole’ stud links held the front together. Her throat was dry just looking at it. Suddenly she burst into action and stripped off all her clothes before wrapping the erotic garment about her back and squeezing the front together. Without adjusting the lace ribbons, the fit was perfect, or as perfect as she supposed it was meant to be. Never having worn one before, she wasn’t sure how tight it should have been, but this one was so tight that she found she could scarcely bend at the waist and breathing wasn’t easy either. 
 
    She looked at herself in the dressing table mirror and noticed for the first time how large her breasts looked. Were they really so large or was it just a clever trick of the garment? They swelled above the carefully shaped front panel like ripe fruit with dark areolae and nipples adding to the effect. Lower down, the corset flared over her hips to leave her crotch with its carefully depilated pubic mound prominent between her thighs. When she turned side on, her bottom swelled behind her and felt soft below the ‘structural’ leather. Six broad, red elasticated straps hung about the tops of her legs and she sorted through the box to find some dark stockings. The ones she chose had lace tops and seams down the back. 
 
    As if in a dream, she sat at the dressing table and applied make-up to her face: dark, smoky eye shadow, pink blusher, and a deep red lipstick. Then she combed her hair. It didn’t look quite right, so she back-combed it until it shrouded her head like a dark mist. There was only one thing she could do now and she sought beneath her pillow for the electric vibrator. With sopping crotch and a dry throat, she eased it into herself and felt her legs weaken as her sex filled. A quick twist and whole new world opened before her, one populated solely by sight and sensual touch. 
 
    She moved into the centre of the room and began to gyrate in time to imaginary music, but then stopped. Her feet… She was not wearing any shoes. She twisted off the vibrator, but didn’t remove it and, instead, she held it in place with her fingers as she tiptoed along the passage to the priest’s room. The wardrobe he referred to was a large Victorian closet built into an alcove with double mirrored doors. Inside were two shelves of women’s shoes ranging from white canvas trainers to black patent leather court shoes with 12 cm high heels. The most striking item, however, was a pair of black, thigh-high boots with stiletto heels. She pulled the boots from the corner of the shelf and something heavy and shiny bumped down onto the wood. In utter astonishment, she lifted a thick metal bracelet from the shelf and hanging below it, connected to it by a padlock and two heavy chain links, was a similar bracelet. These handcuffs were no pretend, fluffy, imitations; these were the real thing. 
 
    The cuffs closed about wrists and were retained by simple staples engaging in slots. More padlocks, which were not in evidence, were needed to actually lock the cuffs. Megan stood staring at them, turning them over and over in her hands. Their weight alone would hinder the wearer. Her imagination was now in over-drive. These were obviously Lucy’s, but the priest must have known about them, been party to their use, otherwise they wouldn’t have been here in his wardrobe. Did he just forget about them? Did he know that she’d find them and, if so, what did he expect Megan to do? 
 
    What she did was to close each cuff about her wrists and stand gazing at her reflection in the mirror: a poor, captured waif who just happens to have nothing else to wear other than rather erotic lingerie designed specifically to emphasise her womanhood. Here she stands awaiting her fate at the hands of her torturer. 
 
    No, wait! The torture has started… and she twisted the end of the vibrator still held inside her. She gave a sharp cry as the tingling sensation pervaded her inner being and the chain links snapped taut as she caught the vibrator that was in danger of vibrating itself free of her rather intimate hold. With another long moan, she pushed it back into place and held it there with a fingertip, its tip almost brushing her cervix. 
 
    She began writhing with her breasts swinging provocatively as her hips gyrated and her finger allowed the electric phallus to descend a few centimetres before repeatedly reseating it. Her other hand reached ineffectually towards her naked breasts, but, held fast by the cuffs, they were beyond reach. Now the orgasm was building rapidly. Her legs were trembling and she could feel her pelvic muscles involuntarily contracting to grip the dildo in waves that were rolling ever stronger. 
 
    The front door banged… “Megan… I'm home.” 
 
    “No… Don’t come up. I'm not dressed.” She wrestled with the knurled ring on the vibrator to turn it off and, leaving the cuffs clipped to her wrists, peeped around the corner of the wall and down the stairs. Reverend Powell was standing at the bottom of the stairs. “You mustn’t come up. I have nothing on.” It wasn’t true, of course. The truth would have been far more embarrassing. 
 
    The priest gazed up at her heavily made-up face and smiled. “Well, get yourself dressed again. I'm getting hungry,” and he walked through into the kitchen. Megan made a dash across the top of the stairs to reach the safety of her own bedroom and lay panting heavily against its closed door. The stress dissolved as quickly as it developed and she suddenly felt like laughing as the absurdity of her situation settled upon her. Slowly, she drew the phallus from its sheath and grinned at her cuffed wrists as they held it up in front of her. A quick wipe with a tissue and it was once more secreted under a pillow. Then she unclipped the cuffs and unzipped the boots. The boots went in her wardrobe; the cuffs went… where? Should she replace them where she found them? The likelihood was that the priest left them there accidentally. He may not have even known about them and if she left them in plain sight, it might embarrass him. On the other hand, if he did know they were there and they suddenly went missing, he’d know she’d taken them. She had to put them back. 
 
    She looked again at herself clad in the eccentric corset and stockings and, rather than take them off, just donned socks, jeans and a sweater. All afternoon, she’ll be doing her housework in the constricting outfit and feeling the resistance to every little movement she makes. It’s going to be an interesting afternoon and an even better night when she eventually gets back to bed. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    chapter 8     
The Priest Ministers 
 
   The next day was a Wednesday and, as it happens, housework was not on the agenda. 
 
    “I need to go into Tregaron this morning. Mrs Downs says her husband is not at all well and is asking to see me.” Megan set her face with a look of concern, but the priest didn’t seem overly worried. “He does this regularly every month. Next week he’ll be right as rain. Now I know there are some things you need to buy, shampoo for instance, and I thought you could get what you need while I see the Downs.” 
 
    “Thank you. That’s very thoughtful of you. I do need a new toothbrush.” 
 
    “Forty-five minutes…” added the priest and Megan hurried up to her bedroom. A trip into town and she had a whole new wardrobe to show off. She stood in her bedroom with her head spinning. Nothing too fancy, that discounts the gowns and cocktail dresses, nor too racy, so no corsets or exotic underwear. There were a couple of stylish jeans and Lucy had some fine woollen sweaters that must have cost a fortune, but it was a warm morning and, anyway, it was a good excuse to wear one of her skirts. 
 
    The one she chose was made from a grey, tweed-like material, not the thinnest or lightest of materials for warm weather, but it more than made up for its relative weight by being extra short. It fitted beautifully and its expensive tailoring showed in the way the pleated sides and back followed her curves. She stood in front of the dressing table mirror staring at her bare thighs below the high hem and began to have second thoughts. Surely, if the Reverend Powell didn’t want her to wear such a garment, he wouldn’t have given it to her… 
 
    Reverend Powell made no comment when he saw her, but she wasn’t sure whether that was a good sign or bad. He dropped her off in the centre of the town by the cross and said he’d see her at the same place in at two. 
 
    It felt odd to be walking around the old town, so familiar and yet now so different. With her family gone and a new home, new clothes, new job, it was like she was a different person, yet the same shops were still in the high street selling the same products with familiar faces behind the counters. 
 
    “Hello, Megan. How are you? I was so sorry to hear about your parents…” It was a common response from many of the townsfolk she met, some she’d known since childhood and some she didn’t know from Adam, but all expressed concern and sympathy. It wasn’t long before the excessive sentiments began to become overwhelming and she sought sanctuary in the lesser populated back streets away from the centre. 
 
    Reluctant to spend the next couple of hours fending off a torrent of emotional support, she wandered towards the small industrial sector in the north of the town and sat on a fence outside Century Packaging, the company where Aroon said he worked. She smiled to herself; was this her plan all along? Did she get dressed-up solely in the hope of seeing Aroon? The thought had finally coalesced in her mind and resolved itself into fact. It was why she’d chosen that skirt, why she’d carefully applied Lucy’s eye make-up and was wearing a pair of Lucy’s ‘make-me-taller’ shoes. Now all that needed to happen was for Aroon to appear for his lunch break. And then the Gods smiled down on her. 
 
    “Megan… What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Waiting for you, Silly.” 
 
    “But…” He looked confused. “I don’t know where to start. Your parents… I heard. I'm so sorry.” 
 
    She gave him a wry smile. 
 
    “I waited for you, but you didn’t show and, of course, I now know why… You must feel awful. What’s happening to you? Where are you staying?” 
 
    “I have somewhere to stay. I'm living with a priest,” and she giggled, not really knowing why she found that so funny. 
 
    “You're looking, um… very well,” he said letting his eyes roam down her body. 
 
    “I feel ok. People are being very nice to me. Do you want to get a coffee seeing as it’s your lunch hour?” 
 
    “Actually, I have the afternoon off, but there’s something I have to do. I do have some time before that, though,” he said glancing at his watch. “Yeah, coffee’s good. There’s a mobile van just up the road,” and he held out his hand to help her from the fence. 
 
    They walked a few hundred metres down the road and there, in a corner of a car park serving another of the local companies, was a mobile burger van. Beyond the car park, the road became little more than a narrow lane leading to one of the small outlying villages and wound through a wooded ravine over a narrow stone bridge. It was a pleasant spot lit with dappled sunlight and cooled by the brook that flowed direct from the high moorland above them. There, on a grassy bank where the road turned away from the bridge, was a wooden bench with a view of the opposite hillside. A brass plaque showed the seat was erected in memory of Edwin Gower who was particularly fond of this place and the two of them sat down to finish their drinks. 
 
    “Nice outfit,” said Aroon and Megan nearly burst out laughing. She’d seen him surreptitiously sneaking glances at her as they'd walked, at her legs looking unnaturally long in the heels and the short skirt and at her cleavage tastefully displayed in the open neck of her blouse and decorated by one of Lucy’s expensive lace bras. 
 
    “Thank you,” she muttered and managed to look bashful under his gaze. He’d already finished his coffee and watched while Megan very deliberately placed her cardboard cup on the grass beside her and turned towards him. He didn’t need more encouragement and slowly bent towards her to place an arm around the back of her neck. Megan responded, turning towards him and meeting his lips with hers with a soft sigh. 
 
    It was in that position that, unnoticed by Megan and Aroon, Reverend Powell drove down the lane back towards the town. They were kissing. Aroon had one arm around Megan’s neck and the other covering her left breast over the thin blouse. Megan was twisted towards him with her legs splayed for support. He skirt had rode even higher and showed a tiny pair of Lucy’s white lace panties whilst her hand was on his thigh. 
 
    Aroon broke the kiss. “I'm sorry, Megan. I shouldn’t have done that.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean I can’t be with you; I have someone else.” 
 
    “Someone else…” She felt like she was going to cry. 
 
    “I only met her last week. She’s called Glenis…” He looked remorseful. “I shouldn’t have kissed you; I'm sorry.” 
 
    “No…” said Megan. “You shouldn’t…” 
 
    “We could still be friends,” he added hopefully. 
 
    “What… With me in reserve, you mean. I don’t think that would work well with me.” She stooped to recover her paper cup, pleased that her blouse was gaping open, pleased that he caught a final glance at what he was giving up. 
 
    “I'm sorry,” he said again. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Megan quietly and stood to smooth the skirt over her thighs. 
 
    * 
 
    She met the priest by the cross at two as arranged and together they visited the supermarket before heading back to Bladffynnon. 
 
    “How was Mr Downs?” she asked above the noise of the old Landrover. 
 
    “Grateful that I came,” said the priest. “I expect he’ll be back in church next Sunday. And how was your morning?” 
 
    “Quiet. Lots of people have been very sympathetic.” 
 
    “Yes…” said the priest. “People can be very kind. Did you meet any of your friends?” 
 
    “I saw Aroon.” 
 
    “Aroon,” repeated the priest. “Is he your boyfriend?” 
 
    “No… Just someone I know,” she answered and looked out of the window at the passing scenery. 
 
    * 
 
    The next day was a Thursday and, like the day before, dawned surprisingly bright and warm. It wasn’t a day to work inside; much better to be out in the sunshine and Megan was pleased to be able to help the priest tend to his garden. As he cut away the brambles around the back of the house, so she dragged the cuttings round to the bonfire that they were making at the side and by late afternoon they’d cleared a twenty-metre swathe more than a metre wide. The pile of dead vegetation dwarfed them both and that evening, the plan was to light it. This they did just as dusk was falling and the two of them sat chatting on a log and toasting bread on long sticks as the flames slowly consumed the weeds and brushwood. 
 
    It was a happy time, a contented time, and the reverend caught the mood exactly when he handed Megan a cup of steaming cocoa. She watched the flames dancing amongst the entwining branches, reflected as coloured flashes in the windows of the church and shadows that crawled randomly across its stone façade. The smoke rose as a dark cloud blotting out the stars, but was studded with its own yellow lights as the sparks were driven upwards by the heat. They sat there until the fire was little more than glowing embers on a pile of ash and then retired for soup and bed. 
 
    Thursday morning, however, demonstrated to Megan how foolish she’d been the night before. Overnight, she’d developed a cough that wracked her body with painful spasms and when the priest found her the next morning tending the range whilst wrapped up in a dressing gown, he sent her straight back to bed. 
 
    “It’s last night’s smoke that’s caused this, but I know how to make a salve that will relieve that cough. My mother always used to make it when we were kids and it never failed to work.” 
 
    An hour later, he knocked on her bedroom door. Megan was lying in bed in one of Lucy’s long, white dressing gowns and smiled weakly when he entered. 
 
    “It hurts to cough,” she complained and the priest agreed it probably did. 
 
    “This should make you feel better, though. It’s a mix of various herbs infused in a warm olive oil base. The vapours will relieve the congestion and should help you to sleep. It’s rubbed on your chest…” 
 
    Megan stared at him. He stared back and then said, “You'll need to open a few buttons otherwise the nightdress is going to get all oily.” 
 
    Megan unfastened the top three and, when the priest made no move, a further two. The garment was now open to below the level of her breasts and she spread the neck wide in a deep ‘V’. With some trepidation, she watched as he dribbled a small quantity of oil just below her neck and spread it over her skin with his fingertips. It smelt divine; lavender and other flowers she couldn’t place mixed with herbs from the woods. He folded his hand into a fist and began to press on her ribs with the back of his fingers. 
 
    “The vapour clears the lungs,” said the priest. “Breathe deeply… My mother used to squeeze my chest to encourage the vapours to penetrate into all parts,” he added in a tone that could almost have been nostalgia. 
 
    Megan unfastened a couple more buttons and spread the neck wider. “I think it’s working. It feels better already.” 
 
    Now the priest spread oil into his palm and pressed it against the centre of her chest, twisting his hand to massage the pungent cocktail into her skin. It felt like silk being stroked across her skin, firm but frictionless, and she closed her eyes as the heady scent filled her nostrils. The oily concoction was almost touching the material of the nightdress and she spread the material a little wider. 
 
    “That’s better,” said the priest. “It’s absorbed better if I use my palm and it’s softer when I press.” 
 
    She closed her eyes as his huge hand rotated first one way and then the other to massage the oil evenly into her chest, the heavy pressure compressing her and controlling her breathing. She could feel her breasts moving beneath the folds of the nightdress, her nipples sliding beneath the silky material as her flesh was pushed and pulled. Oh God, was that good… Dare she ask? What would he say? 
 
    She gave sharp cough and a wry smile… “Would it help if you press the sides as well as the centre of my chest?” 
 
    “The sides, you say?” 
 
    “Yes, Father.” 
 
    The priest hesitated. “It would clear your lungs better,” he said eventually. 
 
    She needed no further urging and slowly unfastened all the buttons down to below her waist so she could pull the sides of the nightdress wide open and down over her shoulders. Soft breasts and darker pink nipples now greeted the priest. He gave Megan’s face a long, penetrating stare, but was unfazed. Stoically, he filled the palm of his right hand with oil and then rubbed his palms together before turning them over either side of her breasts. A few circular movements and then he pressed his hands together to force the air from her. She exhaled and then inhaled deeply, he repositioned his hands and made a few more circular movements before pressing again and she exhaled as before, only this time with the soft flesh of her breasts beneath his fingers. 
 
    The priest spread more oil on his palms and pressed them flat on her breasts, massaging her with slow, circular moves that caused the soft flesh to ooze between his strong fingers and her nipples to flick from knuckle to knuckle. 
 
    Megan closed her eyes and gave a low moan. 
 
    “Oh, Father. That does feel good. I think it’s working because I haven't coughed since you started.” 
 
    “Of course, it’s working. It’s the vapour coupled with the massage around the area of your lungs that does it. The firm pressure seems to encourage the vapours to penetrate deeper and clear the narrow tubes that the particles of smoke have blocked.” 
 
    Megan lay quite still gazing up at the priest’s placid face. She did like this man. He was kind and he always seemed to know what was best for her. She was cautious at first because she’d only really known David Hopper, her step-father, and he was not a good role-model, but the Reverend Powell was nothing like Hopper. So what if he was a little older than her; it doesn’t make much difference. Much more important is the fact that he is caring for her. 
 
    “I think I can feel the sides of my lungs decongesting.” 
 
    He changed position, moving down the bed a little way so that he was better aligned, and poured more oil into both palms. Now the massage went around her breasts to squeeze the sides of her ribs together and press the soft flesh upwards towards the centre of her chest. His big hands worked tirelessly and Megan responded by mewing like a kitten with her body gently squirming beneath the heavy strokes. 
 
    After ten minutes, the priest stopped and she couldn’t avoid a small, disappointed whimper. 
 
    “Feel better?” asked the priest and she confirmed that the massage had helped enormously. “You look better; there’s more colour in your cheeks now.” 
 
    “Thank you, Father. Will you do it again if I start coughing again?” 
 
    “Of course, but I seriously doubt that it will be necessary. Sleep now and I’ll make you something to eat later.” 
 
    He rose and left her then; she gazing after him with a dreamy look in her eyes and her breasts still uncovered and blush-red from the firm manipulations. Outside her closed bedroom door, he paused deep in thought. Megan was not an easy problem to resolve. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 9     
The Consequences Begin 
 
   The rain was beating against Megan’s small bedroom window in waves as the wind tore at the surrounding trees. It wasn’t raining thirty minutes earlier when Elly had arrived, but the weather changes quickly in the hills of Mid-Wales. It was a hard climb up to the vicarage involving much more bicycle pushing than actual riding and the effort had taken its toll on Elly, but a cup of tea and a slice of cake, compliments of the Reverend John Powell, can be wonderfully refreshing for tired legs and now the two girls were sitting on Megan’s bed and chatting. The conversation had just turned serious. 
 
    “Oh, Megan. What have you done?” 
 
    Elly speared her with a laser look, but Megan merely returned a shy smile. 
 
    “He must be, what… nearly thirty years older than you? What on-earth are you thinking?” 
 
    “He’s nice… He’s kind and cares for me, and he sees me as a woman; not as a child like everyone else.” 
 
    “And that’s another thing… Surely dressing up in his dead wife’s clothes is not healthy.” 
 
    “They are beautiful clothes and John likes to see me wearing them.” 
 
    “John…” 
 
    “I don’t call him that to his face, of course. I still call him Father.” 
 
    “Well, he’s the right age to be your father. And, of course, he likes to see you wearing her clothes. What was her name? Lucy… It probably reminds him of her. It’s not you he’s seeing, but his wife.” 
 
    “If that was the case, he wouldn’t be so kind to me and he wouldn’t keep touching me.” 
 
    “He keeps touching you?” 
 
    “Well, just once really when he sat on the edge of my bed and held my breasts. It felt so wonderful.” 
 
    “Sounds to me like he ought to be reported to the police for child abuse.” 
 
    “I am not a child and he wasn’t abusing me. He was rubbing a special oil into my skin to cure a cough and it really worked. Then he made me some soup to make sure I was better. He really is so considerate. And so what if he thinks about his wife when he sees me? That’s good, isn't it? He loved his wife; that means that he loves me too.” 
 
    “You be careful, Megan. He barely knows you and you're not even half his age. He’s… he’s just a boring old man. What’s he do? Preaching and gardening. What sort of life is that?” 
 
    Megan gave her a sly grin. “You might be surprised. I found a pair of handcuffs at the back of his wardrobe the other day.” 
 
    “What… Real ones.” 
 
    “Heavy, solid steel with thick chain links. You would never be able to break them.” 
 
    “Ooo, that’s creepy. What did he say about them?” 
 
    “I didn’t tell him I saw them, but I tried them on and they felt really sexy.” 
 
    Elly wasn’t so sure that was their primary purpose. “Perhaps they were something to do with the church. You know, some sort of medieval punishment like they used to have.” 
 
    “I don’t think it used to be the church that was doing the punishing; surely that would be the police or the town council.” 
 
    “It was before there was a proper police force. The sheriff would have arrested someone and the local Town Council would have convicted him. And then they’d be punished outside the church in a pillory or something. That’s probably where the handcuffs come from.” 
 
    “I don’t think they were very old. They were very shiny.” 
 
    “Well, in that case, your priest obviously has a dark side and is intending to chain you up and have his evil way with you.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind if he did.” She gave Elly a coy little grin. “Wouldn’t be boring then, would it?” 
 
    “My, our little local virgin is growing up fast.” 
 
    Megan looked at the window pane. “The rain’s stopping… Perhaps we should go out for a walk.” 
 
    “Really. I think I’d rather stay here. It’s nice and warm and your bed’s soft. I promise to be quiet and not to scream.” 
 
    “Elly Williams. I think you're a bad influence on me.” Megan lay back on the bed and gave a little wriggle. 
 
    “I was just thinking the same thing about you…” 
 
    * 
 
    “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-0ne 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 still sore. 
 
    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?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 10    
Megan Assists 
 
   Once she’d removed the steel belt, it didn’t take her long to relegate the whole episode to the back of her mind. The priest reminded her once more that it was entirely her choice to remain at the vicarage and for a short while she’d considered her options, but nothing really compared with having a house to live in, a wage that she could save, and her very own priest to look after her. Her thoughts kept replaying all the times he’d been thoughtful and considerate towards her, a revelation for one so starved of real affection. She remembered what it felt like to be carried like a baby in his arms, the security she felt, and her mind kept returning to the time when he’d cured her cough with his very own salve and had applied it so vigorously and with such diligence to her chest. Furthermore, he’d been the only authority figure to accept her story of the fire and the only one to treat her as an adult. 
 
    For sure, his repeated assertion that she was morally so compromised that she actually posed a threat to the local community was laughable in the extreme, but behind everything was a sense that he was only striving to do what’s best for her; surely she could allow him a little eccentricity in return for his kindnesses and affection? 
 
    After the initial couple of weeks, housekeeping became easy. The house was spotless and needed little more than the occasional vacuum and polish. The reverend’s laundry was quick to wash and, although ironing took a while, it was at least predictable and mostly consisted of black shirt and trousers with black boxers and socks. She’d even began ironing his boxer shorts with knife-edge creases down the sides. 
 
    This left Megan with plenty of free time and she began taking on more responsibility for the animals. Although the priest continued to milk Franny the goat and to feed the digester with goat and chicken waste, it was now Megan that actually fed the animals and collected the eggs, a task she enjoyed enormously. She soon made friends with the goats and even the chickens began following her around the enclosure, although only because they now associated her with food. 
 
    As the goats and chickens began bonding with their new provider, her other companion, Tilly the cat, was becoming more independent. She seemed to be thriving in the lonely woods surrounding the vicarage and church and Megan now saw little of her. During the day time, she’d invariably be asleep on Megan’s bed and during the night, she’d be hunting in the woods. 
 
    Saturday was time to clean the church again and the priest seemed particularly pleased that Megan took such pains over the task. The tall brass cross on the altar was especially cherished and gleamed with a radiant yellow glow in the subdued light. He even watched from the doorway as she worked away with a toothbrush at the carvings that decorated the stone altar, removing years of accumulated dirt and dust from the folds and crevices. 
 
    The carvings struck her as unusual. She would have expected religious themes like cherubs and angels, but the carvings depicted more earthly subjects like intertwining branches and leaves, and animals: rabbits and deer. There were small figures hiding amongst the stony undergrowth, but instead of cherubs they looked more like wood nymphs. Right in the middle of it all was a carved disc that she was surprised to discover depicted a ‘Green Man’: a man’s face with foliage for hair and leafy vines sprouting from his mouth. When she asked the priest about the carvings, he agreed they were unusual for a church, although many churches do include a green man amongst their decorations. 
 
    “People don’t realise how much of Christian religion is associated with older pagan traditions, particularly in rural areas. Most of the Christian festivals can be traced back to Pagan origins. Christmas, of course, is well known as the Pagan celebration of the winter solstice and Easter, too, was originally celebrating the Spring Equinox. Early Christians took the end of the dead winter and the coming of new life with the spring and connected it to the celebration of the resurrection of Christ. I could go on: Halloween, for instance, was a time when Pagans celebrated the start of winter. Many Celtic pagans also believed that spirits roamed the earth at this time and that the spirits of ancestors returned home. The name “Halloween” actually comes from a Catholic tradition. The church created “All hallow’s eve” or “allhallowmas” to honour those saints without a specific day already set aside. They chose the date, unsurprisingly, to make it easier to convert pagans at the time. As for the green man, his connection with Christianity is not so clear. He’s obviously Pagan in origin, and many original churches adopted Pagan artefacts, but precisely why he should be so common is not really known. He symbolises death and rebirth with vegetation growing out of his mouth, a reminder of what awaits us all. Of course, there are some religious sects whose traditions are still very Pagan orientated even though they claim to be Christians.” 
 
    “This disc with the green man’s face is actually a loose insert set into the rest of the carved façade,” said Megan as she inspected the frieze along the front of the altar. 
 
    “Indeed,” said the priest, but offered no explanation. 
 
    * 
 
    Sunday came around too quick for Megan’s liking. This will be the third time she’d spent the day touring the local parishes and listening to the same sermon repeated at each service and it was certainly not her favourite way to spend the whole day. On the other hand, she was supporting Reverend Powell and that was important. She should take more notice of what he does and how he conducts himself so she can find new ways to help him in the future. 
 
    The second service of the day was at one of the larger parish churches in a village called Llanglysn and this service was to be shared with a new Deacon. He was much younger than Powell, a wiry, fair-haired man with long legs and an effervescent nature. Accompanying him was his wife; a short woman who was considerably stouter than her husband with curly hair and a penchant for flowery frocks. She helped Megan distribute the hymnbooks as the congregation arrived and then the two found themselves together in the vestry. Because the church was so much larger than any other in the area and was so well attended, the service would be more formal and begin with a procession down the central aisle; Megan would be leading it carrying the cross. 
 
    “It’s good of your father to let you help,” said Beth, the Deacon’s wife, and gave Megan a winning smile. 
 
    “He’s not my father. I’m his…” and then she paused. What was she? “I’m his companion. I live at the vicarage.” 
 
    The smile froze on Beth’s face as she turned away. That was not what she was expecting, but more was to come. Reverend Powell had provided Megan with a black cassock similar to his own so that she looked the part. It reached her ankles like a long evening gown and, over top, she was to wear a shorter white surplice that only reached her knees, but had huge sleeves like a wizard might wear. She hadn't long to change; the Reverend and his Deacon had already left the vestry to give her some privacy and, ignoring Beth’s presence, she pulled her sweater over her head and the wriggled out of the long midi-skirt she’d put on that morning. 
 
    Beth stared open-mouthed at Megan’s back, seeing only the straps of her black lace bra and garter belt, the tiny black lacy thong that was almost invisible between her cheeks, and the dark stockings held in place by the elasticated suspenders. The high-heeled patent-leather shoes merely added additional spice to the over-all impact. Megan, unaware of the effect she was having, turned towards Beth and slipped the bra strap from her left shoulder to stare fixedly inside its padded cup. 
 
    “There’s something here that’s been digging into me all morning and I can’t see what it is,” and she held out the inverted cup towards Beth under her naked left breast. 
 
    “I’m sure I don’t know,” said Beth and turned away. Megan shrugged, repositioned the bra and reached for the cassock. 
 
    “Gotta rush,” she said now looking strikingly angelic and hurried through the door. 
 
    Beth stared at the empty doorway for a long time, the tale of the last few minutes becoming more outrageous each time it replayed through her head. 
 
    * 
 
    “You should tell the Bishop. It’s not right.” 
 
    The Deacon looked despairingly at his wife. “Tell him what? You're just presuming they have an improper relationship.” 
 
    “And what would you call it. He’s forty-five and a widower and she looks like she’s still a child. She told me they had a relationship. She said she was his companion.” 
 
    “That means nothing.” 
 
    “She was dressed like a whore. Who wears those sorts of clothes outside of the bedroom and especially not to church? And then she tried to entice me to touch her. She actually wanted me to feel her naked bosom. Can you believe it?” 
 
    “I have to admit, dear, that’s not normal behaviour. But even so, we mustn’t go jumping to conclusions. Perhaps I’ll have a quiet word with the Reverend and see if I can’t get to the bottom of things.” 
 
    “Well, I think it’s disgraceful. It’s immoral and disgraceful, that’s what it is. The man ought to be defrocked.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 11   
A Wild Ride 
 
   Unlike Sunday, Monday was one of her favourite days; the housework was not arduous and there was always the evening meal to look forward to, the formal dinner that the priest insisted should grace his table on Mondays and Fridays. It was early afternoon and Reverend Powell was out and about somewhere down in the valley on parish business. She’d put a chicken in the range oven to slowly roast and all the vegetables were prepared; they only needed to be added to the hot oven about five. By seven, everything should be perfect. 
 
    The sun was warm, Megan was feeling relaxed and happy, and now the time was her own. It was the perfect opportunity to explore a little of the old village beyond the church. She kicked off her shoes and slipped out of the housecoat Powell had provided. He insisted that she should be properly dressed when in housekeeper mode and the fine leather and low heels wouldn’t do at all for scrambling over rocks; for that rugged trainers would be much more suitable. She caught a glimpse of herself in the dressing table mirror and couldn’t help but smile. Dressed as she was in Lucy’s underwear with the fine stockings and lacy garter belt made her feel like she was in the wrong era, but she didn’t really mind; the antique-looking garments were not uncomfortable and felt erotic as the straps pulled at her thighs with every movement and, in any case, until she could get out and buy her own clothes, there was little option. 
 
    She considered discarding the stockings as unsuitable for exploring, but she’d only have to redress later for dinner and connecting all the straps to the stocking tops was a fiddly chore. Instead, she decided to just be careful with the fine nylon and slipped on a knee-length cotton skirt and a loose-fitting blouse before skipping down the stairs and out into the sunshine. 
 
    She walked along the same track that Reverend Powell had shown her and the foundations of the cottages started to reveal themselves amongst the coarse tussocks in a long line disappearing around the side of the hill to where a copse of small birch trees was trying to gain a foot-hold in the rocky ground. This was where she’d twisted her ankle and they’d turned back. It was about half a mile from the vicarage and beyond it was little evidence of earlier habitation other than the walls of a sheep enclosure a few hundred metres further along a track that had now all but petered out. There were still sheep on the hillside amongst the bracken - white, formless shapes moving slowly in the heat haze. When she reached the old stone walls, it was obvious that the enclosure hadn't been used for many years; couldn’t be used because one entire wall had collapsed into rubble. 
 
    She sat on a rock and gazed out over the surrounding hills, green and sunlit with not a single sign of human habitation visible anywhere on the high moorland. But that wasn’t to say she was alone. She turned back towards the ancient village in response to a call and saw two riders approaching on sturdy, welsh ponies. They were two men some ten years older than her and looking like twins with checked shirts, bronzed clean-shaven faces, and wild, dark hair that hung over their shoulders and floated about their heads in the light breeze. Behind them, each held the reins of a second pony. 
 
    “Good afternoon, girlie,” said the leading rider grinning down at her from his shaggy beast. “A pleasant day for a stroll.” 
 
    Megan just stared up at them without speaking. 
 
    “Aw, don’t be like that. There’s few enough folk in these hills and a shame when one won’t even pass the time of day with a friend.” He had a lilting voice that could even have been Irish. 
 
    “Good afternoon,” said Megan hesitantly. 
 
    “Would you mind if we rested a while with you? We’ve been riding for hours and still have a way to go.” 
 
    “It’s a free country,” she replied, instantly regretting not only her lack of originality, but also, in effect, inviting them to sit with her. 
 
    “That it is,” said the speaker and the two of them deftly slipped from their saddles. They wrapped the reins around the branches of a stunted rowan and sat either side of her, each with a small pack that they’d unhooked from their saddles. 
 
    “My name’s Morgan and my reticent associate here is my brother, Lloyd.” He smiled showing bright, white teeth and Megan grinned back. “Chocolate?” he asked holding out a partially unwrapped bar. 
 
    “Megan,” said Megan and snapped off a piece. 
 
    “We haven’t seen anyone for hours and then we come across you just sitting here looking like a welsh fairy,” said Lloyd. “Not lost, are you?” 
 
    “Of course, I’m not lost. I live in the vicarage just back along the track.” 
 
    “We must have passed on the other side of the woods; we saw no building.” 
 
    “And where are you going?” She looked at the horses they’d been towing behind them and asked without any hint of criticism, “Are you stealing them?” 
 
    Morgan laughed. “Stealing them? No… We bought them. As to where we’re going, well, that’s about another six miles or so to the camp. We are what you might call gypsies, see, and me and Lloyd, we trade in horses. Beautiful creatures, especially these little Welsh ones. Strong as an ox and twice as stubborn.” 
 
    “I do like horses,” admitted Megan. 
 
    “Most girls do… Do you ride?” 
 
    “No… We never had any horses on the farm. My step-dad always said they were too frivolous, not useful enough.” 
 
    “But you're not on the farm now?” 
 
    She shook her head. There was a lot left unasked and unsaid, but she didn’t feel much like volunteering any details. 
 
    “Would you like a ride?” asked Morgan. 
 
    “But I can’t ride and certainly not without a saddle.” 
 
    “That’s alright,” said Lloyd. “You can use my mount. She’s very docile. I’ll ride one of the new ones bareback.” 
 
    “Are you sure? I’d love to try it if you think it will be alright.” 
 
    “Sure, it’s fine. Come on… Jump up on Molly. She’ll love to have a little light thing like you on her,” and both men jumped to their feet. “Here, put a foot in my hands and swing your leg over,” and Morgan interlocked his fingers to hoist her up. They gave her the reins, but made no attempt to adjust the stirrups which were obviously too long for her shorter legs. 
 
    “Shouldn’t the stirrups be higher? My legs are almost straight.” 
 
    “Aw, it won’t make much difference; you'll be fine. Molly will just follow my mount, so you don’t need to do anything but sit in the saddle and enjoy the ride.” Morgan slid effortlessly up onto his own pony and Lloyd did the same with one of the new ones using a convenient rock to make the task easier. With a quick glance over his shoulder to ensure Megan was ready, Morgan clicked his tongue and pulled his pony’s head round to set off along the hillside at an easy walk. 
 
    The motion was a revelation to Megan. With every pace, her body lurched forward in the saddle to roll her crotch over the hard leather. She tried to mitigate the sensation by using her legs to relieve the pressure, but it didn’t seem to help; surely the stirrups should be higher? She glanced at her new companions, but they didn’t seem to be moving in the same manner. Nevertheless, the sense of moving as one with another animal beneath her was thrilling and she could see the appeal straight away. Leaning forward, she gave Molly a pat on the side of her neck and then grinned back at Lloyd behind her. 
 
    Half a mile further and the hillside opened up from rock strewn moorland to rough pasture. The three riders now regrouped in line abreast with Morgan towing the fourth pony on a trailing rein. 
 
    “Happy?” he asked and Megan grinned back at him. “Good… Let’s get them to trot.” 
 
    Without any apparent signal, all four horses suddenly changed gait to a trot and thereby doubled their speed. Now Megan had to concentrate more to stay upright as the pony bounced energetically beneath her. To either side, Morgan and Lloyd were moving easily whilst she was bouncing madly with the saddle bumping her with each step and her whole body surging up and down as if she was riding a pogo stick rather than a horse. Was this really what it should feel like? She tried to stand in the stirrups, but still the saddle hit her crotch with remorseless rapidity. 
 
    The wind was pulling at her hair that now streamed out behind her, as did her light cotton skirt to reveal thighs clad in dark nylon stockings and patterned with elasticated silk suspenders. She looked down to see her eccentric underwear revealed in all its stark glory, but could do nothing about it; she was too busy clutching the reins and trying to retain her balance. She was even aware of the knowing glances that passed between the brothers, but rather than distress her, she found her excitement building as her libido responded to the stimulation of her loins and the unrestrained bouncing of her breasts. 
 
    “I… I think I need to stop,” she said with a tremulous voice. They seemed to have ridden for miles and she knew that much more would result in an involuntary orgasm that would probably cause her to fall from the pony. 
 
    “Ok,” said Morgan. “We’ll stop at that copse for a rest,” and he pointed to a small group of trees a few hundred yards distant. It was a close-run thing, but Megan managed to hold back her building climax and was surprised to find herself stationary and staring down at Morgan’s grinning face as he held out his arms to help her from her mount. With a sigh, she slipped from the saddle and fell bodily against his chest with her arms about his neck. 
 
    It felt so natural when he kissed her, like it was the only possible progression in a series of events that were preordained by nature itself and there was nothing she could do to fight the inclination. She closed her eyes and hung in his arms. 
 
    “Let’s sit over there,” he said, indicating a grassy bank shaded by the trees, but when she tried to walk her legs felt wobbly and he had to carry her. The fell together on the bank, she rolling on top of him careless that her skirt had ridden high about her legs. Lloyd busied himself hitching the ponies to suitable branches and then lay down beside them. 
 
    “Are you thirsty?” asked Morgan and then, without waiting for an answer, pushed her off him onto Lloyd so that he could retrieve a bottle from his pack. Megan found herself now against Lloyd, pressed against him in such a manner that her left breast was crushed against his palm. She stared at him with eyes wide and her mouth open in silent exclamation, but Lloyd just grinned, closed his hand and sealed his mouth over hers. 
 
    Morgan returned with the bottle of wine and sat down beside them. The next thing Megan was aware of was a hand between her thighs. “God, you're so wet…” She squealed and struggled upright, indignant at his presumption, but breathing deeply and with the buttons of her shirt open to the waist. 
 
    “You're looking a little flushed. Here… Have a drink,” and he passed her the bottle. She scowled at him, but took the bottle anyway. It was a sweet white wine that should have been slightly sparkling, but after being jogged on horseback for hours was more like an energetic Prosecco. Megan took the bottle and drank deeply. It tasted just like lemonade and as she peered at the sky with the bottle to her lips, Morgan slipped his hand inside her gaping shirt, displaced the bra and cupped a naked breast to send her hormones raging. Memories of nick’s rough hands squeezing her and the reverend’s gentler ministrations as he spread the herbal gel over her chest flashed through her mind and now Morgan had her in his palm. She felt like a wild spirit out on the open moors with only the sun and the wind to augment the occasion. And the brothers… 
 
    As Morgan twisted her head towards him to steal another kiss, Lloyd lifted the bottle from her hand, slipped the neck of her shirt over her shoulders, and slid the sleeves from her arms. She groaned, flicked the bra which had magically opened of its own accord from her wrists and snuggled against the hard mass of Morgan’s chest. Whilst Morgan teased her tongue with his own, Lloyd teased the backs of her legs and tickled the soft, damp pouch of her panties between her splayed thighs with his fingertips. 
 
    “God, you're a beautiful creature,” whispered Morgan when they broke for air. Megan grinned and reached for the bottle again. She felt inordinately happy and shivered as his hands swept across her breasts. She could feel his hip and belt pressing against her crotch and a hard mass between his legs pressing against her thigh. Then a thought struck her… rather belatedly. 
 
    “I can’t let you sleep with me.” 
 
    Morgan smiled at the archaic phraseology. “We don’t want to sleep with you.” 
 
    “No… You mustn’t do the other thing either. I can't let you do that; it wouldn’t be proper.” 
 
    “Goodness me, the thought never entered my head what with you living in a vicarage and all. You don’t need to worry your pretty little head on that score. You're perfectly safe with us. We’re both good Catholic boys; you won’t catch us doing anything improper.” Megan grinned and touched the front of his jeans with her hand. “But you could at least get it out; don’t just sit there pressing it.” 
 
    She hesitated for no more than an instant before she unbuckled the leather belt about his waist and opened the front of the jeans. Now the straining of his underpants became more apparent and she pulled down the elasticated waist band to free the beast inside. It sprung forth, thick and erect and she gasped. It was the first time she’d ever seen one ‘in the flesh’ so to speak. She’d felt Nick nudging her, even sliding into her a little way, but it wasn’t the same. It didn’t prepare her for this sight. Morgan lay back on the bank to leave Megan with her prize and she grasped it in both hands and leaned forward to nuzzle it with her face. It smelt musky and the shaft was as hard as wood, but the head was soft; a fat, pointed acorn atop a shaft that would fill her with ecstasy if she’d only let it. Morgan’s hand was in her hair, gently guiding her, manoeuvring her until she touched it with her tongue. The texture was like fine silk caressing her lips. 
 
    His hands were on her temples now and gently steered her until his glans were between her lips. He straightened her so that she was kneeling with her head directly over him and then he eased himself deeper into her mouth. She groaned as his glans filled her cheeks and her tongue wrapped itself against him to press him against her palate. Behind her she felt Lloyd’s fingers touching her again, stroking, inveigling. Morgan groaned loudly and pushed her head down to press his erection into her throat and she gagged, but he instantly released her to allow her to rise. She pressed down again, this time of her own accord and felt the soft head slide into her throat at the same time as Morgan cupped a dangling breast and rolled her nipple between his fingers and thumb. 
 
    Time stopped. She closed her eyes and the world became insubstantial; a vaporous void where only touch mattered. She was conscious of Lloyd easing her panties over her hips and down her thighs, conscious of her damp secretions evaporating in the air to cool the tops of her legs. She pressed Morgan into her mouth again as Lloyd pressed two fingers into her and she quivered, her body held in place not only by Morgan with a hand on her head and the other gripping a breast, but now by Lloyd pinning her hips in place. 
 
    Lloyd buried his fingers again, pumping her while his other hand sought and found the little bud of her clitoris and Morgan began to rhythmically press on the back of her head. Her breathing was intermittently blocked, but that was not at all of concern. What was paramount was the orgasm surging up in her loins that was threatening to overwhelm the last of her addled consciousness. It hit her like a tsunami and she tried to scream, but with her mouth full of cock, that was never going to work. She struggled to stop Lloyd, to alleviate the stimulation that had suddenly changed from indispensable to devastating, but Morgan was gripping her head in a vice-like lock to pump himself into her and Lloyd had her sex gripped in his own intimate lock and was showing no sign of moderating that stimulation. 
 
    Morgan climaxed. Suddenly, her mouth was full of an oleaginous, slightly salty syrup that dribbled from her lips faster than she could swallow it. Morgan was still holding her head in place, but was careful not to move her for fear of friction on his over-sensitised glans. A final ejaculation and he lifted her choking and spluttering and grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    They lay there, the three of them aligned together like logs on the grassy bank dozing under the bright sun. Megan mentioned that she ought to return to the vicarage to see to the goats and prepare the priest’s dinner and that seemed to be the unsaid signal for Morgan and Lloyd to renew their seduction efforts in order to reignite her arousal. Even if she wanted to, it would have been difficult for her to rise with four hands and two mouths working assiduously on her tits. 
 
    “I must confess that I haven't seen such a beautiful body all day,” said Morgan with a chuckle. 
 
    “Bet my nipple’s harder than your nipple,” challenged Lloyd and sucked the teat into a long point, retaining the shape by squeezing the tit with both hands. Morgan did likewise and then they compared results. Megan was less interested in the winner; for her, only participation was important and she lay back with her eyes closed cooing quietly while her body was manipulated. 
 
    Stray hands raised the hem of her skirt and fingers delved deftly between damp thighs, teasing and stimulating in equal measure as she squirmed and bucked, always bringing her closer to her second coming, but careful not to tip her over the edge. 
 
    It was when she felt her skirt sliding down her legs that reality encroached on her dreamlike world. 
 
    “No…” she cried. “Let me dress. I must get back.” 
 
    “We just want to see what you look like underneath,” and the skirt joined her other clothes on the bank beside them. Hands caressed the long, nylon clad limbs and toyed with the elasticated straps of the suspenders, stroking the white flesh bifurcated by the black silk and trifling with the soft folds of her sopping labia. “Wow…” said Morgan pulling at a strap so that it snapped against her thigh. “What sort of girl goes hiking wearing that?” and he let the question hang in the air for long moments. 
 
    She lay back mewing quietly like a kitten and closed her eyes, but opened them wide when her hand fell on Lloyd’s erect member. It was every bit as thick and hard as his brother’s had been and he gazed back at her with an optimistic expression on his face. Nothing was said, but Morgan rolled aside to give her room and Megan scooted down the bank to kneel over her second paramour, offering an intriguing exhibition to Morgan in the process. As she bore down on Lloyd, so Morgan bored between the delicate ruched folds of her inner labia with his fingers to locate her secret tunnel and considered the broad hips and puckered anus so naively presented. 
 
    The whole scenario was a repeat of the earlier adventure, this time resulting in both Megan and Lloyd experiencing orgasmic episodes and giving Megan her second protein boost of the afternoon. Morgan was content to just facilitate her orgasm, hold her in place until Lloyd was satisfied, and enjoy the consequential display as she squirmed on his fingers. 
 
    Exhausted and still trembling with the after-spasms, Megan finally collapsed on the bank with semen smearing her face and a sticky secretion dribbling down her thighs, and there she lay breathing heavily. When she eventually lifted her head, to her surprise her two new friends were already mounted on their ponies. 
 
    “The ditzy bitch is awake,” muttered Morgan. 
 
    “Wait… I’m not dressed yet.” Then the implication of what she was seeing filtered through her still befuddled consciousness: “Aren’t you going to take me home?” 
 
    “Sorry, love. Must get on. You’ve delayed us long enough.” 
 
    “But how will I get home?” 
 
    The men just smiled and nudged their ponies into a brisk walk. “Stop… Please stop. You can’t just leave me here like this,” but the only response she got was a cheery wave. In shocked astonishment, she watched them ascend a small rise and then disappear over the crest. 
 
    “You're both pigs,” she called after them. “I hate you…” and then, as an after-thought, “Where are my clothes?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 12    
An Error of Judgement 
 
   It was almost four miles back to the vicarage and took her more than an hour to backtrack to the ruined village and then along the overgrown ‘main street’ and through the copse to the back of the church. She met no-one, which was probably just as well considering her state of undress. By that time, it was almost seven and, although the chicken would be cooked, the vegetables would still be raw and the Reverend Powell would be agitated. 
 
    But she had more pressing concerns. How could she get to her bedroom to redress without the good reverend noticing? She crept from the side of the church and made her way carefully towards the house keeping well to its blind side and making use of what vegetation was available. Pressed against the end wall, she peered nervously around the corner towards the front door and imagined the priest staring out of every one of the nine windows as well as standing in the doorway. But there was nothing for it; she had to take that risk. She tiptoed along the front wall until she was beside the kitchen window and peeped around the frame into the dark interior. The room appeared empty and she stooped low to pass under the window. Now she was between the kitchen and the obscure glass of the mysterious study room and looked nervously to left and right. She closed her eyes in silent prayer and turned her back to the wall, palms flat against its rough surface as she gathered her strength. The next stage would bring her to the doorway. 
 
    “Megan…” 
 
    The cry came from straight in front of her and when she opened her eyes, she was gazing straight at the figure of Reverend Powell who was standing in the vestibule of the church and regarding her with a severe expression. 
 
    “Come here, girl.” 
 
    For a few seconds, she stood rooted to the spot and then made a feverish dash for the safety of the dark house. She gripped the door-handle and twisted before collapsing in a sobbing heap against the stout door. It was locked. Slowly, the priest crossed the ground between them to stand towering over her. 
 
    “Stand,” he commanded and she struggled to her feet to stand, suddenly cold and shivering in the late afternoon sun. Her hands were clasped together in front of her crotch to leave her breasts bare and her nipples protuberant in the cool air. “Please explain yourself.” 
 
    All sorts of thoughts passed through her head in an instant, but none of them made any sense. In the end, the only way she could explain why she was abroad so late in the afternoon without any clothes was to admit what had occurred. 
 
    “I met two gypsy boys…” she recalled between sobs. “They took me miles away across the hillside on their horses. Then they undressed me and… Oh, Father. Please forgive me. I should never have let them entice me to go with them, but I’d never ridden a horse before… Then they stole my clothes.” 
 
    “Are you alright? Did they hurt you? Did they force carnal intercourse upon you?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “Then you are lucky.” He extracted the door key from his pocket. “Go upstairs and dress. Dinner is ready in the kitchen.” 
 
    She stared at him, astonished by his magnanimity and understanding. This man was so different to every other she’d ever met. She grabbed his hand and kissed his fingers just as one might kiss a bishop and then turned to flee through the door and up the stairs. 
 
    When she reappeared ten minutes later, she was dressed in one of Lucy’s dresses that covered her discretely from neck to knees. The priest had cooked the vegetables when he realised that Megan was delayed and had already laid the table for the meal. He was busy carving the roast chicken. 
 
    Megan gave him a self-conscious grin and sat opposite with her hands in her lap. 
 
    “For what we are about to receive…” intoned the priest. The prayer went on longer than usual and included such unusual requests as beseeching God to endow the food with everything necessary to satisfy any earthly desires either of them may have. Megan looked at the thick parsnips accompanying the meal and could hardly keep herself from giggling. Fortunately, the priest had his eyes closed at the time, so missed Megan’s moment of revelry. 
 
    “Amen.” 
 
    “Amen,” Megan repeated and he pushed a plate of food towards her. 
 
    “Eat,” he said. “You’ve had a shook and a narrow escape. You can tell me about it later.” 
 
    * 
 
    Later, much later after the meal had been eaten and the plates cleared away, they sat together on the settee in the sitting room. Megan cleared her throat and said, “Father. I think I would like to ‘take confession’.” 
 
    “Yes, I think that would be best. Confessions are heard in the strictest of confidence and I will make no judgement; that is the prerogative of the Lord. Tell me all, Megan, and that way you will be absolved and your conscience cleared.” 
 
    “Thank you, Father.” She took a deep breath. “Bless me father for I have sinned…” She knew that those were the words used when confessing to Catholic priests and supposed they would do just as well for Anglican ones. Reverend Powell merely smiled. 
 
    “I was resting on a wall this afternoon when two men approached me riding ponies. They were wild looking, like gypsies, and I tried to ignore them, but, well… it was difficult.” She remembered how they looked – tall and muscular – and how enticing Morgan’s voice sounded. 
 
    “They offered me chocolate and sat beside me. Then they asked if I wanted to ride one of their ponies. I said yes… Was that wrong, Father?” 
 
    “Go on,” said the priest. 
 
    “I sat on the pony, but I couldn’t ride it properly and its movements under me were exciting me. Then, when Morgan, that was the younger one’s name, helped me from the saddle, I fell against him and we started kissing.” Her voice took on a dreamy tone and as she continued. “His hands… Only you had ever touched me like that before and it felt wonderful, like I was loved and cherished. I don’t remember when I took my shirt off, but then I touched him. He said I should unfasten his jeans and promised not to force, you know… intercourse on me, so I thought it would be alright. He was so big and thick that I felt my throat go dry and my knees became weak. I touched it too my face to feel how silky it was and before I knew it, it was in my mouth and I was sucking him.” 
 
    She went quiet then and the priest just sat quietly waiting for her to continue. “Lloyd was behind me. He removed my panties and started fingering me. It was too much and I climaxed, but they didn’t stop… Not until Morgan orgasmed in my mouth.” 
 
    Another silence… 
 
    “After that, we were laying together on the grass and I remember saying that I should get back to cook dinner for you, but then they were both touching me again and… and I succumbed. I sucked on Lloyd while Morgan toyed with me from behind and I climaxed a second time shortly before Lloyd. It felt wonderful, but, God, was I spent…” 
 
    She must have sensed the priest stiffen with her heretical exclamation because she was shocked back to reality. “Sorry, Father. I didn’t mean to say that. I sort of collapsed in the grass and when I opened my eyes, they were already mounted on their ponies and about to leave. I thought they were going to bring me home, but they didn’t; they just rode off. It was only once they'd gone that I realised that they'd taken my clothes and I had to walk all the way back as I was.” 
 
    “So, it was you that actually seduced them by unclothing them and sucking on their genitals?” 
 
    She stared at the priest whilst she reviewed in her head what she’d just told him and then nodded weakly. 
 
    “You must say the words if you want forgiveness…” 
 
    “Forgive me, Father, for kissing Morgan and Lloyd and allowing myself to be undressed in their presence…” 
 
    “And,” prompted the priest. 
 
    Too late to stop now… “And for opening their jeans and sucking on their erect penises until they climaxed in my mouth.” 
 
    The priest sat quiet and pensive for what seemed like an age to Megan, but was probably less than a minute before muttering, “For these sins may God grant absolution.” 
 
    “Thank you, Father,” and she kissed his cheek. “I really do feel much better now. You are so kind to me. No-one has ever been this kind before. My step-father would have beaten me and my mother, well, she would probably have pretended I’d not spoken. But you… you have listened and have forgiven me. You see I had no option and you haven't judged me, and I love you all the more for it.” 
 
    “As I said, it’s not for me to judge, but for God. I am merely is mouthpiece, his messenger.” 
 
    “You are a lovely man,” and she snuggled against his shoulder with a happy sigh. 
 
    “I think,” said the priest slowly, “That you ought to retire to bed and consider what has happened today. Think about what you did and draw lessons from what you have learnt. Such thoughts and lessons may have an impact on your future in ways you can’t even begin to imagine.” 
 
    “Oh, I think I can, Father. I see things clearer with every passing minute,” and she gave him a coy grin as she slid off the settee and climbed the stairs to bed. 
 
    Reverend Powell watched her go with a heavy heart. The girl was a moral danger to all men, but he had no idea how to handle the situation. Perhaps hearing her confession wasn’t such a good idea because it limited what he could do afterwards. He was supposed to give her absolution no matter what and any penance wasn’t meant to be a punishment; God doesn’t punish sinners who repent. A penance is meant to be for the benefit of the penitent, something to remind him or her that God comes first and the penitent last. Even so, if she was truly penitent, she should prove it by accepting a penance that will remain in her memory and help her to keep on the strict moral path of a Christian. 
 
    He decided to think about it and talk it over with her in the morning. Megan, on the other hand, thought he ought to consider the matter sooner… 
 
    * 
 
    It was past midnight. The priest had been in his bed for two hours and was dozing comfortably. Megan had been in her bed for longer, but she was wide awake. She’d taken the priest’s advice and been thinking about Morgan and Lloyd for much of that time. In particular, she’d thought a lot about what it means to be a woman in the presence of men; what her duties were and how she should respond to their stimuli: verbal, physical and hormonal. She knew there must be hormones involved, lots of them, because of the way her body reacted to their presence. She’d learnt about them in school biology lessons. Some of them were called pheromones and animals, including humans, are driven by their invisible signals. The chemicals waft through the air to affect the behaviour of other humans without these recipients necessarily being aware of what’s happening. 
 
    The reverend would know all about them, know that she had no choice when she met Morgan and Lloyd and she was hit by their pheromones. It was why he was so understanding. It was their pheromones that had made her so receptive to their physical stimulations and those, in turn, had caused her to pay so much attention to their cocks. She felt proud that she was able to limit their intrusions to her mouth because to allow them to penetrate her sex would have been wrong in the absence of true love. John would be conscious of that too, would know that she displayed considerable self-discipline by limiting the effects of their pheromones like that. It wasn’t easy. She remembered what their erect cocks felt like in her mouth, the texture of their silky glans, their salty taste, and the erotic sensation of their hard shafts sliding over her tongue and filling her throat. What was really compelling about the encounters was the thought that these cocks could be pounding away inside her sex, filling her loins and stimulating her clitoris. The electric dildo was fun, but it surely couldn’t compare to the real thing. 
 
    And then she’d thought about how good and loving the Reverend was… how loving John was. He didn’t chastise her for being tricked by those men. He knew she couldn’t help what happened and instead he’d comforted her. He’d listened when she made her confession and he forgave her. It made her feel so lucky to have found him. She’d cuddled up to him on the settee and felt so precious and safe. She had felt him breathing and had felt the strength in his thigh as she’d pressed herself against him. He was the man she wanted. It was him she wanted to kiss; his cock she wanted to worship. And she knew in her heart that he felt the same. 
 
    She must act. The time for being coy had passed; now she must draw out his true feelings. 
 
    * 
 
    “Father…” She called with a whisper, but he was fast asleep. She knelt beside his bed and moved closer. “John… Please wake up; I need you.” 
 
    The priest stirred and blinked with the landing light throwing her figure into silhouette. 
 
    “Megan. Is that you? What do you want?” 
 
    “You know what I want.” She eased the covers aside and slid in beside him. Reverend Powell was now wide awake. 
 
    “Megan. You have no clothes on.” 
 
    “I’m cold,” she whispered and wrapped an arm about his waist.” 
 
    “Megan…” his voice rising in tempo. “You mustn’t.” 
 
    “But we must. I know you love me. I’ve known ever since I arrived here. Please, kiss me.” Her hand slipped lower to stoke the soft flesh between his legs. “You're still soft,” she whispered. “I can make it hard. I know how by sucking it.” 
 
    “No…” he cried in a strident voice and tried to push her away, but her hold was tenacious. 
 
    “Please. You know you love me. Let me please you. I want to taste your seed.” 
 
    Summoning all his strength, the priest gave her a mighty push and she slid out from under the covers into a heap on the floor. 
 
    “Get out. Be gone, harlot… Witch… Evil temptress… Devil woman. Go… Get out of my bedroom.” 
 
    “But I love you and you love me.” 
 
    “No…” he wailed. “No, it’s not true. Arghhh!” and he hid his face beneath the covers. 
 
    Megan stood and gazed down at the writhing heap beneath the bedding. 
 
    “John…” she called in a soft voice. 
 
    “ARGHHH…” he called louder to drown out the devil’s temptation. 
 
    Megan just stood gazing down at him with tears in her eyes. 
 
    * 
 
    It wasn’t yet light, but she could see well enough by the light of the moon. This time, she was better prepared. She’d taken a small backpack and filled it with sensible clothes: jeans and sweaters, underwear and socks. She’d taken food from the pantry, a large wedge of cheese and some biscuits, and a bottle of water. Finally, she’d taken a month’s wages from the tin on the mantelpiece; it was only what he owed her and she’d need money. 
 
    The image of the priest cowering beneath the blankets was raw in her head. How could she have misread his signals so terribly, misinterpreted his actions and motives? It wasn’t possible. He must love her; he just doesn’t realise it. It will dawn on him when he finds her gone, she was sure of it, but by then, it will be too late. Such a cruel twist of fate… 
 
    Outside the vicarage, it was still dark, but a grey mist to the east showed the promise of another day. There was just enough light to discern the path from the dark shadows of the trees and she crossed to the church where the light from a single candle fluttering on the altar was visible through the diamond panes. She was calling quietly for Tilly. She didn’t want to take the cat with her, that wouldn’t have been practicable, just to say goodbye, but Tilly stayed obstinately out of sight. In the end, she’d given up and left her to her hunting. She thought about setting off down the long lane to the main road, but it would take her more than two hours and there was no telling who she’d meet, so she walked through the ruins of Bladffynnon village and along the track Morgan and Lloyd had taken her on horseback. After an hour and a half, she rested in the hollow where she’d laid with them and watched the sky lighten. Two biscuits and a sip of water later, and she set off again climbing over the small rise that they'd taken with their ponies and following the track along the ridge. 
 
    The land was new to her now and the track often indistinct among the rocks and tussocks of grass. Sheep moved slowly from her path as she approached and watched her pass with vacant stares. Long afterwards, she’d look back and they'd still be gazing in her direction, the only human moving within miles of open moorland. Then the open hillside abruptly stopped and the far views replaced by a Forestry Commission plantation. The thin light of dawn barely penetrated the coniferous woodland, but the path was now straight and wide between dark, tall tree trunks rising vertically like the bars of a prison from a bed of broken, twisted cord wood, dead and lifeless. They all but blotted out the sky and it made her shiver, but the path was clear enough and she tramped onwards towards a new start. 
 
    She had no idea where the path would lead; perhaps to Morgan, perhaps Cardiff or beyond. Other paths branched to left and right, but they seemed smaller service tracks for the plantation vehicles and she marched resolutely on. Quite suddenly, the plantation stopped to be replaced by deciduous woodland of Birch and Alder with the track now a rocky bed of stones between drainage ditches. It was no longer straight, but now wound around tight bends, dropping into hollows to pass over fast flowing streams before climbing again. 
 
    Finally, the track became tamer and passed between fields of wheat, brassicas and potatoes. She walked through a farm, but there was no-one about and she moved on in silence. Her Micky Mouse watch told her it was almost nine when she saw a road below her in the valley with a post van winding its way slowly between its high banks and another twenty minutes before the track opened out onto the lane. She turned right. Unless her sense of direction was sadly misled, left would lead back around the hillside towards Tregaron; right would lead east. 
 
    All morning, she walked along the lane. The occasional vehicle passed, but it was all local traffic between farms and nobody stopped to offer her a lift. At midday, she sat on a bank and ate a few more biscuits washed down with the bottled water and soon after that, the lane ended with a T-junction onto a main road. A builder’s truck rumbled past as she approached and she ran the last few metres to stand in the road gazing at nothing but a cloud of dust. Behind her, a familiar voice called. 
 
    “Megan… Can I offer you a lift?” It was Sergeant Hughes leaning on the bonnet of his colourful little police car and grinning like a Cheshire cat. Running was pointless, there was nowhere to run to, so she slowly walked to the car, opened a rear door, and slid into the seat. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 13    
Megan’s First Penance 
 
   The priest was in the church when the car stopped outside the vicarage, appearing in the doorway of the vestibule when he heard the sound of crunching gravel. Sergeant Hughes climbed from the driver’s seat leaving Megan sitting morosely in the back. 
 
    “Good morning Reverend. I have brought back your stray.” He opened the rear door and she peered uncertainly at the priest. 
 
    “Come on, Megan. We need to talk.” 
 
    “Are you sure this is what you want. After all, she’s a thief now. I could arrest her and keep her in custody. With £300 stolen from a church collection box and with her history, she’d almost certainly get a custodial sentence.” 
 
    “It was my money. It was what Father Powell owed me.” 
 
    “That may be so, but you didn’t wait to be given it; you stole it and that makes you a thief.” 
 
    “Now, Sergeant Hughes. Let’s not be too hasty here. If Megan wants to resume her duties here, I am prepared to overlook the theft. Although I should warn you, Megan, that I have decided on your penitence and you may not like it.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter anymore. Nothing matters.” 
 
    “That’s not a healthy way to look at things. Come… Come and sit with me in the church for a while. The sergeant can go and make himself a cup of tea in the house while we talk things over.” 
 
    Hughes just shrugged. “If that’s what the Reverend wants, I can lose myself for a bit whilst you two sort yourselves out, but remember, Megan, if you can't reach an agreement, I will have no option but to charge you.” 
 
    Slowly, like a spoilt child reluctantly agreeing to eat her sprouts, Megan climbed from the car and followed the priest into the church. They sat together on the front pews under the altar with its towering cross. 
 
    “I'm sorry, Megan. I over-reacted. You surprised me, that’s all.” 
 
    “I loved you and you batted me away like an unwanted insect.” 
 
    “I didn’t understand the depth of your feeling then and I didn’t mean to push you away like that. It was wrong of me; I should have shown you more respect.” 
 
    “But you don’t love me.” 
 
    “Of course, I love you. I love everybody. It’s the way of priests.” 
 
    “That’s not the same thing at all. I mean that you don’t love me like a man loves a woman; like a husband should love his wife.” 
 
    “Oh, Megan. How can I possibly answer that? I can see now that you love me with an intensity that I am unable to match, but you are young and life is fresh for you. I am older and I have suffered setbacks that have left me jaded, emotionally scared and less able to form such rapid, powerful bonds. I have only really known you for a few short weeks; that’s much too short for a man like me.” 
 
    “Are you saying that given more time you’d be able to love me like I love you?” 
 
    “I’m saying that I don’t know. There hasn’t been time for such bonds to develop with me and it’s too early to say whether they will or whether they won’t.” 
 
    “Father… I’ll wait. I can wait forever for you to fall in love with me.” 
 
    “It’s not quite as simple as that. Life for a priest is complex; I have to consider the broader picture; your welfare and that of my neighbours, my fellow men and women. You have developed tendencies, sexual tendencies that I, in my capacity as a priest, must deem inappropriate. I’m not blaming you, it’s a result of factors beyond your control, but you have confessed to me sins which I cannot in all honesty ignore. I am talking of your sexual predilections that resulted in you taking advantage of Nick that time in Tregaron and the two gypsies yesterday. If left uncorrected, I am concerned that you might pose a risk to the community at large. You have libidinous desires that put others in moral jeopardy.” 
 
    “But Father, I couldn’t help those things. I did try. I tried to make Nick and the gypsies stop, but they just kept going until I found I couldn’t stop myself.” 
 
    “That’s exactly what I'm talking about, Megan. I want to help you and for your own sake, I feel duty bound to impose a penance. It’s partly intended to protect our neighbours and partly to remind you that you have sinned. This penance shall last until I'm satisfied that you have learned from your errors and no longer pose a risk. There is one further condition that you must fulfil: as the penitent, you must be prepared to pay your penance willingly and with a joyous heart.” 
 
    “Oh John, you know that I will try to do anything for you.” 
 
    “As your priest, I hope that is the case and don’t call me John; you must call me Father.” 
 
    * 
 
    The next Saturday was at least dry even though there was a stiff breeze blowing around the hilltops. Elly once again struggled up the incline pushing her bicycle and arrived at the vicarage in the late morning. At the house she was greeted by the priest who directed her to the church. 
 
    “Saturday mornings she cleans the old church. Perhaps you’d like to help her; there are probably some parts she can't reach.” 
 
    Elly thanked him and wandered through the graveyard over the rough grass. Inside the church, Megan was kneeling on a small mat and scrubbing at the floor tiles with a stiff brush she was dipping into a bucket of water. Elly watched her back quietly from the doorway, watched her head bobbing up and down as she worked with long strokes and outstretched arms. 
 
    “You make a good scrubber,” said Elly and Megan jumped with the sudden interjection. 
 
    “Oh, I didn’t hear you.” 
 
    “Reverend Powell said you were busy working, making his church all spick and span.” She walked up next to Megan, only to stand motionless and stare. “You're handcuffed…” she finally managed to say. Megan just gazed back at her, lifting her hands to show Elly that there was another chain that linked the cuffs to a metal belt about her waist just visible above the waistband of her skirt. 
 
    “I’m a penitent,” she finally said to break the silence. “The reverend has decreed that I should remain handcuffed until he thinks I have learned from my sins and no longer pose a threat to our local male populace.” 
 
    “Well the cuffs are certainly going to affect your dating activities, although I should think they might actually attract more suitors than they repel. What did you do to incite the reverend to chain you up like a brothel slave?” 
 
    Megan explained all: the wild ride over the moor, her responses to Morgan and Lloyd’s persistent encouragements, the priest’s understanding and forgiveness, and her own misjudgements. 
 
    “You told him everything about Morgan and Lloyd?” 
 
    “Everything. I had to confess everything or else the confession doesn’t count. And I don’t want more suitors. I have declared my love for John and he has said he needs more time before he can admit his love for me.” 
 
    “Oh, Megan. I was afraid you’d do that and look where it’s got you; he’s chained you up. I suppose it was what you wanted ever since you found those handcuffs. You can now live-out your kinkiest fantasies.” 
 
    “It’s not what I wanted, Elly; it’s hard. I didn’t think it would be so hard. It’s not just the handcuffs… I can easily cope with them. It’s the other thing.” 
 
    Elly stared at her in confusion until Megan, having looked furtively about the church, stood up and lifted the hem of her skirt. The belt about her waist was part of the greater device that covered her belly and disappeared between her thighs as a wide, polished metal strap with a thick, leather lining visible either side of the metal. A heavy brass padlock hanging over her belly linked the crotch strap to the belt. 
 
    It was the same belt he’d coerced her to wear that time in Tregaron, but there was more… There were now metal bands around the top of each thigh prevented from sliding down her legs by thin chains hanging down from the waistband at her hips and another padlock hanging between her legs locked the thigh bands together beneath her crotch. Together, they prevented her from spreading her legs and made it impossible to displace the crotch strap to one side or to otherwise ease its intimate fit. 
 
    “Reverend Powell says I must wear this so I can’t open my legs to anyone. It’s silly; he’s got completely the wrong idea about me, but he says that if I won’t wear this, he can’t take responsibility for me and I’ll have to leave.” 
 
    “It’s a chastity belt…” Elly sounded incredulous. “He’s making you wear a chastity belt… But… Well, where did it come from? Where did he get it?” 
 
    “He says it was procured for someone else who was just as morally questionable as me. Now he takes it off first thing in the morning so I can shower, but at all other times I'm locked up like some sort of precious oyster.” 
 
    “But that’s abuse. He’s not allowed to do that to you.” 
 
    “It’s my own choice. It’s my penance for sinning, but I don’t know how long I can bear it. It feels like a large part of my life is no longer my own. It’s not that I used to touch myself all the time, but now that I can’t, I can think of nothing else.” 
 
    “It certainly wouldn’t be my choice; I love my body too much… And what happens when, you know, you need to go…” 
 
    Megan gave her a wry smile. “It’s like a sieve underneath so I can pee straight through it and there’s a hole at the back for the other…” 
 
    “And your periods. He’ll have to take it off then.” 
 
    “He says not. He’s started giving me birth pills and says they’ll stop any period.” She grinned… “He also said it’s better to be safe than sorry in case I escape, but I think he was joking.” Her light-hearted tone soon vaporised as she gazed down at the stainless steel. “Oh, Elly. It’s so hard. It’s supposed to stop me being so self-absorbed, but it’s having the opposite effect. Surely, that’s not how it’s supposed to work.” 
 
    “Oh, my poor little baby. Naughty daddy has locked baby’s toys away and now you can’t even open your legs. It is very pretty, though, with all that polished steel. Pity you can’t feel anything now,” and she slapped her palm against the front of the belt. Megan jumped, but it was only in anticipation. Elly was right; she could feel nothing from her clit. 
 
    “It’s not funny. How would you like it?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t, but that’s irrelevant. It’s you that’s locked up, not me. Makes your vibrator a bit redundant, doesn’t it?” Megan looked away and Elly realised she’d hit a sore point. 
 
    “I can feel it pressing against me all the time, but I can't do anything about it. It’s like the worst torture imaginable.” 
 
    “Well, just leave then…” 
 
    “I can’t. I love him.” 
 
    “Despite the penance?” 
 
    “Yes, despite that. I know he’s only trying to help me and it will only be for a short time.” 
 
    Her friend looked unconvinced. How could she love him? But further argument was pointless. She looked around anxiously seeking to change the subject. “I see you’ve almost finished here.” 
 
    “I've still got the cross to polish, but I can't reach it with my hands connected to my waist. Can you lift it down for me?” 
 
    “Anything to help my little penitent friend,” and she reached up above the altar to lift the cross from its pedestal. 
 
    * 
 
    With work finished in the small church, the girls moved to the vicarage and Elly watched Megan prepare the light lunch. Reverend Powell had invited her to eat with them and she was fascinated by the sight of Megan lifting food up to her mouth using two hands; one to lift the fork and the other hanging from the linked cuffs and dragging the heavy chain below it from the front of her belt. Reverend Powell watched too, while he talked about commonplace topics such as the chickens’ egg production and the summer flowers beginning to bloom. Megan was obviously both embarrassed and hindered by her restraints, but made no verbal comment and only the occasional bashful smile. 
 
    Following the meal, the two girls cleared the table and washed the dishes whilst the priest sat to drink his tea and listen to their stunted chatter. Then Megan folded her tea towel and stood before him. 
 
    “I've finished, Father.” 
 
    He nodded with a slight dip of his head and then fished in his pocket for keys. Elly assumed that he was going to release her, but nothing could have been further from the truth. He unlocked the padlock linking the two cuffs to their chain and Megan stretched out her arms and rolled her shoulders, a cuff still locked to each wrist. The priest allowed her to work cramped muscles while he unlocked the other end of the chain from the front of the belt. He was then left holding two padlocks and looked at up at her. She sighed and held her hands against her hips while he relocked each cuff to the rings on the belt either side of her waist. 
 
    “Thank you, Father,” she muttered and he nodded again. 
 
    “Dinner at seven, please Megan. I shall be here at six to reset your chain.” 
 
    “Thank you, Father,” she repeated and then looked back at Elly. “Let’s go upstairs,” and she led the way into the hall and up the staircase with her wrists now more securely fixed either side of her waist. Once in her bedroom, she answered Elly’s questioning gaze. “The chain to my cuffs is a relaxation of my penance so that I can continue with my duties here. You know, clean the house and cook and stuff. Now that’s done until it’s time to prepare dinner, he imposes my full penance. It’s not enough that I have to wear this fucking belt all the time, I also have to spend all my off-duty time with my hands safely locked out of harm’s way. Night time’s even worse; then he locks my ankle to the bedpost as well, but I suppose that’s only to be expected. I did rather surprise him the other night although I have promised not to do it again.” 
 
    “It’s so you can't play with your tits, isn’t it?” Elly was giggling as she looked at her wrists locked to her hips, but she didn’t really believe what she said; she was just being mischievous. “Your priest has an over-developed sense of propriety and a vivid imagination.” Megan gave her a wane smile. “But what he’s failed to imagine is that I can play with your tits and your bum too and, with your hands cuffed to your waist, you can't stop me,” and she raised a hand to slide it up under her t-shirt to grip Megan’s right breast whilst reaching around behind her beneath the hem of her skirt. What she found there was a naked cheek separated from its neighbour by the narrow metal strap of the chastity belt. 
 
    Ely stood close, her face mere centimetres from Megan’s who was as still and silent as a statue with eyes and mouth open wide, but with her hands flapping at her hips like a penguin. 
 
    * 
 
    The next day was Sunday and the endless succession of church services began, as usual, at seven. Once more, the second service of the day was at the church of Llanglysn. The reverend and Megan arrived early, before the Deacon and his wife Beth, and Megan had the vestry to herself to change. The reverend had, of course, dispensed with the handcuffs for the day, but, being out in the community, the chastity belt was more important than ever. 
 
    Nevertheless, Megan was in high spirits. Her hands had been cuffed for almost an entire week and it was good to be able to move about unhindered. She opened her bag and laid the cassock and surplice over the back of a chair ready to dress before removing her long, dark frock. Once again, she was standing in Lucy’s eccentric underwear with the added complication of the metal chastity belt and so, to avoid any unnecessary embarrassment, she’d stepped behind the ornate Victorian screen that graced the small space. It was just as well, because at that moment Beth appeared in the doorway. 
 
    Megan peeped around the edge of the screen to give a cheery greeting, but for some reason, Beth seemed upset. She glared at Megan for a few seconds and then, with a squawk of indignation, turned and slammed the door behind her. 
 
    Out in the church, the priest asked Megan what had happened to Beth and why was she sitting outside in the car, but Megan was as dumfounded as he and could offer no explanation. The service was otherwise uneventful and they moved on to eat lunch in their favourite café and attend to the remaining two afternoon services. It was only when they’d returned to the vicarage that things started to go wrong. The priest interrupted Megan to call her into the sitting room. 
 
    “I’ve just been speaking to the Deacon on the telephone. He said he should have spoken to me before after last weekend, but he’d hoped it was his wife getting things out of proportion. Now, after today, he felt he must bring certain matters to my attention.” Megan sat beside him looking serious, but confused. “He said first of all, that you’d told his wife that we were partners.” 
 
    “I did not. I said no such thing.” 
 
    “Well, she is under the impression that you and I are living as a married couple without being, well, actually married.” 
 
    “She’s mistaken. I didn’t say that.” 
 
    “Well, be that as it may, she says you were acting like a whore and went on to proposition her. Apparently, you were trying to get her to touch your naked breast.” 
 
    Megan thought hard and then burst out laughing. “I asked her if she could see anything wrong with the inside of my bra cup. Something was digging into me and I couldn’t see what. She wouldn’t come near me.” 
 
    “And today? Do you mind telling me what you were doing today?” 
 
    She stopped stock still on the settee even fearing to breathe. “How did she know?” she asked in a whisper. “I was behind a screen.” 
 
    “And there was a dressing mirror behind you. You were moving some sort of dildo through the back of your belt while you were talking to her.” 
 
    “I'm sorry. I didn’t know she could see.” 
 
    “Is that all you can say? ‘It would have been alright if she hadn’t seen me…’ I thought the chastity belt would be enough to defeat this sort of behaviour, but I see I was sorely mistaken. I suppose you’ve been stimulating yourself all the time you were meant to be working.” 
 
    “No, Father. I haven’t. Honest.” 
 
    “Well, you can't have been doing it at other times because you couldn’t have reached.” Megan just turned her head away and wouldn’t look at him. “You have… How have you managed that, then?” 
 
    “Elly showed me… If I pull the brass ball off the top of a bedpost, there’s a socket inside the end of the brass tube that just fits the base of the dildo. I just have to, you know… sit on it.” 
 
    The priest stared at her with his mouth hanging open. Eventually, he said, “Well, I suppose that shows ingenuity if nothing else. And what more did Elly show you? Perhaps we ought to do this formally; you obviously have a lot to confess.” 
 
    “Please, Father. I don’t want to. Don’t make me tell you everything.” 
 
    “This entire business revolves around the fact that you confess all. Telling me half-truths defeats the whole object.” 
 
    “If I tell you everything, you won’t send me away, will you. I couldn’t bear to be parted from you now.” 
 
    “I promise I won’t send you away, but I'm not promising anything else. It’s my duty as a priest to protect all my flock, not just you. Now, tell be about Elly.” 
 
    Megan took a deep breath and intoned the fateful words: “Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned… Elly is an old school friend of mine; my only school friend. She used to tease me about being a virgin. When she found out about Nick and the fact that I was no longer a virgin, we went to Aberystwyth and she bought me the electric dildo.” 
 
    Megan gazed fearfully at the priest, but he remained stony-faced and resolute. 
 
    “Then… when she first visited me here, we were out by the old village lying in the sun and we took off our t-shirts. The next thing I remember is that we were kissing and touching each other. She showed me how good it felt to have another girl lick me.” 
 
    “Lick your…” The priest finished his sentence by rolling his hand in the air as if searching for a word. Megan merely nodded. “Go on,” he said. 
 
    “It happened yesterday when we were in my bedroom. She thought it was funny that I couldn’t stop her playing with my tits or touching my bum. Then she fetched my dildo and it fitted through the hole in the back of the belt. She pushed it so far in that its base got hooked up on the inside of the ring and I couldn’t push it out. It was buzzing inside me and the vibrations almost felt as if they were inside my vagina. I couldn’t climax, but it felt so good I was getting really excited. I don’t know how it happened, but I started licking her again and she was squeezing my nipples, and that was enough to make me climax. It’s not wrong to lick another girl there, is it, Father? I mean, we can't get pregnant so it’s not as if I was unfaithful to you.” 
 
    “You were stimulating your anus to encourage an orgasm and kissing another girl’s genitals with your mouth...” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 14    
The Penance Thickens 
 
   It was Wednesday before anything of consequence resulted from the Sunday ‘misunderstanding’ and Megan had assumed the matter was forgotten. Not so… Reverend Powell allowed her to use the toilet and shower, the same as he had done for more than a week, before he refitted the chastity belt for the day. It had become his custom to hover around the bathroom door while she showered just to ensure she didn’t get carried away with self-gratification; he told her that it was important that the penance imposed should be as complete as possible, but Megan hadn’t minded. Quite the opposite. She seemed to take a devilish delight in soaping her breasts and most intimate areas whilst grinning wickedly, but at that time, she hadn’t seen what he’d done to the belt. To say it came as a shock would be an outrageous understatement and now, even having worn the diabolical thing for the past week, she still couldn’t quite believe he’d done it nor fully understood why. 
 
    The crotch strap was completely detachable, which was just as well because otherwise she couldn’t see how he could possibly fit it all together. That Wednesday, she’d rinsed and dried and had stood with her arms out waiting for the chastity belt, but he only fitted the waist band before attaching her wrists. When she saw the crotch strap, she understood why. It was augmented with a pair of metal phalli that he’d machined in his workshop. 
 
    She’d stood and stared at them while he waited patiently for her response, but all he got was an astonished stare. 
 
    “You surely can’t be surprised at the anal plug after what you did.” 
 
    It was a round-ended, steel plug about 3 cm thick and 8 or so long that he’d made on the metalworking lathe. It was now a permanent feature of the chastity belt and attached to the anal ring by a screwed clamp to effectively plug her anal sphincter whenever the belt was fitted. 
 
    She shook her head at his question. “But why did you have to make it a plug? Wouldn’t a blanking plate have sufficed?” 
 
    “Three reasons,” he said in a stern voice. “Firstly, it’s more secure; you won’t be able to push the belt aside. Secondly, it will be a constant reminder to you that you are a penitent and you're serving a penance; something you often seem to forget. And finally, I don’t like being made a fool of. The belt had an aperture at the back for a specific reason and you chose to exploit it for your own immoral ends. As you appeared to like the dildo in that position so much, I thought it was only fitting that I reproduce the sensation for you.” 
 
    As compelling as the anal plug was, it was the other plug that was occupying most of her attention, the vaginal phallus, and as she gazed at it with wide eyes, she felt her throat go dry. It was bigger than her dildo in both length and girth and he’d machined an acorn-shaped tip to it that bore an uncanny resemblance to the head of an erect penis. His reasons, when he explained them, were even more unfathomable. He said that, like the anal plug, the phallus would stop her displacing the belt, which was rubbish because, with her thighs locked together, how could she move it aside? His other reason was just wrong… He told her that he thought that having a permanent phallus inside her might desensitise her to the sensation and go some way to calming her exuberant libido. 
 
    He was wrong; so very wrong. The idea of locking a steel cock inside her to dispel her lust and have every step feel like she’s masturbating herself was just stupid. There was no way that was ever going to work. That fact was obvious even before she witnessed him generously lubricating both phalli, but watching his hand slide up and down the steel shaft of the front one and over its bulbous tip caused her labia to become instantly sopping with anticipation. He raised the metal strap between her spread thighs and her breathing became shallow and ragged, and then, when she felt both plugs nudge her before slowly burrowing inside, she could only cry out with a pitifully weak mewing sound and hope that her legs continued to support her. 
 
    He pulled it up tight, forcing both plugs deep into her body cavities, and locked the strap to the front and back of her metal waistband whilst all she could do was to flap her hands. Then he got her to step into the metal thigh bands and slid them both up her legs until they were tight near the tops of her thighs, retaining them in place by attaching the chains at their sides to the same rings that held her wrists to the waistband. The padlock between the bands just under her crotch was almost the most diabolical feature of all; it prevented her opening her legs and, instead, each step she took pressed the pelvic muscles in her loins against the phalli. Both her anal sphincter muscle and the muscles around her sex were obliged to massage the plugs as she walked, pushing and squeezing the intruders, and she couldn’t relieve the sensations because she couldn’t open her legs. 
 
    He’d reminded her then that every aspect of her penance was voluntary; it was what she wanted to do to show God that she was truly sorry and penitent. If it was ever too much for her, he would release her, but then she must leave. She’d looked at him then as if he was mad… He’d locked her in restraints that only amplified her longing for him and demonstrated how masterful he could be with her while his love for her slowly grew. He kept telling her that the belt and other restraints were to stop her fraternising with others, but she knew the real reason: he was saving her for himself and soon he would declare his love. Meanwhile, her need for him was growing in leaps and bounds. 
 
    Of course, she didn’t want to wear the diabolical belt, the very thought was driving her crazy, but her alternative option of leaving the vicarage was just too much to bear now that her love had almost declared himself. 
 
    “There is one other restriction that I feel I must enforce,” said the priest and held up a knot of metal and leather straps that seemed to have no structure. It was only when he used both hands to hold the device open that she recognised it for what it was: some sort of head harness like a bridle with a gag. 
 
    “It’s not really designed to keep you quiet. It’s based on a medieval design and it’s called a brank. Basically, it’s a network of straps that retains a metal tab within the wearer’s mouth to still their tongue and it used to be a punishment for nagging women. Historically, the tab would have sharp spikes on the underside that would pierce the wearer if she tried to speak, but this version just has a plain tab that will press on your tongue. It won’t prevent you making a noise, but you’ll find it difficult to make yourself understood and it should prevent a repetition of the shameless incidents you described with Elly. Not only will you find it difficult to verbally seduce her, but the presence of the brank will make it impossible to use your mouth or tongue on her.” 
 
    “Please, Father. This isn’t necessary. I promise not to do it again.” 
 
    “This is only partly to stop a repeat performance. Its other purpose is a penance for when you did it the last time. I don’t do this lightly, Megan. I prayed for hours for guidance and this is what the good Lord told me. Comply or leave now.” 
 
    Reluctantly, she stood meekly while he held the straps against her face, wrapped them around her head and sealed them with a padlock at the nape of her neck. The brank itself was a separate bar that fitted across her mouth to position the tab and was locked to the harness by two other small padlocks that tapped against her cheeks. 
 
    “Comfortable?” asked the priest. 
 
    “Oo,” she said and shook her head. 
 
    “No, I suppose you're not,” said the priest regretfully. He unlocked her wrists and instead locked them together using the chain from the front of her belt. “Find yourself a skirt and shoes now and start breakfast. We must begin our day.” 
 
    “Ar-a, I ‘arn,” and she shook her cuffed hands before her. 
 
    The priest just looked at her. “Megan, I take my orders from God. If you have any queries about the revised conditions of your penance such as why you are now kept partially unclothed, you should ask him. But rest assured that you will remain in my prayers and that God and I will keep your situation under constant review.” 
 
    He turned and left then leaving Megan staring with confusion at his retreating back. Partially unclothed… He meant bare-breasted. But why? Did he just like looking at her tits? Surely that’s not the reason. She’d given him enough chances if he wanted to take advantage of her, but he’d declined every opportunity. At least, she thought, I’ll be able to wear a skirt, and she took a pace towards her bedroom only to stop abruptly when the two plugs squeezed between her thighs. 
 
    * 
 
    Her working day wasn’t so affected by her new restraints as she would have expected. Every morning she was free to use the bathroom and shower before she was sealed up for the day, and every mealtime he’d remove the metal brank in her mouth so that she could eat normally. She could still move about relatively freely too, although now every pace reminded her of her priest; the person that filled almost every waking thought as well as every available orifice and who had contrived to save her entirely for himself whilst ramping up her lust to almost unbearable levels. He was so masterful, so capable in everything he did, so compassionate to the girl he saved from a life on the streets. He could do no wrong and she was prepared to do anything he asked. 
 
    Of course, from the priest’s point of view things looked a little different. The girl was difficult to say the least. He’d tried to lead her onto the right path, but she always seemed to find a way to corrupt his efforts. He watched her now, standing behind the ironing board pressing his clothes with both hands on the iron. As she swayed, so her naked breasts swayed in the opposite direction. He’d told himself that he’d enforced that rule to bring home to her the sole reason for her penitent restraints: the fact that she seemed incapable of controlling her lust. He thought that if she was forced to confront herself every day bare-breasted, she’d realise how low she’d sunk in the pool of moral depravity, but even now she seemed to be taunting him with her nakedness, flaunting herself with little unnecessary jiggles and bounces. He could tell by the creases beside her eyes that she was laughing at him. 
 
    She finished the ironing and picked up the wicker basket for the eggs. Powell nodded and she made her way across the lawn and round the side of the church to the animal enclosure. He had recently emptied the methane digester of its fermented waste products that had now magically transformed into the best organic compost and were bagged up waiting to be transported to the vegetable patch on the far side of the house. He’d cleaned the contraption too, and it gleamed with the rays of the warm summer sun. She peeped inside the adjacent shed and the plastic gas container was almost full to capacity, which was only to be expected; the church heater hadn’t been used in weeks, but would be useful once the autumn weather sets in. 
 
    The steps up to the animals were even more taxing than normal walking, but despite the massaging effects of the phalli within her loins, were not an insurmountable problem. What was an immediately apparent problem was the fact that there were no goats within the enclosure. The gate was shut and bolted and all the chickens were there, but neither of the two goats. She hurried back to the vicarage. 
 
    Reverend Powell first stared into the empty enclosure and then carefully inspected the gate. “You say it was properly bolted?” 
 
    Megan nodded. 
 
    “I would have been the last person here last night and I know I closed it properly. They can't have climbed up the back wall or over the fence, which only leaves one other possibility: I’ve had rustlers. Someone has stolen my goats. Your two friends, what were their names… Lloyd and Morgan? Did you tell them about my goats?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “You must have done. Nobody else would know they were up here. You must have mentioned it to them and they came up here last night and stole them.” He looked accusingly at Megan who just shook her head again. “Well, I’ll have to tell Sergeant Hughes, but I doubt that I’ll ever see them again….” 
 
    * 
 
    Sergeant Hughes looked at the empty animal enclosure and then at the gate. “It’s got no lock; nothing to stop anyone opening it.” 
 
    “And what good would a lock do up here. Anyone could just break their way through the fence if they were that determined.” The sergeant shrugged. “I know who it was. It was Megan’s two gypsy friends, Lloyd and Morgan.” 
 
    “Well, that doesn’t help me very much. I don’t know anybody around here called that and, in any case, you have no proof. I can't go arresting people just because you think they're shady. Did the goats have any sort of brand on them that could be used to identify them?” 
 
    The priest shook his head. 
 
    “Well, that’s not good. Even if we found them, we couldn’t prove they're yours. It’s police policy to advise everyone to indelibly mark their property whether it’s livestock or household contents.” 
 
    “I’m not going to see them again, am I?” 
 
    “Doesn’t look like it, but I’ll keep an eye out for you. You say Megan knew the lads?” 
 
    “Oh yes… She knew them quite well. She’s in the church polishing the pews. Here… You’ll need these,” and he gave the policeman a pair of keys. 
 
    Sergeant Hughes made his way back down the steps and around the side of the church. She looked up when he entered and the two of them stared silently at each other. Eventually, Hughes spoke: “Megan…” 
 
    She laid down her polishing cloth and stood with her hands at her waist, making no effort to conceal her bare breasts. 
 
    “Megan. Are you alright?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “And you're happy with this?” he asked indicating the chain. She nodded again. The sergeant looked at the metal bands about her head and the two padlocks hanging at her cheeks and then remembered the keys the priest had given him. “Come here. Let me take that thing out of your mouth.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said, licking her lips. “It’s part of my penance to receive absolution for my sins.” 
 
    “And you don’t mind?” 
 
    She looked at him oddly… “Of course, I mind, but please don’t tell Reverend Powell. It’s necessary that I repent willingly or else it doesn’t count. The reverend is only trying to help me, to keep me on the moral path, but I keep doing things that upset him. I don’t mean to, but now he thinks it’s my fault that the goats were stolen.” 
 
    “And was it?” 
 
    “Of course not. I don’t know who stole them.” 
 
    “The reverend says it was your friends Morgan and Lloyd.” 
 
    “They're not my friends. I hardly know them and I certainly don’t know where they are now. I’m beginning to think it may be better if I just leave here; I don’t seem to be anything but trouble for the reverend.” 
 
    “I’m sure that’s not true. I expect he would be most sorry to see you leave.” He looked at her naked breasts with their pert nipples hard and erect in the chill of the church, at her face partly covered by the leather and steel head cage, and her wrists still cuffed together and chained to her waist, and thought there might be more to Reverend Powell than he’d originally supposed. But, despite the restraints, the girl didn’t seem stressed or overly upset and her lower half was properly clothed in a skirt and shoes; he didn’t know about the chastity belt concealed beneath her skirt. 
 
    On the plus side, the priest was ensuring that Megan stayed put whilst the forensic team shifted through their evidence from the fire and, for some reason that he wasn’t quite sure about, she seemed happy enough with the arrangement. It was obvious from her manner and what she said that there was no physical relationship between the priest and the girl despite what she may want and, in any case, she was well above the age of consent. In fact, in just a week or so, she’d be over eighteen and officially a full adult. Meanwhile, if the priest can keep her at the vicarage so the police at least know where she is, that would be all that’s important. 
 
    He looked at the metal brank he’d taken from her mouth. Megan looked at it too, then took it from his hands, pressed the tab onto her tongue, and held the ends of the short bar over the stubby posts at her cheeks for the sergeant to refit the locks. 
 
    He watched while she picked up the polishing cloth and resumed her chores and then made his way back to the house. 
 
    “I told you, the girl did not start that fire,” said Powell. 
 
    “I beg to differ. Forensics haven’t yet issued their final report and, until then, I’d be grateful if you could keep her here, but I see that you have already managed to effectively inhibit her ability to leave.” 
 
    “Megan is free to leave whenever she wishes. The protective restraints she’s wearing are voluntary; she only has to ask and I’ll remove them. As I told you before, she is guilty of immoral behaviour and it’s a condition of her stay here that she accepts the penance that is intended not only to discourage such behaviour, but also to protect the community at large from her excesses.” 
 
    “She’s sweet on you, isn’t she? That’s why she doesn’t want to leave.” 
 
    The priest looked embarrassed. “That may, indeed, be the case, but I assure you, I have no intention of pandering to her physical aspirations. I believe that at present, the girl is a menace to society and I am trying to reform her.” 
 
    “Well, reform away, just so long as she stays put. And on that note, she thinks you're not appreciative enough of her and is considering leaving again. If you're really serious about keeping her here, I suggest you show her how much you want her to stay.” 
 
    The policeman left Powell gazing at the church, deep in thought. 
 
    * 
 
    Megan cooked ham and eggs for supper that night and they ate in silence. She stood impassively by his chair while he refitted the brank and he sensed the dejection in her demeanour. She was surprised when he helped her with the washing up, but still there was silence between them and again, she meekly allowed him to relock her wrists to the waistband of the metal belt. He stoked up the wood burning stove in the sitting room and then sat on the settee. Megan wasn’t sure what to do. She couldn’t read because she couldn’t turn the pages and, instead, stood awkwardly in the doorway considering whether she should just go up to her room. Powell patted the settee next to him and smiled at her. “Come… Come and sit next to me.” 
 
    This was most unexpected. She thought he was still mad at her for the missing goats. She sat down beside him to gaze up at his face and he further astonished her by unlocking and removing the brank. 
 
    “Oh, Father… It wasn’t my fault, really it wasn’t. I didn’t tell them about the goats.” 
 
    “Shush. It doesn’t matter anymore. I’m sorry I got angry with you.” He wrapped an arm about her shoulders and was rewarded with an audible sigh as she curled her feet up onto the settee and turned towards, pressing her breasts against his side. 
 
    “I've been so worried that you didn’t want me anymore; that I’m too much trouble for you.” 
 
    “Now, Megan, that’s just not true. Any soul is worth the trouble of saving.” 
 
    She looked up at him again. “Please, I want to kiss you.” 
 
    “Now you know that’s not how this works. If you make a fuss, I’ll have to refit the brank.” 
 
    “Then release my hand so that I can hold you.” She started struggling in the crook of his arm and he raised the hand that was on her bare shoulder to stroke her face between the metal bands of the head cage. It didn’t seem to help and she became even more agitated. “Please, Father.” 
 
    “Now shush, Megan. Settle down and rest,” and he covered her with his other arm, his hand gently cupping one of her breasts. She stopped struggling immediately and melted into his side with a faint murmur that sounded like someone’s last breath. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 15    
A Biblical Solution 
 
   He shouldn’t have done it. He knew it was the wrong thing to do even while he was doing it, but at least it achieved its intended effect: she now no longer wanted to leave. It was almost like hypnotising a chicken… The more he stroked her, the calmer she became until she was almost comatose against his arm. In the end, he’d picked her up and carried her up to bed. She wasn’t asleep; she’d not taken her eyes from his face all the way to the bedroom. He’d lain her on her bed, removed her shoes and skirt, and clipped the chain to her ankle, but when he went to pull the quilt over her, she’d suddenly started wriggling, trying to touch him with a hand and pulling at the links between her thigh bands as if she was trying to spread herself. 
 
    “Father,” came the urgent voice. “Please don’t leave me. I need you.” 
 
    “Go to sleep, Megan. We have work to do in the morning.” 
 
    “Please, kiss me.” 
 
    “Megan, I can't kiss you.” 
 
    “Kiss me anywhere… Kiss my nipple,” and she started moving her shoulders so that her breasts began to roll across her chest. 
 
    “Go to sleep, Megan,” and he pressed the brank between her lips to still her protestations. It wasn’t totally successful and she continued to mew plaintively as he patted her gently before pulling the bed covers up to her chin and turning off the light. She gave a long, low moan and, by the light from the landing, he could see her closed thighs and hips rocking feverishly beneath the duvet. 
 
    In the morning, he released her for her usual bathroom activities and it was like releasing a child from its playpen; she was hyper-active and he had to constantly remind her not to try to touch him. She calmed considerably once her belt and brank were refitted and her hands cuffed, but he still had to put up with her following him around all day. It was hard and things didn’t improve much over the next week. It seemed that each time he turned, he’d bump into her. 
 
    In the end, he just had to say something, tell her that she was still nothing more than his housekeeper who just happened to be a penitent too, that she was making his life more difficult rather than better, and that she should just get on and do her job. Furthermore, she was acting like a temptress and if he should respond to her seductive invitations, it would end his career as a priest and endanger his soul in the afterlife. 
 
    She stared at him in shocked amazement. The only solution that occurred to her was for the priest to take her as his wife and there didn’t seem to be much hope of that. She was knocked back to where she started, her life once again crumbling before her eyes. 
 
    As he watched, her eyes filled with tears and he immediately regretted his harsh words. 
 
    “Megan, I didn’t say you're not wanted, but don’t you see, I can’t just start an affair with you. I'm a priest and you're a… you're a young girl who’s supposed to be in my care.” 
 
    Megan just turned away. She didn’t feel like a young girl; she felt like a woman and the man she had chosen was snubbing her. 
 
    “Let me think about this. Tonight I shall pray for guidance and we’ll discuss it more in the morning.” 
 
    Reverend Powell didn’t go straight to bed that night, but, instead, spent long hours cradling a small glass of whisky and thinking. Whatever Sergeant Hughes wanted, this couldn’t go on. He couldn’t continue treating Megan like an out-of-control berserker, a deranged sex maniac. She was too dangerous; too hazardous for his own health and soul. On the other hand, he couldn’t just wash his hands of her and push her back onto the streets. That would be too dangerous for the community at large and his vows as a priest prohibited such an action. There had to be a better way and he prayed long into the night. 
 
    By morning, the prayers had produced a potential solution and he contacted a colleague to seek her advice. She said she would be over by eleven and together they would consider his dilemma. 
 
    It was Saturday, a working day, and that morning Megan expected that the next step after her shower and the chastity belt would be handcuffs and breakfast, but instead the priest told her to dress in a long skirt and blouse and to apply some modest make-up; she was going to have a visitor. Forty minutes later, they sat together in the kitchen for bacon and eggs, and half an hour after that, he reattached her brank, cuffed her wrists, and told her to go and wait in the church. “Your visitor will be along shortly after eleven. Until then, your time is best spent in prayer.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Hello, Megan. My name’s Edith and I am here as a representative of the Holy Church of Saint Aidell and the Derogated Virgins. It’s a bit of a mouthful, I know, and most people just refer to us as the Derogated Virgins.” 
 
    Megan wasn’t sure she’d ever heard of the church, but nodded acknowledgement anyway. Edith was a small, elderly lady dressed in a floral frock with sensible, stout shoes and with silver hair permed into loose curls. Megan was sitting in the front row of pews in front of the altar and Edith sat down beside her. “Here… Let’s take this thing off so we can have a proper chat,” and the woman produced keys to remove the brank. 
 
    “Thank you,” whispered Megan. 
 
    “You're welcome. I take it you don’t much like that thing? Reverend Powell tells me it’s part of a voluntary penitence.” 
 
    “It’s so I can't… Well, it stops me doing things that he says are wrong.” 
 
    Edith repeated her question: “But you don’t like it?” 
 
    “No, but I am doing it willingly, really I am. Reverend Powell said that if I was truly penitent and reformed my ‘lascivious’ ways, I would be able to stay with him, but I think now he’s having second thoughts and is going to send me away.” 
 
    “He says he feels unable to cope with you any longer.” 
 
    “I only want to love him and for him to love me.” 
 
    “I know that, Megan, but it’s hard for him. You see, he was married once and thinks he drove his wife to commit suicide. You know she jumped from a church tower?” 
 
    “I didn’t know she jumped; people said it was an accident and she fell.” 
 
    “No, it was no accident. She was like you in many ways. Young, of course, but not as young as you. But she was pretty and liked to dress up. John thought she was too ‘racy’ and tried to suppress her more extravagant excesses just as he’s tried to suppress yours. She would confess her secrets to him and he would impose penances just as he’s doing with you, but it became too much for her and she rebelled and took her life.” 
 
    “I would never do that. Please tell him that I love him and would never want to leave him.” 
 
    “It may not do any good. He feels that if he imposes the penances that he believes are essential for you spiritual wellbeing, he risks driving you to suicide too and if he relaxes the penances, your soul and the moral health of the community at large could be compromised. For him, balancing the guilt associated with the death of his wife with the moral standards of the community is a big problem.” 
 
    Edith sat quietly for a few moments to let her words penetrate before continuing. “Great as that problem is, it’s only one of the problems he has. As you know, he’s a very religious man and believes much that was written in the Old Testament. It’s silly really; it was written so long ago when the world was a very different place. It was a violent time with many wars and defeated populations, particularly the women, were taken as slaves by the victors. The Bible supports this and explains how slaves should be treated, which, I have to admit, sometimes wasn’t very well. It describes how these slave girls can be used by their masters to ‘begat’ more slaves or just for sexual gratification, but balances this by highlighting the dangers posed by prostitutes and other ‘loose’ women, which is why, I believe, he has been so concerned about you.” 
 
    Megan shuffled uneasily on her seat, but Edith continued in the same even voice. “You do seem to be blessed with a surprisingly active libido,” and she gave Megan a warm smile. “The thing is this… John is particularly concerned for his own soul. He feels that you are a temptation and that if he surrenders to lust, he will be endangering his position in heaven. For these reasons, he does think it’s for the best if you leave.” 
 
    “But that’s precisely what I don’t want to happen; I want to be with him forever.” 
 
    “I know you do, dear, and I think I know of a way. The Commandments that God passed down to Moses make it plain that women - daughters, wives and concubines – are the property of the man, either as father, husband or master. The tenth Commandment says ‘Thou shalt not covet thy neighbour's house, thou shalt not covet thy neighbour's wife, nor his manservant, nor his maidservant, nor his ox, nor his ass, nor any thing that is thy neighbour’s’ showing that women at that time were regarded as property of men. The Bible also makes it clear that wives, concubines and slaves must obey their menfolk in all things and sometimes makes no distinction between these groups of women. In particular, it describes that concubines and slaves are expected to be submissive and obey their master in everything, an edict so important that it’s repeated many times in Bible passages such as Ephesians 6:5, Titus 2:9-10, and Colossians 3:22. Even Peter repeats this in Peter 2:18. It is also explicit regarding how such women should be treated if they failed to obey. Jesus himself recommends that disobedient slaves should be beaten in Luke 12:47 or even killed in Matthew 24:51. 
 
    “Of course, as a rule we do not condone everything that’s in the Bible, but it follows that concubines and slaves cannot be held personally responsible for any lapses in moral integrity or, indeed, any perversions or deviances because they have no free will. They would be immune to all moralistic criticism and, in effect, given a free pass into heaven. Conversely, the Bible accepts that concubines and slaves were a normal part of life in Biblical times and expects all dignitaries such as temple priests to own them for their own comfort and pleasure. Indulging in sexual practices with a concubine was the same as if it was your own wife. Now, if you were to agree to be a concubine for Reverend Powell, not only would there then be no impediment to the two of you having sexual relations because such unions are sanctioned by the Bible, but it would also ease his concerns about your own moral welfare. I think in those circumstances, I can safely say that there would be no obstacle to you staying on here at the vicarage. 
 
    “There’s one other point I should note: concubines have a legal standing in the Bible and by accepting you in this role, John will assume certain responsibilities regarding your welfare including, in particular, your conjugal rights. Being a concubine is a very sexually driven situation and this code is interpreted as requiring John to ensure that you are satisfied sexually. Obviously, this is difficult to quantify, but it’s usually interpreted as at minimum of one sexual experience per day at least in the early years. Exodus 21: 7-10 requires that if he fails to comply with these conjugal regulations, the woman would automatically be granted manumission; that is, all obligations she had as a concubine would be voided and she could leave whenever she wanted.” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” said Megan quickly. 
 
    “I do advise you to think carefully about this, Megan. He will consider you to be a concubine rather than his wife and you are bound to obey him whatever he may ask.” 
 
    “I’ll do it. I know he doesn’t love me at present, but I’m sure that he will in a very short time. I love him and will do anything he says if I can live with him. I’ll be the best, most faithful wife ever and he won’t ever have to worry about me with anyone else.” 
 
    “Megan, you're not listening; you won’t be his wife; you’ll be his concubine and you may not like all the things he wants you to do.” 
 
    “I’ll do anything he wants and willingly, and I know that I soon will be his proper wife and we’ll live here in the vicarage, just the two of us with lots of children and goats and chickens.” 
 
    Edith smiled at the vision. “Well, I hope you mean what you say, but I suspect your resolve may soon be tried.” She gazed across the grass at the small church in its grove of tall oaks and at the steep bank beyond leading to the animal enclosure. “You haven’t any goats anymore, have you?” 
 
    “No. They were stolen, but we can get more. We need the milk.” 
 
    * 
 
    Edith left Megan sitting in the church while she made her way back to the vicarage. The reverend was just pouring out cups of tea from an ornate china teapot. 
 
    “Cake? It’s a Victoria sponge; one of your favourites.” 
 
    “Thank you. That would be nice.” She sat at the table and placed her handbag on the chair next to her. “I have considered everything you’ve said and I’ve had a talk with Megan, and I think what you suggest is feasible. You say it’s her birthday next week when she eighteen and a full adult?” 
 
    “Thursday,” said the priest. 
 
    “I’ll have to discuss it with the church council, of course, and they’ll want to see Megan themselves. Perhaps Thursday might be a good day for that?” 
 
    “Thursday would suit me fine?” 
 
    Edith consulted her diary. “Yes, and me. Now, as you're well aware, this all rests on whether or not this course of action is best for Megan. You claim she has passed beyond the reach of the conventional Christian church, which is why you have approached us, but we need to assure ourselves that this is, indeed, the case.” 
 
    “I know how this works; this is not the first time your sect has used this church.” 
 
    “My goodness, no… Over the ages, Bladffynnon has been one of our main seats of worship and I’m fully aware that it’s been specifically adapted for our purposes. You have called on our services before, I see, in order to correct your wife and I'm sorry that didn’t work out. This time, we need to ensure we’ve covered every possible eventuality. Now, Thursday… She must be presented in the usual way so we can make our formal assessment. If we concur with your diagnosis, then we can proceed to the next stage and, with Megan’s permission, formally classify her a concubine in a second dedication service.” 
 
    “I’d be very grateful if you could. Sometimes it’s almost as if the devil is tempting me in this matter, but it’s not only that. She’s so difficult to cope with; a concubine will be so much easier and knowing that God will sanction my actions will be an enormous relief. As to the other thing I asked you about, I know it’s only a ‘housekeeping’ matter, but it would be convenient and make sense financially, and I can’t see that it contravenes your doctrine. It’s just that I couldn’t find any guidance in the Bible.” 
 
    “No, probably not. Again, we’ll advise you on Thursday. You know, this really is excellent cake.” 
 
    * 
 
    Reverend John Powell walked into Bladffynnon church and smiled at Megan. She jumped up and ran back up the aisle to fall bodily against him with her entrapped hands totally failing to cushion the blow. “Oh, John, she says I can stay with you.” 
 
    The priest gave an amused snort. “Did she, indeed? Well, there’s still some hurdles to cross, but if you're willing, there does seem to be a way that the church, at least the sect that she represents, will sanction us being together.” 
 
    “And not just as your housekeeper… We could have a proper relationship with touching and all the other stuff.” 
 
    “That does appear to be the case, but you need to be patient. Next Thursday you will be eighteen and it has been decided that that would be a good time to hold a special religious service here in this church. The whole Council of the Derogated Virgins will be here to conduct a formal assessment of you during what is known as a Pietistic Judgement. If they are satisfied that you meet the criteria, they will recommend a period of introspection and alignment; that usually last for about four or five weeks. After that, there will be another service here at Bladffynnon called the Corporeal Dedication Service, after which you may consider yourself to be wholly my property and there will be no religious impediments to me ‘knowing’ you the Biblical sense; I wouldn’t be contravening any religious edicts.” 
 
    “Oh, John, that will be so wonderful.” 
 
    “Yes it will… It will make things a lot easier, but, as I said, you have to be patient and meantime, your penance is still extant. Today is the day you clean the church and you are now two hours behind. I’ve brought your other chain with me, so if you're ready, we’ll get you sorted for your duties.” 
 
    Powell produced keys for her cuffs and released them from her waist. Without asking, Megan unbuttoned the blouse and slipped it from her arms, closely followed by her lace bra. The skirt she could keep. She smiled at the priest and held her wrists together. Powell snapped a padlock between her cuffs to link her to one end of the chain and locked the other end to her waist. 
 
    “Where is the brank?” 
 
    “Oh… I think Edith left it in the front pew,” and she hurried forward to recover it. “Father… Before you fit that, can you just give me one little kiss?” 
 
    “Megan,” said the Priest. “Do you still seek to tempt me after everything I’ve said?  After the Corporeal Dedication, you may ask again, but until that time, you are a penitent paying the price for lascivious behaviour and I cannot condone any relaxation in the terms of the penance. Can I make that any clearer?” 
 
    “I'm sorry, Father. I just thought… Well, I'm sorry. I really do want to continue with my penance. Please refit my brank.” 
 
    The priest smiled and pushed the ends of the brank over the mounting posts on the metal and leather bridle that already entrapped her head while Megan opened her mouth to accept the tongue suppressor. Then, gazing between the metal bands, nodded and muttered, “An-oo.” 
 
    The priest didn’t respond, just watched her naked back as she walked towards the vestry cupboard with an exaggerated wiggle, a consequence of the plugs. 
 
    * 
 
    Edith wasn’t Megan’s only visitor that day. At two, Elly free-wheeled down the short slope into the hollow and parked her bike against the church wall. It had been more than two weeks since she was last at Bladffynnon and was anxious to catch up with the news. 
 
    “I thought I’d find you here,” she called entering the church from the bright sunlight outside. She could just see Megan’s head bobbing as before in front of the pews and hurried down the aisle. Megan stopped and looked up just as Elly stepped from the aisle. “You're naked…” she gasped. “And there’s a cage around your head.” 
 
    The observations were quite unnecessary; Megan was aware of both circumstances. 
 
    “Megan… What’s happened?” 
 
    “I-arn-ell-ou,” said Megan trying hard to pronounce each syllable but failing dismally. 
 
    “It’s called a brank,” came the voice of the priest from the doorway sounding unnaturally loud in the enclosed room. “And it’s all your fault. She told me what you and she did in her bedroom and I had to increase her penance to prevent it happening again.” 
 
    “What do you mean,” asked Elly with an expression of horror still on her face. 
 
    “Well, she won’t be able to lick you now, will she? Nor will you be able to push that evil instrument into her anus; that’s plugged, too.” 
 
    Elly spun back to Megan who slowly stood, all long legs and bare breasts with the cage about her head. Just as quickly, she turned back to the priest. 
 
    “I removed some of her clothes so that she’d be in no doubt about the reasons for her penance; they're obvious to all.” 
 
    “You can't do this. It’s abuse.” 
 
    “Paying penance to the Lord is a voluntary exercise to cleanse one’s soul. Nobody is making her do this.” 
 
    Again, she spun towards Megan. “Megan, is this true? Is this what you want?” Megan began nodding her head furiously. “But you can't. You mustn’t.” The nodding only increased. 
 
    “Megan has accepted God’s judgement, the same judgement that should be applied to you. To be a penitent is a holy state, but you wouldn’t know anything about that, would you? You have corrupted her and need to confess your sins; you, too, should accept God’s penance with grace and dignity just like Megan.” 
 
    “Dignity? She’s in chains and showing her tits.” 
 
    “You must leave. You're not wanted here. Megan doesn’t want you here because your very presence is risking not only her life here on earth, but also endangering her afterlife. Her future hangs by a thread and I’m sure that if she could speak, she would tell you to leave and not return.” 
 
    “Megan… Is this true? You don’t want to see me anymore?” 
 
    This turn of events caught Megan completely by surprise. What could she do? Her only options were ‘Yes’ or ‘No’, and if she disagreed with the priest, then it would be all over for her and her love. She had no choice. She gave Elly a sad nod and turned away. Elly stood staring at her until the priest said “Go!” 
 
    Elly turned and left, glowering at the priest as she passed. “Pervert,” she muttered and disappeared through the doorway. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 16    
The Pietistic Judgement of St Aidell 
 
   That Sunday was the first that she didn’t accompany the priest to his parish services and instead sat morosely on her bed staring out of the small window. Outside, the sun was bright with rays of light filtering through the tall trees and dappling the roof of the church and the lawn. She stood and walked up and down the room, her world limited by the length of chain the priest had attached between her ankle and the brass bedstead, and each pace was punctuated by the mass of the steel dildos moving within her loins as her muscles pulled and relaxed. Her reflection in the dressing table’s mirror taunted her: the steel belt with her hands attached uselessly to its sides, the bands about her thighs forcing her to hug the dildos so tightly, the cage about her head turning every muttered word into gibberish, and her naked breasts gleaming in the low light and aching to be touched. 
 
    She suddenly cried out with an animal-like yowl in sheer frustration and shook herself violently from her hips to her head like a dog shaking water from its coat, but the belt with its entrapped phalli remained unmoved and the only effect was the wild motion she imparted to her breasts. She groaned and sat back heavily on the bed, causing the phalli to plunge a little deeper. 
 
    It was all the fault of her priest and his unnatural obsession with her sexual adventures. She should be exasperated with his meddling by now, but, strangely, that wasn’t at all the case. It was almost as if she was sharing his delusions; revelling in them as her libido soared and her infatuation with him grew. She longed for him not just to remove the dildos, but to replace them with his own anatomy. It was the same with her breasts. She could neither cover them nor touch them, but she wanted neither. Instead, she spent much of her day imagining Powell holding them in his massive hands and squeezing them until her eyes watered. 
 
    And as for the chain about her ankle, why would she want to escape. What she wanted was to laze in his bed forever, a concubine kept for love. She was frustrated certainly, but it was because her priest wasn’t with her, time was being wasted and he was chaining her to the wrong bed. 
 
    It was early evening before she heard the old Landrover grinding down the slope to park under the trees and another ten minutes before the priest actually appeared to release her from the bed and allow her to descend the stairs to eat and drink. 
 
    “Beth, the Deacon’s wife, asked after you. She thought, perhaps, you were ill, but I allayed her fears. I told her you wouldn’t be attending anymore services and will no longer be in my employ as a housekeeper. That’ll be true from Thursday; either you will be re-designated as a probationary bonded handmaiden or else you will need to leave here altogether. She seemed pleased to hear it, but didn’t say as much.” 
 
    Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday were easier. She was relatively free to move about and occupied her time with housework and ironing. Thursday, the priest woke her early, wished her a happy birthday, and unchained her ankle from the bed post. In fact, all restraints were removed including the chastity belt and head cage, and she showered wonderfully unencumbered. Powell gave her a long shift dress to put on, a simple affair that almost reached the floor. It had no sleeves, but hung from her shoulders by wide straps. There were shoes too, strappy sandals with platform soles and 14 cm high heels that made her feel exceptionally tall, but unsteady. 
 
    “You didn’t leave me any underwear,” she said as they sat down to breakfast and the priest agreed, but didn’t explain. 
 
    “The service starts at noon and we’ll need to be there about fifteen minutes early, but there’s nothing you need do over there; I’ve already made all the preparations.” 
 
    At twenty to twelve, there was still no sign of the church council officers and the two of them walked over to the church alone hand-in-hand. It was the first time he’d ever held her hand and she couldn’t keep the broad smile from her face. The first thing she noticed once inside the church was that the brass cross was no longer in its usual place and she was just about to remark on the fact when she saw it on the floor immediately in front of the altar. Instead of standing in its plinth, it had been fitted into a socket previously concealed in the floor of the church and looked smaller rising up from the tiles. It had been mounted sideways, too, with the cross in line with the aisle instead of across it. 
 
    She knew the cross intimately having polished its gleaming surfaces every Saturday for many weeks. It was actually a rather plain ornament in its design with the main shaft and its crosspiece both made from 4 cm brass tubing. Its simplicity was relieved to a degree by an ornate collar half way up its main shaft and the three upper sections of the cross each terminating with a necked collar and a spherical bulb. 
 
    In was an odd way to position the cross and she moved closer. The topmost bulb had been liberally smeared with a lubricating gel and suddenly, many things became plain to her. It was apparent that she was shortly destined to know this cross even more intimately than before and her throat began to feel very dry. 
 
    “Come, Megan. It is time,” and he led her to stand over the cross with the hem of her dress held about her waist. She looked down at its glistening bulbous peak with some confusion until he knelt before her and twisted the ornate ring on its shaft. The upper section released from the lower and he was able to telescope the shaft upwards. She gasped with a sharp intake of breath as the blunt tip pressed into her and mewed plaintively as it continued to rise, filling her with its smoothly contoured physical mass and its religious significance. 
 
    At the last moment, when she thought she could take no more, the crosspiece pressed against her vaginal crease and she saw Powell twist the ring to lock its height. She gave another little whimper when she realised she was effectively standing on tiptoe in the tall heels with little scope for rising further and no hope of reaching the release ring. The crosspiece was against her clitoris and not only kept her from sinking lower, but also stopped her rotating on her new mounting. 
 
    She dropped the hem of her dress and it fell into place around her ankles to conceal her single prison bar. Then she looked around for her priest. He was walking back up the aisle towards the vestry cupboard and returned with a metal rod nearly two metres long and a handful of short leather straps. 
 
    Two of the straps he buckled about her wrists and then, using snap links and a short chain, attached one wrist cuff to the end of the bar. He positioned the bar behind her back and the attached her other wrist to the bar’s opposite end. Her arms were now spread wide with the bar behind her waist. The remaining straps were to hold the bar against her shoulders and elbows and leave her with arms outstretched as if crucified. 
 
    “Perfect,” exclaimed the priest and drew a blindfold from his pocket. “Now, there’s only one thing to remember: do not say anything unless asked a direct question…” 
 
    * 
 
    She hadn’t long to wait. Sounds permeated her dark world, footsteps on the hard tiles and muffled voices, but no-one either approached or addressed her. As time passed, balancing and remaining still on her mounting became more difficult and she was conscious of constant small movements of her hips that nudged the head of the cross inside her and slid her clitoris over its polished crosspiece. If she stretched her legs to their fullest extent, she could relieve the pressure on her crotch at the cost of exciting nerves within her sex, but it was a tiring stance to retain and she soon slid back down the post to reseat herself. 
 
    Suddenly from behind the altar above her head, the Reverend John Powell’s deep voice intoned the words, “The Lord be with you,” to elicit the appropriate response from his small congregation. He continued: “I welcome this day the Council of the Holy Church of Saint Aidell and the Derogated Virgins for the Pietistic Judgement of one, Megan Davies, to determine her suitability with regard to corporeal reclassification as deistic chattel for the parish of Bladffynnon and concubine to myself, Reverend John Powell of said parish.” He took a deep breath after the formal inaugural statement of intent and continued in a lighter tone. “Speaking on behalf of Miss Davies, our parishional inamorata applicant, I can assert that I am well acquainted with the young lady, her immoral transgressions and her lack of self-control. It is my belief that if she is denied the opportunity to serve the deistic community as a bonded concubine, she will descend into debauchery and present a very real danger to the populace at large. As evidence of her suitability for this role, I have presented each of you with a detailed report of her transgressions.” 
 
    At this point, there was pause in the proceedings and a general rustling of paper. Megan had listened intently and was far from impressed by Reverend Powell painting her as a scarlet harlot, but was more pleased to be described as a ‘parishional inamorata’. She wasn’t altogether sure what it was, but assumed it was something to do with being a lover and felt a warm glow in her stomach. 
 
    The priest continued: “I can assure the council that I firmly believe this is Miss Davies’ last and only hope of avoiding eternal damnation and will help to preserve not only the moral integrity of this parish and greater environs, but also safeguard Miss Davies’ eventual acceptance into the Kingdom of Heaven. I, therefore, ask that the council consider this proposal to allow Miss Davies a period of induction with a view to Corporeal Dedication as a deistic concubine.” He paused again to allow his audience time to absorb the crux of his address and then announced: “I shall now cede the remainder of this ceremony to the Bishop of Tal-Sarn.” 
 
    There was movement and new footsteps climbed the plinth to stand behind the altar. A woman’s voice called out shrill and clear: “Reveal the transgressor.” It was Edith and immediately Megan felt hands unfastening the buttons on her shoulders and the two wide straps of the dress dropped away, followed in short order by the entire garment sliding from her body to fall about her feet. There was no sound from the council members making up the congregation, indeed Megan didn’t even know how many there were, but what she did know was that she was now completely naked before them with her arms outstretched and the top 16 cm of the brass cross impaled in her sex. She moved uneasily, twisting her shoulders and lifting a knee to try to conceal herself, but all that happened was that the cross moved inside her and its crosspiece nudged her clitoris. 
 
    After what seemed an age, Bishop Edith continued, but it made little sense to Megan; she was speaking in Latin and, although she’d spent a year studying the archaic language in school, few words sounded familiar. The voice droned on for perhaps fifteen minutes and for all that time, Megan perched uncomfortably atop of her cross. The strain on her sex would mount until she had to do something and then, with a groan, she’d push herself up the post, twist, and settle back in a slightly different place to try to adjust the point of pressure, but always the tube of the crosspiece would slide back into her vaginal cleft to press against her clitoris just as before. 
 
    She tried to concentrate more on the Bishop’s words, a sort of distraction therapy, and heard “Sanctus,” said several times and “Deus”, the Latin for God. She also recognised other random words: “pastor” meaning shepherd, “capra” Latin for sheep, “homines” meant human, “victus” for food, “lac” for milk, and “orationes” she knew referred to prayers. The last thing she recognised, almost the last thing Edith said, was “quinquaginta dies”. “Dies” were days and “quinquaginta” a number; fifty she thought. Then all was quiet. She sensed movement around her, changes to the rays of light from the windows and subtle air currents. 
 
    “Megan Davies…” The Bishop’s voice was loud with authority and spoke in English. “Do you accept the position of Acolyte of the Derogated Virgins of your own free-will?” 
 
    It took a moment to realise that the Bishop was addressing her directly and expected a response. “I do.” 
 
    There was a loud clap and a leather belt struck the left cheek of her naked bottom. She screamed and lurched up the post only to drop back hard with all that entailed. Tears filled her eyes behind the blindfold and a single sob made her lips tremble. 
 
    “Megan Davies… Do you accept the position of Acolyte of the Derogated Virgins of your own free-will?” 
 
    This time, she hesitated before bracing herself and uttering “I do.” The belt struck again, this time against her right cheek and the effect was the same. Her bottom was stinging as if it had been attacked by wasps. 
 
    “Megan Davies…” God no… Not again! “Do you accept the position of Acolyte of the Derogated Virgins of your own free-will?” 
 
    The strike, when it came, was made from behind her against her right side. The belt slapped against her skin under her armpit and its tip wrapped around in front of her to snap against her right nipple. The effect was excruciating and, following the inevitable scream, the sobs were now continuous and pitiful. 
 
    The fourth time she was asked came as no surprise and the scream started even before the belt struck. Then there was blessed silence. Both her tits felt as if they'd been scolded with boiling water and her bottom felt little better. She hung forward on her post and gathered what little remained of her composure whilst the ominous silence filled her dark world. Then came the very words she’d been dreading: 
 
    “Megan Davies… Do you accept the position of Acolyte of the Derogated Virgins of your own free-will?” 
 
    She took a deep breath, threw her head back and cried out in a loud voice, “I do,” and then screamed and screamed and screamed. The belt had slapped against her right hip with its tip carefully aimed to snap against her pubis like a mongoose striking a snake. Suddenly, she was writhing, twisting on her post with her clitoris rubbing feverishly across the top of its tormentor and shoulders rocking wildly from side to side. This set her tits in motion and the soft flesh flew about as if possessed, amplified by the motion of her shoulders and adding an extra jiggle each time they changed direction. 
 
    “Shush now…” It was a male voice she didn’t recognise and he was gently steadying her by cupping her swinging breasts. “Shush now, it’s over…” She calmed and, eased by the soft strokes, the sobs gradually subsided and she once again stood up straight on her post. 
 
    “Megan Davies…” said the Bishop. “You have been accepted as an Acolyte of the Derogated Virgins. For the next fifty days, you will be conditioned in your new role and learn to serve your master. In fifty days from now, if you are still willing, the Service of Corporeal Dedication will confirm your status as Deistic Concubine to Reverend John Powell and thereafter, you will undertake to serve him in whatever capacity he requires. Is this still your wish?” 
 
    “It is…” whispered Megan, unsure whether she’d be struck again, but she need not have worried. 
 
    “In accepting you as an acolyte of the Derogated Virgins, our aim will be three-fold: to enhance your libido in preparation for your new role; to familiarize you with certain conditions you're likely to encounter therein; and to give you the opportunity of seeking religious guidance from a higher authority. However, I understand from Reverend Powell that you are still a penitent and that your penance has not yet been properly served. Furthermore, he tells me that one of his aims when imposing your penance was to actually moderate your libido; the exact opposite of ours. Nevertheless, I believe we have reached a compromise agreement. In exchange for taking into account some of the reverend’s special requirements, he has consented to a regime where you will no longer be entirely denied sexual satisfaction although your restraints will still control that aspect whilst fulfilling their original roles of protecting others from your advances and delivering a degree of penance.” 
 
    Megan was curious to know which of the reverend’s requests had received the approval of the church council, but no doubt she would learn in due course. 
 
    “Allow her to drink and then fit the acolyte harness,” called the Bishop and Megan felt a glass being touched to her lips. 
 
    * 
 
    Megan spent a long time squirming on that cross in her dark world while unseen hands roamed over her body moulding it to conform to the metal that was being adjusted until it fitted snugly about her torso. The body harness was constructed with three metal bands that wrapped around her body from a wide band that cinched her waist to a collar around her neck. The centre band looked a little like a gigantic pair of spectacles and included two metal hoops that encircled her breasts. Each band was in two halves with each side being hinged at the back to a thick ‘former’ that followed the contour of her spine all the way from neck to her coccyx, her tail bone. The sides closed together at the front to be retained by three brass padlocks. They were tight; so tight she could only take shallow breaths, but the hoops that enclosed her breasts, although they caused her breasts to project more than before, didn’t seem too constrictive. 
 
    She was just thinking that the acolyte harness wasn’t as bad as she’d been used to when she felt a cold, spherical shape press against her anus. The sphere was the head of another plug and this one was thick, as in 4 cm thick. It was lubricated, too, so she had little chance of resisting it. It popped inside and then she squealed as its position changed when someone turned an adjusting screw until her lower spine conformed to the exaggerated shape of the former behind her coccyx. Her tail was pulled back as her belly was forced forward until she felt like a strutting cockerel, her pose locked into shape by the hook in her arse. 
 
    The next things she felt were hands holding her arms on either side and suddenly she was lifted straight up to completely remove her from the cross so fast that its abrupt egress left her shrieking. They set her down on the floor and she staggered from toe to toe to find her balance and turned her head about as if she could see them all watching her. But it was not so; the council were quietly filing out of the church and soon she heard the sound of engines starting and the crunch of gravel as her congregation left. 
 
    Reverend Powell was the only one remaining, a fact revealed when he removed the blindfold. “Well done, Megan. You have passed the first hurdle.” He unfastened the straps from an arm, locked a metal cuff about her wrist, and then linked it to her collar using a 40 cm chain. Then he did the same to her other wrist. She couldn’t reach lower than her belly, but it was much better than having her wrists locked together. 
 
    “I've got nothing in my pussy,” she said, her voice sounding almost incredulous. “There’s not even anything covering it. And I’m not gagged…” 
 
    “No,” said the priest curtly. “It’s not my choice, but that’s the way it’s to be at least most of the time. They think they know best, but sometimes I doubt that. Come… Let’s go and eat,” and he led the way back to the vicarage with Megan following with her torso locked into the strange, tail-high posture by the harness. 
 
    Powell cooked supper that evening and they sat together either side of the kitchen table eating eggs and mushrooms on toast and beans. Megan was sitting very upright with a heavy woollen poncho that the priest had given her covering the top half of her body. It was a kind thought… He tried to ignore that fact that she revealed at least one breast each time she raised her fork to her mouth. 
 
    “What did you make of the Pietistic Judgement today? Did you find it comforting?” 
 
    The question surprised her, not least because she couldn’t remember any aspect of the service that was ‘comforting’. “I didn’t understand very much of it.” 
 
    “No. That was Latin the bishop was speaking.” 
 
    “Oh, I knew that. I even understood a few of the words like shepherd and human, and fifty days. She was talking about how long before the next service, the Corporeal Dedication one. I even recognised she was talking about sheep milk at one time: ‘lac capra’.” 
 
    “Hmm,” said Powell. “The bishop was explaining to the council why the period between the services was 50 days; it’s just the time she thinks it will take to prepare you. ‘Lac capra’ is the milk of goats by the way. ‘Lac ovium” would refer to sheep…” 
 
    “Oh…” said Megan and lapsed into silence. Eventually, she said, “Tell me about Saint Aidell and the Derogated Virgins. Who were they?” 
 
    The priest rose from the table and poured boiling water into the teapot before he sat again and began his tale. 
 
    “Saint Aidell... Not a well-known saint. She was English, you know? Lived not far from here. She was the daughter of a Baron near Shrewsbury in the year 1150, the time of the great anarchy. Civil war was raging between Queen Matilda, the sole legitimate child of Henry I, and King Stephen, who was recognised by the English barons as the late king’s heir. Aidell and her two younger sisters were living in a nunnery near to their father’s castle with the daughters of three other noble families where they were being tutored in Bible studies and Latin. Aidell discovered that the nuns were nursing two injured soldiers who had supported the queen, her father’s enemy, and in the dead of night made her way to the castle to report her news. The next morning, the nunnery was over-run by her father’s men, the nuns were all killed, and the remaining young women and the two injured soldiers taken back to the castle. There, the girls were all stripped of their finery and gowns, locked in chains, and imprisoned in the dungeons.” 
 
    “Aidell’s sisters?” 
 
    “Yes, all the girls... except Aidell, of course. It is said that at that point they were visited by the Lord, but scholars nowadays think that only meant that the girls’ father, the Baron, went to see them in their cells to tell them that they were to be given to the castle guards as the spoils of war. Now, the young girls were understandably distressed by this turn of events and were fearful for their souls if they were to be ravaged and despoiled, but Aidell, being kind and gentle and knowledgeable in the texts of the Bible, came to visit the girls in their dungeon chambers and was able to calm them and put their minds at rest by preaching to them that the Bible supports sexual slavery, particularly virgins taken as war booty as described in Numbers 31.18. Thereafter, the young girls could rest easy in their chains, secure in the knowledge that whatever the guards forced them to do, God would give them dispensation for their carnal sins in heaven.” 
 
    “Their father kept the sisters chained and naked in the dungeons for his soldiers to use…” 
 
    “They were considered war plunder; he would have angered his soldiers if he’d done otherwise.” 
 
    “But it wasn’t the girls that were treating the enemy soldiers; they were innocent.” 
 
    “That is true and one can argue that it was unfortunate from the girls’ point of view, but the same can be said of many war victims. They just happened to be in the wrong place. In any case, that’s irrelevant. The point is that Saint Aidell preached the Bible to the young women and was able to reassure them that God would forgive them for any moral sins they were forced to commit.” 
 
    The priest gazed wistfully at the ceiling as if looking towards heaven. “I once saw a Victorian painting of the scene. It was much romanticised, of course, and the reality would likely have been less wistful, but the painting showed the five girls in a line with their heads and hands trapped in a type of pillory: two horizontal planks of wood bolted together with holes between for heads and hands. The pillory forced them all to kneel side by side with their naked bosoms hanging below the lower plank and iron bands about their knees and ankles to hold them still against the wooden staging upon which they were displayed. The castle’s torturers had already pierced their nipples with iron rings and chains were pulling at their bosoms to further fix them to the staging so that they were unable to avoid the soldiers’ attentions. 
 
    It was a very moving depiction with Saint Aidell crowned with a halo and looking like an angel. There were flowers in her long, white hair and she was wearing a richly embroidered white satin gown adorned with many precious stones. She was standing next to one of her sisters and touching her hair as the younger girl gazed up lovingly at the saint. Flower petals adorned the captives’ hair too to emphasise their virginity whilst the heavy chains distorting their breasts and the iron bands between the planks and around their legs showed the permanence of their new status as sexual plunder. Their new duties were further implied by the tops of their naked buttocks aligned in a row and visible above the planks and the erect organs of their new custodians who were standing behind them and beginning to show some impatience. I was much moved by the compassion on Saint Aidell’s face and the adoration in her sister’s eyes.” 
 
    “And what about the other soldiers?” 
 
    “The other soldiers?” 
 
    “The wounded soldiers of Queen Matilda. What happened to them?” 
 
    “I'm not sure. I think they were made well again and returned in a prisoner exchange.” 
 
    “A moving story,” said Megan, barely able to conceal her sarcasm. 
 
    “As I said, Saint Aidell is little known now in this country, but she’s still worshipped in Eastern Europe, Belarus to be precise, and it’s only relatively recently that members of the sect have moved back to Britain. I, myself, although I am employed as vicar of this and surrounding parishes by the Anglican Church, find it rewarding to associate with and assist the Holy Church of Saint Aidell whenever I can. They have an altogether more literal interpretation of the Bible that I find refreshing.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 17    
An Acolyte’s Trials 
 
   Megan spent a frustrating night. It was the first time for weeks that she didn’t have her sex sealed by a chastity belt, but she was totally unable to exploit the situation because the chains to her wrists weren’t long enough for her to reach. At any other time, she could have just curled up into a ball, but that option was quite out of the question with the arse hook pulling her hips back so comprehensively against the spinal former. At least her hands weren’t locked to her waist any longer and she could hold her own breasts. She remembered reading once that some girls can actually orgasm just by stimulating their nipples, but by morning, her nocturnal incitements had resulted in nothing more than aching nipples; in fact, the whole of her breasts were aching. 
 
    At seven-thirty, she heard the reverend start his shower and she rolled out of bed to cook breakfast for them both. That was another thing she hadn’t done for a while because she’d had to wait to be released from the bed; being chained to the bedpost was now apparently unnecessary. 
 
    She soon discovered that being locked into the harness was a lot harder than just wearing the chastity belt. She could barely bend and had to develop a whole new way of reaching the floor using a squatting action. At first, it made her smile and she felt like she was sinking into quicksand each time she dipped, but rising again was much harder on the legs than just bending. 
 
    The priest enjoyed his breakfast and returned the favour by removing the anal hook and then unlocking the padlocks on the acolyte harness so he could lift it from her back. The collar and her interconnected wrists, however, he left in place. While he finished his breakfast, Megan skipped happily up to the bathroom to complete her own ablutions. It felt good to be able to wash her hair even though a complete wash still required some imaginative contortions with the shower hose. 
 
    Back in the kitchen, the priest smiled when he saw that not only had she washed and dried her hair, but that she’d also applied some subtle eye shadow and lip gloss. He inspected her torso carefully to ensure himself that the metal frame of the harness was causing no abrasions and then replaced it. Megan thanked him and put the poncho over her head, but was still naked below the waist. 
 
    “I wasn’t able to dress in a skirt or shoes. Would you help me, please?” 
 
    “Of course. Sit down and I’ll do your shoes up.” 
 
    She stood again, now considerably taller, and held out the skirt. 
 
    “I'm afraid not,” he said without any obvious regret. “But lean on the table while I replace the hook.” Her smile almost waivered, but it was expected. “The council has specified that you should pray for at least an hour and a half every morning. It’s nine now, so I suggest we make our way over to the church where they have left a kneeler for you.” 
 
    ‘A kneeler’… It was what they called the hassocks that were always kept under the pews so the congregation could kneel to pray in comfort. That was a kind thought. She changed her mind as soon as she saw it. It was placed in the aisle beneath the altar and did indeed have a padded base for kneeling upon, but there was so much more to it. 
 
    “The Bible says in many places that one should kneel to pray, but in this case, I believe that Saint Aidell is also trying to tell you something.” 
 
    The priest stood in front of the kneeler waiting for Megan to assume the position. On its base plate was a small ‘black box’ with a power lead trailing out of the back and out of the top of the box was a piston with its top surface looking like the sole of an inverted foot with the toes pointing forward. A rubber dildo of substantial girth projected straight up through a hole in the heel and it was this dildo that the priest was inviting her to settle herself upon. With her hands tethered by such short chains, she needed something to hang on to whilst she lowered herself and, fortunately, immediately in front of the dildo was just such a feature. It was a metal ‘T’ piece attached to the front of the kneeler and it stood a metre high with a crosspiece 80 cm wide. 
 
    Megan gingerly lowered herself onto the phallus until her pubis touched the padded top of the strange foot, its sole. Her knees had not yet touched the padded base of the kneeler, but she found that the foot of the piston just sank lower, retracting into the black box with her weight while the dildo itself delved deeper. She dropped a few more centimetres before she could kneel and wasn’t surprised when the priest then clipped her collar to the top of the ‘T’ and the cuffs on her wrists to the ends of its crosspiece. With the acolyte harness holding her body rigid, there was now no way she could possible remove herself from the dildo until her collar was unclipped and with her wrists clipped to the ends of the ‘T’, the poncho, although covering her back, did little to either warm or conceal her front. She gave a long sigh and tried to move, lifting a knee to reposition herself, but she soon gave up and just stared up at the priest with a resigned look. 
 
    “I want you to know, Megan, that I do not approve of this. I think it’s wrong to encourage your already overdeveloped libido, but the church council has decreed that you should be given ninety minutes quiet time every day during which you can pray and contemplate your future whilst receiving the conditioning treatment that will prepare you for your future role as a deistic chattel and concubine.” 
 
    He turned to leave, but then turned back: “Oh… I nearly forgot. I’ve been told you shouldn’t be distracted during this period,” and he produced a blindfold from his pocket. 
 
    * 
 
    Megan knelt in an attitude of quiet supplication with very little to distract her from her prayers but the feel of the fat dildo dilating her vaginal tunnel. If she rocked her torso from side to side so that she swivelled on her mounting, her clit was rubbed over the smooth surface of the inverted foot, but there wasn’t much friction involved. She wished that she was more religious; at least then she could pray and feel she was achieving something, but just kneeling there impaled on the dildo didn’t seem to be achieving much at all. With her sight compromised, there was only sound and smell that could distract her: the smell of the sandalwood furniture polish and the distant sound of birdsong, and her mind was soon fully absorbed with the sensation of being overly full and sitting on the crossbar of a bicycle. The minutes passed slowly as she exercised her entrained muscles as best she could, but then, very faintly, she heard the sound of the Westminster chimes of the vicarage mantel clock ring out the half hour; just another hour to go. 
 
    It was then that she heard a new sound, the low hum of an electric motor, and a moment later she felt the dildo very slowly withdrawing. It moved down a few centimetres before it was joined by the sole plate that then started to move away from her crotch. Together, soleplate and dildo moved south until the dildo had slithered a total of 7 or 8 cm to leave the same length still implanted inside her, hesitated for a few seconds, and then slowly begin to rise. After 5 cm, the padded soleplate touched her spread labia and the dildo continued alone until it was once again fully embedded and the padded soleplate was pressing firmly against her clitoris. 
 
    She counted off the seconds and after fifteen, the dildo moved down again, this time a little faster. Ten minutes later and the dildo was moving with the exuberant motion of a piston engine, pumping the dildo up and down at the rate of 120 cycles a minute, and each cycle resulted in the reciprocating soleplate striking the underside of her pubis with a solid thump. The impact was sufficient to travel through her body until it reached her tits, whereupon it transformed into a fluid wave that rolled up through the soft flesh and then rolled down again. 
 
    This was perhaps as close as she’d ever got to the feel of a man inside her. This must be what it would feel like to have a real cock powering into her and thumping her sex with his pubic bone with every thrust; this is what John Powell is going to feel like. At twelve minutes, she screamed when the first orgasm hit and continued screaming when the sensations didn’t abate. The dildo, immune to her vocal exhortations, continued pistoning into her spasming sex whilst its padded footplate continued to thump against her sensitised clitoris. 
 
    Another three minutes and its speed had increased to 150 cycles a minute. Megan’s shrieks were now continuous and her tits could barely keep pace with her frantically jerking body. And then, just like that, it stopped. She leant forward against the ‘T’ stand, breathing in short gasps. It was as if a fog was slowly clearing in her brain. The sound of her breaths faded to be replaced by the birdsong and, drip by drip, thoughts began to drift back into her consciousness. The dildo was still there, still present inside her, but still was the operative word. Now it wasn’t moving, just occupying, and she closed her blindfolded eyes at the peace that had suddenly engulfed her. 
 
    The thoughts coalesced in her head and she remembered the chimes of the mantel clock. That would make it about nine-forty-five now; half way through her period of prayer and contemplation. 
 
    Oh God, no… There’s time for it to do it again. 
 
    * 
 
    At half ten, the priest entered the church to release Megan, but she looked like she was asleep, so he merely turned off the black box and left her to rest. By eleven, she pronounced herself much recovered and he removed her blindfold before unclipping her wrists and neck. Carefully, she extracted herself from the dildo. 
 
    “I feel bruised.” 
 
    “I'm not surprised. Sit on the edge of a pew and open your legs.” 
 
    Megan’s eyes opened wide; her lover was going to examine her sex. Coyly, she did as asked and bit her lower lip as the priest carefully spread her labia. 
 
    “I don’t think it is bruised, just a little red. Would you like me to put some arnica gel on it?” 
 
    She nodded enthusiastically, not trusting herself to speak. 
 
    The priest was away about five minutes and returned holding a small tube of the medicinal gel. He spread some on his finger and then touched her, gently rubbing his fingertip through the soft folds. God, it felt good. 
 
    “Okay… I now have quite specific instructions regarding your treatment during this induction period. It is, after all, a stipulation of the Derogated Virgins and a pre-condition of your acceptance as an associate member into the order. This prayer session, for instance, is to be repeated every morning. Other times of the day, I’m to impose periods of silence or introspection, but for now you're able to continue with your housework unhindered. I suggest you start by cleaning the bedrooms and then cook us something for lunch.” 
 
    “This prayer session was to prepare me for our coupling then, once I'm accepted as your concubine? Are you really going to be that fierce?” There was a glint in her eye that the priest found disturbing and he looked away. 
 
    “As a concubine, you should be prepared for anything and everything,” he said and her face broke into a satisfied smirk. 
 
    “I'm prepared now, my love.” 
 
    “You must call me ‘Father’ until after the dedication ceremony. I am not your lover and it would be a sin of the highest order if I was to engage physically with someone who is unmarried and not formally confirmed as a concubine.” 
 
    “I understand, Father,” said Megan, but the grin never left her face. 
 
    He watched her waddle her way up the aisle with her naked bottom extended behind her, the posture enforced by the arse hook. He had to get back to writing his next sermon. He was already behind. It was surprising how distracting one girl’s screaming can be even in the next building. 
 
    * 
 
    They ate the light lunch that Megan prepared and afterwards sat together at the table drinking tea from china cups. Her expression still suggested that she knew of a secret they shared together, but the vicar was trying to be more practical. “How do you feel?” he asked. 
 
    “Much better after you helped with the arnica, but my breasts still ache. Do you think it’s to do with these hoops?” and, with the same sly grin, she lifted the poncho up to show her breasts poking through the hoops of the acolyte harness. 
 
    “I shouldn’t think so,” said the priest ignoring her obvious tease. “They don’t look very tight.” 
 
    “No, they're not. And I suppose that wouldn’t account for my nipples aching too.” 
 
    “Perhaps you're touching them too much.” She didn’t answer, but her grin broadened. “We’ll see how they are in a day or two. Meanwhile, according to the schedule I’ve been given, the next hour is your own and is reserved for quiet introspection.” 
 
    “Can I go and read a book then?” 
 
    “If you wish. The significant word in the schedule is ‘quiet’,” and he rose to fetch the metal bridle that had held the brank in her mouth from the side board. Her smile instantly faded, but she made no comment and sat meekly while he locked the device about her head. Instead of the brank, though, Edith had supplied a rubber penis-shaped plug and he offered it to her lips. Obediently, she opened her mouth and the plug was soon retained in place by the same padlocks on either cheek. 
 
    “It’s no good you looking at me like that… It’s not my schedule we’re following. I’m sorry if you find it more uncomfortable than the brank, but the brank wouldn’t keep you silent like this can.” She made an effort to speak just to prove him wrong, but only a muted little peep escaped from her lips followed by an unintelligible nasal hum. He watched while she tried to open her pursed lips around the rubber shaft even to the extent of using her fingers to force a gap, but she soon gave up and, instead, he could see her cheeks moving as she explored the erotic shape. 
 
    “I thought you might like that,” said the priest. “It seems to be one of your fortes.” She turned cool eyes on him, but he remained poker-faced and she couldn’t tell if he was teasing her or being serious. She wouldn’t have minded if he had been teasing her and thought of the time in just a few short weeks when it will be him in her mouth. She gave an extra-hard suck and her eyes crinkled looking at his overly-stern reaction. 
 
    “There’s something else,” said the priest and he held up what she assumed must be a small dildo, but it did look strange. It wasn’t very long, about 12 cm, but, other than a short length of string hanging out of its base like a tail, there didn’t seem to be any way of holding it even if she could reach, which, of course, she couldn’t. Then there was its shape. It was subtly curled like a corkscrew with longitudinal flutes along its length. 
 
    “Stand up…” 
 
    He turned it on with a concealed button on its base and it began to hum and twist within its flexible skin. He was holding it near its base and she watched hypnotised as it coiled around above his fingers. 
 
    “Clever, isn’t it?” he asked. “It’s rather crudely called a ‘cunt worm’ and it likes to burrow into its favourite place.” He squatted to touch its tip to her sex and eased it in a little way until she felt it corkscrewing. The flutes along its length tended to prevent the body of the device rotating inside her which just left the corkscrewing action of its tip; it was slowly crawling up inside her and producing all sorts of erotic waves within her sex as it did so. Within a minute, its entire body had disappeared inside her, but still it continued to climb until she could feel it churning against her cervix. 
 
    The priest sat down whilst Megan just stood with a look of surprise on her face that slowly morphed into one of detached concentration, and then he noticed that her legs were beginning to tremble. Suddenly, the spell was broken and she seemed to return to reality. 
 
    “Has it stopped? It does that; only stays on for three minutes at a time.” She didn’t answer. “Heavy, isn’t it? It’s actually weighted and I think you're going to find it difficult to hold it up there, but not to worry. There’s a photocell in its base that turns it on again if it detects light. Worms, it seems, don’t like light and it will crawl back up again.” He walked from the kitchen, but paused in the doorway. “I’m going out to the workshop. I’ll come and find you in an hour.” 
 
    Megan started her hour sitting on her bed reading. It made a change to be able to hold a book even if it was only 40 cm away from her face, but after fifteen minutes, she lost interest in the book and tentatively stood. Immediately upon sensing the light, the worm activated and she was conscious of its efforts to crawl back into her. She sat again, but that didn’t stop it and it continued until its three minutes was up. 
 
    The priest knocked at her bedroom door an hour later and then poked his head around the jamb. “Time for work,” he said. “Hold still and I’ll take the oral plug out.” It seemed that that stage of training was done for the day when he removed the head cage and suggested she attended to the chickens. “Feed them and collect the eggs. Then you can start on the ironing.” 
 
    “Yes, Father.” She stood and the worm activated again. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 18    
The Rules Tighten 
 
   The next day was almost a repeat and started with two noisy sessions of explosive orgasms whilst bouncing on the kneeler followed by more arnica, housework, and cooking. Similarly, the afternoon followed the same format with Megan sucking on a rubber cock whilst establishing a romantic relationship with a worm intent on burrowing all the way to her throat. 
 
    She complained to the priest that her breasts were still aching, possibly even more than before, and he said he’d try and help, but did nothing all day. 
 
    The third day did bring some changes. He installed her on the kneeler and she looked up at him with an appealing expression. “Is there nothing you can do to moderate this?” she asked, but he shook his head. 
 
    “I'm afraid not; it’s fully automatic once activated, but there is something I can do to help you cope. Two things, actually. The first is a change to the church’s specified rota. I told Bishop Edith that I was being disturbed by your shrieks and she has agreed that I can reallocate the penis gag from your afternoon session to help you cope in the mornings.” 
 
    She stared at him with a look of bewilderment. “How exactly does that help me?” 
 
    “It will help to keep you calm. You won’t be shrieking so much.” 
 
    “I will inside; you just won’t be able to hear it.” 
 
    The priest didn’t seem to hear her protestations and reached into the box he was carrying to lift out the bridle. She tried to speak again, but he merely silenced her with a warning finger in the air and then proceeded to fit the metal straps about her head and the fat rubber penis in her mouth. The blindfold he fitted over the straps of the harness. 
 
    “The second thing doesn’t concern the church. I've been listening to what you’ve been saying about the ache in your breasts and I have made some more infused oil. Do you think that might help?” 
 
    This was more like it and she nodded enthusiastically. 
 
    “Good. In that case, I’ll go and fetch it,” and she heard him click on the mains switch to the box. 
 
    He was a long time returning and she even thought he might have forgotten, but he was back before the dildo started moving. In her darkened world, she heard him place the bowl on the tiles beside her, felt him squat behind her, and then he carefully rearranged the cloth of the poncho so that her breasts were fully exposed and the material wouldn’t get oily. She waited and then he was holding her, gently rubbing the oil into her using both hands and a circular motion, and then, when she was really slippery, pressing harder to squeeze and knead her like dough. She was in ecstasy as his fingers rolled, pinched, and extruded her nipples into long points and then crushed and pulled at the slippery flesh of her breasts. She was almost unaware when the dildo motor started, but as it began to move faster, so the priest seemed to squeeze and pull harder. It didn’t take long for the two separate stimulations to coalesce into a long series of frenetic orgasms. 
 
    He stopped massaging her when the dildo stopped, silently picked up the bowl, and left. She would have liked to ask him if he’d be back for the second performance in thirty minutes, but, in the event, she had to weather that storm alone. 
 
    That afternoon, he released the worm into her just after lunch and she had it screwing her in fits and starts all afternoon without the accompanying bridle and penis plug. She could whimper, groan, squeal, and shriek at the sheer frustration it caused, but she still couldn’t actually do anything about it. 
 
    That, then, was the pattern for the next couple of weeks. The ache in her breasts did subside, but she wasn’t about to tell the priest that. They were growing larger, too, evident by fact that they were becoming tighter in the hoops, but that wasn’t surprising given the attention they were being shown. It would have been more surprising if they'd not reacted. 
 
    It was during week four that things changed and, from Megan’s point of view, not for the better. It was after lunch and the priest had recently released the worm into her before telling her he had to go into Tregaron to visit one of his parishioners. Megan was left alone. The weather had been warm and sunny for well over a week and she was getting restless. Her solution was to make the most of the warm weather by spending her free time outside. 
 
    It wasn’t the first time the priest had left her alone since the Pietistic Judgement, it wasn’t even the first time she’d wandered about the hillside, but it was the first time she’d gone so far. She was wearing a pair of Lucy’s strappy sandals that Powell had put on her feet that morning. The heels seemed to make walking easier with her rather odd enforced posture, but that only applied to the smooth floors of the vicarage and church; traversing rough ground in high heels was difficult, but she was determined. The only other thing she was wearing was the poncho and that barely reached her waist, however, undeterred she donned a pair of sunglasses and set off on the path behind the church towards the remains of the village. She didn’t intend to go far, but she longed to get out on the moors and watch the open skies instead of skulking around the small wood and church. No-one ever used those paths; well, no-one except Morgan and Lloyd, of course. All the same, she was very unlikely to meet anyone, wasn’t she? 
 
    As she walked, she remembered the last time she’d walked that way with Elly. It seemed such a long time ago now; life was so different then. For a start, she wasn’t half naked, had proper footwear, didn’t have her body locked in the world’s most severe corset, and didn’t have her hands chained to her collar. Finally, she didn’t have a devilish little worm trying to burrow into her all the time and, without doubt, this latter feature was proving the most problematical although, it must be admitted, only because her other restraints stopped her controlling it. Walking disturbed the worm. Her movements and its weight encouraged it to seek the light and, as soon as it popped its little tail out from between her labia, the light triggered its photocell cell and it squirmed its way back inside her again. Whenever that happened, she had to lean on something for three minutes and try to control her breathing until the devilish little creature settled again. 
 
    The journey took considerably longer than before, but eventually she reached the spot where she and Elly had lain together in the sunshine. Although the bracken was now much taller, the grassy bank was still there and she could even see the hollow where Elly had rolled and where she’d tumbled on top of her in a perfect scissor formation. Elly’s musky scent and the sharp tang of her sexual juices came flooding back and for a fleeting instant, she regretted much, but, lying in the spot where they had laid together and staring up into the cloudless blue sky, it was John Powell that commandeered her thoughts and it all became worthwhile. 
 
    With some difficulty, she turned over and pushed herself up onto her feet using the low wall of the old house and then carefully stepped back over the foundations, down the low bank, and back onto the sheep path. Then she froze. A sound; the cry of an animal, a bird, or a person. Another, this time a recognisable name followed by a short laugh, and she was scrambling back over the walls on her hands and feet, trying to keep below the level of the bracken. With hands on the low wall again, she levered herself up to risk a peep over the tops of the vegetation. They were close, two boys and two girls all about her age, the boys carrying light backpacks. Hikers… She saw one of the lads good-naturedly push the girl next him and she giggled and pushed him back. 
 
    “C’mon, Wendy. We only want to see your tits,” said the second boy. 
 
    “Tim’s seen them already and you're never going to.” 
 
    “Tracy’s happy to show us hers,” he said and, turning to his own companion, snatched the hem of her t-shirt up over her face to reveal soft breast and small, pink nipples. Tracy squealed, blindly trying to disentangle herself and slapped his hand away before rapidly pulling her clothing back into place. Meanwhile, Wendy took one look at Tim, made a squawking sound like an injured duck, and came running up the path towards where Megan was hiding with Tim hard on her heels. 
 
    That was when the worm decided it was time to crawl back inside Megan and she gave a short squawk of her own as she dropped back down behind the low wall. She fell onto her belly with her most prominent feature now her naked bottom held higher than the rest of her by the arse hook locked to the back of the curved acolyte harness. She stuffed her fist into her mouth to quieten her little whimpering noises and heavy breathing, and prayed to God that none of them see her. 
 
    Tim had evidently caught Wendy not five metres from where Megan was hiding and the two of them were rolling together on the grassy path and giggling, 
 
    “Cor, Wendy. Your tits are bigger than Tracy’s and floppier.” 
 
    “They are not,” cried Wendy obviously affronted by the implied criticism. 
 
    “I think they are, girl,” said Tracy. 
 
    “Take her shirt right off,” said the unknown boy and, judging by the squeals and giggles, Tim obliged. 
 
    The voices moved along the path with the Wendy’s voice cursing her companion using very unladylike language. Megan risked another peek to see her bare back running down the path after Tim who was waving his prized garment in the air. 
 
    “And you two are right fucking pigs too,” said Wendy turning to confront the other two who were still laughing. But Tim was right; she was bigger. And floppier. 
 
    Megan rolled over in the grass holding her own breasts as their voices faded. It was only the sight of Wendy and Tracy that made her realise how much she had grown or how big her nipples were getting. She squeezed them and thought of Powell as the worm continued with its relentless objective. Soon, it would be him squeezing them and instead of the mechanical worm, it would be his cock moving inside her. The thought made her even more excited and she pinched her teats and gave a low moan. 
 
    * 
 
    Her biggest mistake came that evening when she mentioned the episode to the priest over dinner. 
 
    “You were out on the moor? Unchaperoned?” 
 
    Megan laughed. “I didn’t need a chaperone. I was more concerned with hiding. My hands are chained up and I’m not wearing anything below my waist remember. I didn’t want anyone assaulting me while I couldn’t defend myself.” 
 
    “But that’s just my point. You shouldn’t have been out there alone in the first place. What if they had seen you? What would they have done?” 
 
    “Probably laughed their heads off. 
 
    “This is serious, Megan. They would have been entranced and aroused by your open display and, no doubt, examined and investigated as much as they could. And what would that have done to you? You know you are totally incapable of controlling your carnal impulses. You would have encouraged them. Even the two girls wouldn’t have been safe from your lust. You would have corrupted them, Megan. Four young souls lost all because of your uncontrollable prurience.” 
 
    “But I was hiding… I didn’t want them to see me.” 
 
    “You say that now; that was a natural reaction probably driven by embarrassment, but what about when you’ve had a chance to think about it? Think about what might have been? You'll be over there each time my back is turned.” 
 
    “Father, please… You're being unreasonable. I don’t go around corrupting people; I just don’t. It’s only you I want; nobody else.” 
 
    “I thought that after that encounter with Nick when you said it was all his doing, but then you took advantage of those two gypsy lads and, as if that wasn’t enough, you managed to assault that girl in your bedroom despite being restrained. And we haven't even started on Beth, the Deacon’s wife or your uncalled-for assault on me. No, I'm not happy, Megan. Not happy at all. I shall have to do something to curb your wanderlust.” 
 
    “But Father, there’s no need for you to be so concerned; I promise I won’t go there again.” 
 
    “Yes…” he said. “I can just see that working well,” he added in a sarcastic voice. “I’ll speak to the Bishop about it. If it was up to me… Well, it’s not up to me. This is the Bishop’s call and she seems to have her own agendum.” 
 
    * 
 
    Nothing was said the next day, but the day after that, Megan had a visitor in the afternoon. Bishop Edith parked her little yellow car next to the reverend’s Landrover and entered the kitchen for the customary tea and cake. 
 
    “Well, Megan. How are you getting on? No ill-effects?” 
 
    “I’m well, thank you, but I do find the quiet prayer sessions each morning a bit stressful.” 
 
    “Oh, but they're meant to be, my dear. That’s the whole point of them. What about the harness? Is it comfortable?” 
 
    Megan choked back a laugh. “I can’t say it’s comfortable. I don’t think I'm actually sore anywhere, but it’s very awkward when I need to reach the floor or rise again. I have to push myself up on the furniture.” 
 
    “A concubine must be prepared to weather restraints. The Bible makes that clear by referring to chained slaves after a war.” 
 
    “But we have no war here. I’m volunteering to be a concubine, not a plundered slave taken in war. Why do I have to be chained?” 
 
    “Yes, I know you are doing this of your own free will, it couldn’t be any other way nowadays, but the Bible actually makes no practical distinction between wives and slave girls. Both are the property of the man to do with as he sees fit. In Biblical times, it was quite normal for a man to sell his daughters or wife into slavery to pay off debts. He was free to treat any of his dependent women or children how he pleased and we must respond to that if we’re serious about living a devout life. I’m making no judgements as to how Reverend Powell should treat you after you have been confirmed as his concubine, but I must follow our own religious edicts regarding how prospective concubines should be treated during the induction period. The acolyte harness is specifically designed to confine and limit your movements, and, by forcing you to adopt a revealing and suggestive posture, impose a sense of submission that will be appropriate to your new status. It’s meant to make you feel embarrassed, humiliated and vulnerable because there’s no telling what you might be subjected to as a concubine. After all, to all intents and purposes, you will be John’s property after the dedication ceremony and he will be able to treat you as he pleases.” 
 
    “I know.” She was unable to hold back the grin. She thought about how protective he is of her and how loving. He must spend ages making up the scented oils he spreads on her because he knows she loves it so much. 
 
    “So… John has asked how he can best protect you when he’s not here. We could just confine you to your bed, but that isn’t in accordance with the spirit of the induction. As you so rightly pointed out, you are a volunteer until after the Corporeal Dedication and should retain as much freedom as is proper. Your own specific case is complicated by the penance the reverend has imposed and which the church council cannot override, but, again, I think we’ve reached an acceptable compromise. At night, it’s not unreasonable to confine you to your bed and during the day, we’ll just curtail your inclination to roam too far.” 
 
    “You're going to shackle me, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Well, it’s either that or have you on a long chain. Which would you rather?” 
 
    Megan didn’t bother answering, just glared at the woman to show her displeasure. 
 
    “Now, there’s one other thing. John has told me that you have a shower every morning.” 
 
    “Of course…” 
 
    “I’m not criticising the shower per se, just the technique the two of you have adopted. Of course, the acolyte harness must be removed, but John should take steps to stop you touching yourself. One of the main aims of the induction is to optimise your carnal responses by introducing an element of tease and denial whilst controlling your own access. It’s why we use the acolyte harness in the first place. It defeats the object if he leaves you alone without the harness.” 
 
    “But my hands are still linked to my collar.” 
 
    “Not good enough. With the harness removed, it’s possible for you to reach almost everything. John must take steps to obviate that possibility and, anyway, it’s his responsibility to wash you himself.” 
 
    “Ooo, I wouldn’t mind that at all.” 
 
    “Let me read you the salient passage of the church code for control of acolytes, that’s you, dear, during the period of induction leading up to the Corporeal Dedication service: 
 
    Section 14: Daily ablutions. Such ablutions are encouraged, but, if they involve removal of the body harness, must be conducted in accordance with the following conditions: 
 
    1. The acolyte should be allowed a period without the anal plug to use the facilities before ablutions commence. 
 
    2. The acolyte should be allowed to cleanse and dry her face and hair before the harness is removed. 
 
    3. Following 14.2, the acolyte should have her hands restrained and a hood fitted before and whilst the harness is removed. 
 
    4. It is the responsibility of the supervising minister to perform all cleansing of the body. 
 
    5. Intimate touching of the breasts and genital areas is permitted by the supervising minister during cleansing and drying so long as stimulation sufficient to cause orgasm is avoided. 
 
    6. The harness and anal plug should be refitted in a timely manner before the hood is removed and the acolyte’s hands are released. 
 
    That all seems quite clear, does it not, Megan?” 
 
    “But why do I need to be hooded? That’s never happened before.” 
 
    “Then John was not complying with the mandatory code before. It has several reasons: practically, it makes sense not to get your hair wet having dried it, but more importantly, it removes a degree of control from the acolyte during what is an intimate procedure. If you can’t see what he’s doing, then you are less likely to interfere. It’s all associated with the practice of tease and denial we were talking about a moment ago. I wouldn’t worry about it, if I were you; just enjoy the experience.” 
 
    Then the bishop looked serious again. “John says that you have been suffering from aching breasts and he has been treating you with massage oils. Has that helped?” Megan nodded, but the look on the bishop’s face made her fear the worst. She was not wrong. “I'm afraid that during the induction period, that’s not allowed. It interferes with the carefully calculated periods of sexual stimulation. Did John tell you why he thought they ached?” 
 
    “He thought I was touching them too much.” 
 
    “And what do you think?” 
 
    “I think it’s the hoops they're poking through. They feel larger to me and they're definitely tighter through the hoops. Perhaps they're not properly supported.” 
 
    “That’s very probable, but it’s also very common that you are touching too much. That can encourage them to grow larger too, particularly if John has been massaging them as well. Fortunately, there’s a remedy that can offer them more support and prevent you from over-doing the feely thing and John says he can have it ready for you by tomorrow.” 
 
    “What is it?” Megan was now feeling very uncomfortable. 
 
    “He says you’d easily guess.” 
 
    “No… You mustn’t. Please, I promise not to touch.” 
 
    “And how could you possibly keep that promise. No, I’m sorry. This is non-negotiable, but it is only for a few more weeks.” 
 
    It was clearly pointless to argue, so she thanked the bishop and took her leave. Change was in the air and it wasn’t going to be welcomed. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 19    
A Visit from a Friend 
 
   The changes started that evening when she retired to bed at ten. The priest used the same chain as before and locked it from the bedpost to her ankle. Apparently, it was to stop her roaming the woods at night looking for stray persons to assault. In reality, its only effect was that the priest didn’t have his breakfast waiting for him every morning. It was her shower that was the real game-changer. In accordance with the church code, he removed the anal plug and gave her ten minutes in which to use the toilet. So far, the plug hadn’t caused any problems during the day: she was becoming very ‘regular’. Then she removed her poncho and used the shower hose to wash her hair. This was different; up to now she’d always been able to stand under the shower for that. She dried herself and then called the priest; he was waiting on the landing. 
 
    She’d noticed the ring bolts he’d fitted to the walls of the shower at head height and watched meekly as he used snap-links to lock her wrist chains to the rings instead of her collar. The hood was next and that was a surprise. She was expecting some sort of blindfold, but what she got was a full rubber hood that closed up the back to completely encase her head. It had two holes under her nostrils to enable her to breathe, but no holes for her eyes or mouth. A zip up the back stretched it around her head and it was so tight she couldn’t actually open her mouth anyway. 
 
    The priest asked her if she was comfortable and she nodded. She wasn’t really, but she wasn’t in pain. Then she felt him unlocking the padlocks down her front and opening the harness to remove it. Warm water showered over her, running down her body in rivulets. She’d been looking forward to this all night; her compensation for losing the breast massage sessions later in the morning. He started at her neck and rubbed the soapy sponge over her skin in long strokes along her arms and across her back. Then he washed her breasts and she wriggled from side to side, anxious to make the most of the experience. It didn’t compare to the massage, but it was better than nothing. The feel of the soapy sponge between her thighs was much better and she couldn’t stop herself from making contented little mewing noises, but the priest got nowhere near causing an orgasm and she felt cheated of her right. 
 
    He turned the water off and she heard him descending the stairs and leaving through the front door. It was almost three quarters of an hour before he returned and by that time, she was well and truly dry and her arms were aching. Again, he didn’t say anything, but she felt his palms on her breasts again this time to spread oil over her skin. It confused her; was he disobeying the bishop’s requirements? The oiling session didn’t last long and all became clear when he fitted the harness and her breasts slid effortlessly through the metal hoops. Then she felt him connecting something above her right breast. She knew what it was and when he closed the cover, she felt her breast slide into place, supported and reshaped by smooth metal. He fitted a padlock to the bottom of the hoop and then the same thing happened to her left side. 
 
    Finally, he was unzipping the hood. 
 
    “So… Your first shower in accordance with church code. How do you feel?” 
 
    Megan wasn’t listening to him. She still had her hands clipped to the walls and was staring down at the covers that now concealed her breasts. She felt like Madonna with two polished metal cones projecting forwards looking more like weapons than a metal bra. They seemed to be needlessly long, as in at least 18 cm from ribs to pointy tip. 
 
    “I didn’t want them to be tight,” said the reverend defensively. 
 
    “But they look like shiny traffic cones.” 
 
    “Well how else am I supposed to shape them? I don’t have a press, so I had no choice but to roll the metal into cones. Anyway, it’s not like anyone else is going to see them.” 
 
    The priest unclipped each wrist in turn and reattached them to her collar with the short chains. Megan was left cupping the tapering cones and wondering what on earth she was going to do with them; what could she do with them? 
 
    “Step out of the shower. I’ll put your shoes on and then there’s one more thing to attach.” 
 
    She knew full well what that ‘one more thing’ was, one more demeaning restriction, but she also knew it was pointless to complain. After the shoes, he locked a steel shackle, albeit with a soft leather lining, around each ankle and Megan was left with no option but to take very short paces if she wanted to get anywhere. “I was hoping I wouldn’t need to use these,” he said. She shared the sentiment and predicted that the next few weeks were going to be very tiresome. 
 
    “Right,” said the priest. “You cook breakfast and then it should be time for quiet contemplation in the church.” 
 
    When the priest wasn’t looking, she held the cones and shook the harness up and down. She could feel her tits flicking against their metal shells, but other than that, there wasn’t much effect. 
 
    * 
 
    That morning’s session on the kneeler was a disappointment. It’s not that she didn’t climax, she had rather too many of them, but that she missed the massage session with the priest. If he missed it too, he didn’t let on, just clipped neck and wrists in place, fitted the bridle, plug and blindfold, and turned her on. If he was watching when the piston pump started, she had no way of telling, but she hoped that he was. She imagined him sitting close enough to touch, just like when he was massaging her. Was he wishing it was him that was making her jump about and moan so much? 
 
    At eleven, as was now normal procedure, she was composed enough for the priest to release her from the kneeler and remove the bridle from her head. He helped her to her feet and she stood staring down at the polished steel cones and the heavy links that now joined her ankles. Three weeks and a couple of days to go and, after that, her life would never be the same again. Surely, she could manage that. 
 
    “Father…” she said with the questioning tone of a little girl. “I understand that the restraints that Bishop Edith has imposed are intended to prepare me for my life as your concubine, but the ones you’ve imposed, like the shackles and these breast covers… they're to stop me mingling with others in case I inadvertently corrupt someone.” 
 
    He looked at her thoughtfully. The reason she suggested for the steel bra wasn’t the same one Edith supplied, but from his point of view, more accurate. “With your excessive libido,” he finished for her. “Yes, that is so.” 
 
    “But that’s not going to change once I'm confirmed as your concubine. Does that mean I shall have to wear a chastity belt whenever we’re with others?” 
 
    The priest smiled. “I can see where you're coming from and the answer is ‘No’. Edith and I have already explained to you that religiously speaking, concubines are exempt from any responsibilities regarding their sexual activities. You cannot be held morally responsible for anything you do and, similarly, anyone else interacting with you is also protected. Technically, you will be property and there will be nothing they can do short of stealing you that’s not religiously sanctioned. Such interactions are accepted as normal, everyday life in both the Old and New Testaments, so I have no need to restrict them. As far as God and the Bible are concerned, you will be incapable of morally corrupting anyone after the dedication ceremony.” 
 
    “So I can do what I like in another three weeks?” 
 
    “No…” said the priest emphatically. “You will do what I like.” 
 
    Megan grinned and wrapped her arms as far around his chest as she could manage with her restrained wrists. “Of course, I will. I will do anything you want me to.” 
 
    Carefully, he unpeeled her arms and eased her away so that the pointed cones were no longer pressing into him. “Three weeks… Is that all it is? I shall have to start looking for a new housekeeper.” 
 
    “But I will still do all the housework and clean the church.” 
 
    “I’ll not want you to,” said the priest. “Such menial work will no longer be your duty. Together, you and I shall have more meaningful labours to do for the church and its religious community. I can see us bringing new life to this small parish and I shall expect you to play an important role. We’re going to re-energise the local laity until the congregations are swollen to bursting point and it’s all going to start with the little church of Bladffynnon.” 
 
    “It will be our little church…” exclaimed Megan with pride. 
 
    * 
 
    Megan set about her housekeeping duties with renewed vigour despite the hobble that was making life so tedious for her. This was particularly true for the afternoons when the little worm did its utmost to distract her and she kept having to wait while the mechanical creature crawled back into her. At least, she thought, it’s strengthening my pelvic floor muscles and John will appreciate that… 
 
    Three days later when Powell was sitting on the edge of her bed waiting to attach her ankle chain to the bedstead. 
 
    “You seem so settled now. I'm glad. I was sometimes concerned that that the condition imposed by the Derogated Virgins might be too much for you.” 
 
    “Not at all. It’s not long now before I'm officially yours. I can certainly put up with a little inconvenience until then.” 
 
    “I've been thinking, Megan. The stimulation the church has imposed seems to me to be lacking in religious significance. Apart from the fact that your morning sessions are actually in the church, there is little that demonstrates to you the pious and spiritual nature of your endeavours.” 
 
    “But you keep telling me that all this is sanctioned by texts in the bible.” 
 
    “And that is so, but do you actually feel that? I watch you struggling about during the day and there is nothing provided to guide you in a spiritual sense; nothing from which you can draw succour to help you bear you burdens. And the night time is even worse. Once I chain your ankle to the bedpost and turn the light out, there’s nothing here to help you with your prayers.” 
 
    “Should I be praying, Father?” 
 
    “Well, that’s up to you, but if you do I have something in mind that will help you to focus,” and he rose from the bed leaving her lying on her back and watching his retreating figure with confusion. He was away for five minutes and when he returned, he was carrying the brass cross from the church and a roll of duct tape. 
 
    “What more potent symbol of God’s power is there than this cross?” he asked as he laid the cross between her legs with its base projecting towards her crotch and her toes touching the crosspiece. With great care and a generous quantity of tape, he stuck the toes of each foot to the crosspiece and then began spreading lubricant on the base end of the main spar. She’d seen the base when she’d removed it from its plinth for cleaning and knew that it had been designed to be carried. As such, its base was decorated with the same spherical adornment as the other three points. Now, it was apparent that it was soon destined to be put to another use. The priest released the clamp ring halfway up its length and telescoped its blunt end towards her, making her squeal when he slid it into her with a manual dexterity that made her eyes water. 
 
    “Push with your toes,” he said and adjusted its length so that it was still just within her before tightening the ornate ring. She relaxed and felt the cross slide in deeper. 
 
    “You’ll not need the ankle chain tonight. I think I should hear you if you tried using it as a pogo stick and came bouncing along the landing.” 
 
    “That’s a joke, right?” asked Megan now unable to move a muscle without masturbating herself. Powell smiled and turned out the light as he left, leaving her lying on the surface of her bed and feeling the power of God’s cross filling her. She stretched her legs to their fullest extent and felt the shaft move, but he’d adjusted it well and it was too long to completely leave her sex. Again she relaxed and again it slipped in deeper. She’d been sleeping on her side; it was more comfortable with her back arched the way it was and she tried to push herself over with her elbows, but with her torso so comprehensively immobilised and without using her legs, it was not possible. Instead, she thought she’d push herself up the bed a bit so that her head was higher on the pillows and flexed her knees. It was a mistake to do that without first carefully considering the consequences; her legs foreshortened and pulled the end of the cross deeper into her. It came as such a shock that she straightened them again in double-quick time and the ball-end of the shaft was yanked almost completely from its housing. This truly was a powerful cross and she lay still breathing rapidly until her fluttering heart-beat stabilized. Then she flexed her ankles in a more controlled manner and sighed deeply at the result. 
 
    In the morning after a disturbed night’s sleep, Powell removed the cross and they went through the new showering ritual with the spread arms and the hood. It was then that she realised something that hadn’t occurred to her before: she wasn’t going to be either seeing or touching her breasts again until after the dedication. John, on the other hand, could see them every morning and she gave a little moan as he swept the soapy sponge across their soft mass. 
 
    * 
 
    Wednesday, eleven o'clock. Seventeen days to go. 
 
    The priest had released her from her morning prayer session, but he’d not removed the bridle or the plug in her mouth. 
 
    “I'm going into Tregaron. The local secondary school has asked if I’d take a religious studies class for a few weeks, so I shall be away until after one. I think as an extra precaution, I should leave the oral plug in place until I get back.” 
 
    Megan just stared at him; there wasn’t much more she could do. They walked over to the house and he watched as she set up the iron board in the kitchen. Then he waved a cheery ‘Goodbye’ and locked the door after him. 
 
    ‘Great,’ she thought. Not content with all the restraints, now he had to gag her and lock her in the house. She certainly wouldn’t be able to climb out of a window wearing the acolyte harness and with her ankles shackled. Well, it wasn’t as if she wanted to go anywhere. 
 
    He’d been gone about fifteen minutes when there was a tapping on the door. Megan froze. She hadn’t heard any vehicle pull up; had she imagined it? Whoever it was tapped again, but still she didn’t move. It wasn’t as if she could even open the door. Then Elly’s face appeared at the window and Megan jumped. Elly gave her a self-conscious smile and a little wave and Megan opened the window. 
 
    “Hi… Can I come in?” 
 
    Megan nodded. 
 
    “I saw you cross from the church with the priest. He’s got you properly caged up, hasn’t he? I knew he wouldn’t be here because my little sister told me he’s going to be in their class until half twelve. I’ve been waiting in the trees down the lane until I saw him leave. I’ve been there ages. I had to come early in case I met him on the lane.” She paused for breath and then added: “Are you ok? Is this still what you want?” 
 
    Megan nodded and Elly appeared to be lost for words. She looked about the ancient kitchen while Megan silently watched. Eventually, she came up with, “Can I get a drink? I’m dying of thirst,” and without waiting for an answer, opened the fridge and extracted a bottle of juice. “Oh look, this is silly. Can’t you find a pencil and some paper so we can at least talk to each other?” 
 
    Megan found a ball pen and some scrap paper in a kitchen drawer and wrote: ‘I’m glad you came. I really don’t want to lose my best friend, but you mustn’t interfere. In 17 days, I shall become his unofficial wife in a special church service and then everything will be different.’ 
 
    “What’s an unofficial wife? Priest can’t have mistresses.” 
 
    ‘They can have concubines. It says so in the Bible.’ 
 
    “Well I hope you know what you're doing.” 
 
    ‘It’s everything I want. I love him.’ 
 
    “Even though he chains and cages you?” 
 
    ‘He says he won’t have to after the ceremony.’ 
 
    “I see he’s left your kitty unprotected.” They both looked down at her depilated pubic mound below the front of the acolyte harness. “But he’s got your other orifices pretty well covered. And talking about well covered, are there really tits inside there?” and she wrapped on a steel cone with her knuckles. 
 
    Megan didn’t bother replying to that query. 
 
    Her interest dropped lower. “I suppose he thought you just couldn’t reach,” she said as her hand stroked between Megan’s legs, but Megan shook her head and tried to push her away. “I thought you were on birth pills. Are you on a period? Is that why you're uncovered?” 
 
    Megan shook her head. 
 
    “But you’ve got a tampon in there.” 
 
    Megan shook her head again and then started scribbling: ‘It’s a toy. It’s called a worm ‘cos every time it starts to drop out, it comes to life and crawls inside again.’ 
 
    This was too intriguing for Elly and she tugged on the white cord hanging from Megan’s sex. Megan closed her eyes as she felt it sliding from her and then gave a sharp moan when it triggered and started to twist, but Elly just kept pulling until she was holding the plastic creature in her hand. Its top section was spiralling with a screwing action inside its flexible skin and she nearly dropped it before finding the on/off button on its base. 
 
    “Wow… This is really something. What’s it feel like?” and then, without waiting for an answer, lifted the hem of her summer frock and pulled down her pants. “It’s already pretty slippery,” she said to Megan with a grin, pressed the button again, and touched it between her labia. “Oh, that’s nice…” It was trying to twist in her hand, but already the longitudinal flutes were fighting that effect and it began climbing. “Oh my… It’s like a little animal trying to crawl into me. Oh God!” 
 
    It was now half way in and, seemingly hypnotised, they both watched its plastic body being slowly consumed. As it slowly disappeared, Elly slapped her palm over her sex as if trying to catch it and gasped, “Megan… It’s still screwing me. Oh… It’s reached the top, but it’s still going. It’s like a snake writhing inside me. How do I make it stop?” 
 
    Megan just shook her head and then wrote, ‘Three minutes.’ 
 
    Three minutes later, it stopped. 
 
    “It’s heavy, isn’t it? I can feel it inside me, like it’s trying to slip out.” 
 
    ‘It does that. Then it crawls back again.’ 
 
    Elly looked at her with astonishment. “All the time?” 
 
    Elly hadn’t had the muscle exercises that Megan was becoming accustomed to and five minutes later she screamed when it suddenly started up again. By the time it stopped a second time, Megan was lying prone over the kitchen table with her tail held high by the arse plug and Elly squatting behind her. In such a pose, the heavy worm dropped quicker within Elly and she didn’t have long to wait before it triggered a third time. Consequently, Megan didn’t have long to wait for her orgasm as Elly was driven into a frenzy. 
 
    Finally, Elly stood and pulled out the little device by its recovery cord. Megan was still lying across the table, the perfect position for Elly to introduce the worm back into its host. 
 
    “I’d best be off. If I leave now, I can be down the lane before Reverend Powell finishes his class.” She pulled Megan to her feet just as the little device was disappearing from sight. “Shall I see you again next Wednesday?” 
 
    Megan nodded her head vigorously. 
 
    “Oh… Wait a minute. I’d best take all these,” exclaimed Elly and scooped up the notes that Megan had written. “They'd be difficult to explain.” Then she kissed Megan’s cheek and squeezed back through the window. It was not yet twelve. She’d got thirty minutes before the class finished to free-wheel the seven miles down the hill to the main road. 
 
    * 
 
    “Well that was most satisfying,” said the priest as he removed Megan’s plug and bridle. “I was teaching them the story of the creation and the children really seemed interested.” 
 
    “It’s an interesting story,” said Megan. 
 
    “Not just interesting. Everyone should be conversant with the beginning of our world. How God created the world in six days is ‘the’ most important part of history. That and how he created Eve from Adam’s rib.” 
 
    Megan opened her mouth to say something else, but then changed her mind and closed it again. 
 
    “What have you been doing?” 
 
    “Just ironing.” 
 
    “All the time?” 
 
    “A-ha. It takes a long time with my hands attached to my collar.” She left carrying an armful of ironing. 
 
    The priest nodded knowingly, but he was staring at the empty orange juice glass in the sink and wondering how Megan could drink with the plug in her mouth. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 20    
Questions and Answers 
 
   The next Wednesday, it was shortly before nine when Elly steered her bicycle off of the main Aberystwyth road and onto the lane leading up to Bladffynnon, and she peered up at the initial incline with despair. Although she knew the whole lane wasn’t all that steep, it was going to take her the best part of two hours to climb the five miles up to the vicarage and the first half mile was best tackled pushing the bike. 
 
    She wondered how Megan had faired over the last week. When she saw her struggle from the church the week before with her ankles hobbled and her body trapped in that strange metal frame, she feared the worst, but actually Megan appeared to be quite happy. She was going to be married to the priest in some sort of pseudo marriage ceremony in less than two weeks and didn’t seem to care what humiliations she was put through before that. She was totally besotted with the priest despite his venerable age and was quite determined that nothing was going to interfere with her plans. 
 
    Elly was gratified too that her friend hadn’t spurned her as the priest had said and perhaps things will get back to normal after this ceremony, or as normal as the priest will allow. Megan had said that once she was officially confirmed as his concubine, none of the moral edicts about how she should behave will apply and she’ll be free to do exactly what she wants. The priest said as much, told her he had no need to protect her from others or vice versa after the ceremony. She wondered too if she asked the priest nicely whether he’d relax his ban on her visits to allow her to attend the ceremony. Megan ought to have some friend or relative on her side of the church during the ceremony and she didn’t think she had any relatives left. 
 
    Ninety minutes later and the worst of the climb was behind her. She was still only halfway, but the lane levelled off along the side of the ridge and for most of the rest of the journey she could ride the bike. She paused, breathing deeply as she prepared to mount, but when she looked up, her way was barred by a man. He was wearing a black gabardine raincoat and matching trilby, although the weather was quite fine, and something about his demeanour started to ring alarm bells. Her anxiety wasn’t helped when he addressed her by name. 
 
    “Good morning, Elly. Nice day for a ride.” 
 
    She didn’t reply, but looked behind her seeking an escape only to find another man now standing behind her bike. He was much larger that the first man, but dressed identically, although his clothes seemed too tight for him and his coat buttons pulled awkwardly. Neither of them was smiling. 
 
    “What do you want? Reverend Powell sent you, didn’t he?” 
 
    “Reverend Powell? I don’t think we know that person although we are both good Christian churchmen. My name is Father Wright and this gentleman is called Deacon Agosta.” 
 
    “Then how do you know my name and that I’d be here this morning?” 
 
    “Purely coincidental. We were just out for a stroll on the hillside on this beautiful morning when we happened to notice you coming up the hill. As for your name, we recognised you from your photograph. You see, we all like to help people whenever we can and we know you need help; your name came up during one of our scripture meetings. We know you're bedevilled with an over-active libido.” 
 
    “Yeah…” said the man behind her. “You can’t control yourself whenever anyone grabs your tits,” and he wrapped an arm around her to pin her right arm to her side and seized her left breast in his big hand. 
 
    “Get off me,” she shrieked and plucked feebly at his hand with her left as her bicycle toppled to the side. Agosta merely gripped her flailing wrist and folded it behind her back. 
 
    “Now there’s no need to become excited,” said Father Wright. We only want to help. You see it’s this little thing down here that’s the problem,” and he lifted the hem of her skirt to expose white lace pants. Elly struggled harder and Agosta squeezed harder on her tit. Meanwhile, Father Roberts slowly tugged her pants down her thighs and pushed his fingers between her legs. She shrieked again when he lifted her feet from the ground with his hand. “Oh dear… It’s as we feared,” he said removing his fingers and rubbing them against his thumb before briefly smelling them. “I’m afraid it is nymphomania and there’s only one sure-fire cure for this: clitoridectomy.” 
 
    Elly instantly became frantic. Her legs were kicking madly and from her mouth came a constant, high-pitched scream. 
 
    “But Elly, without a clitoris you won’t ever again have to suffer these irksome little urges. It won’t take but a minute,” and he rifled in his pocket to draw out a penknife. 
 
    Suddenly, she was free. She’d managed to twist herself out of Agosta’s gorilla-like grip and snatched up her bicycle. She didn’t even bother looking back at the two men; her only thought was to escape and she jumped on the bike with her pants still tangled about her thighs and peddled away downhill as fast as she could manage. When she’d recovered her composure, she might wonder by what miracle she’d wriggled free and how she’d reclaimed and mounted her bike without their interference. And then she may realise that their threat was only that: a threat. But it was one she wasn’t keen to experience a second time. 
 
    “She didn’t like my idea,” said Father Wright to Deacon Agosta in an astonished tone. 
 
    “No…” mused the other. 
 
    * 
 
    The priest went off to teach his class all about how Noah built an ark to hold a representative sample of every animal in the world while Megan waited anxiously in vain for her visitor. Powell returned in buoyant mood whilst Megan seemed despondent. He removed the bridle that was now unnecessary and asked if she’d had a productive morning. 
 
    “It’s been alright,” she answered non-committedly. The priest glanced about the kitchen noting that there was nothing out of place this time around. 
 
    Megan was disappointed that Elly failed to keep her promised appointment, but she did have a visitor that afternoon. Sergeant Hughes arrived while she was seated at the kitchen table with the poncho covering her torso, but the chains from her wrists visible as she chopped and peeled vegetables. The priest had also reinstated the bridle, partly to comply with Edith’s afternoon ‘quiet’ time, but mainly because he had tired of her questions about how the ark could hold six million different species and all the food they’d be needing for six weeks. 
 
    “You know, Megan, life would have been a lot easier for you if you’d only confessed to starting that fire,” the policeman said. “I don’t suppose you’d like to reconsider now?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “The thing is, I know you did it and the inspector knows you did it, but for some reason we cannot fathom, we have been informed that the case is now officially closed. So, you appear to have got away with it, although I see you haven't been so lucky as far as the religious authorities are concerned. You look to be a little inconvenienced.” He approached closer and noticed the fetters about her ankles. “I'm not sure what’s going on here… Anyway, you're eighteen now, an adult, and you're free to do whatever you want in your own time so long as it’s legal.” A sudden thought struck the sergeant… “This is legal, isn't it? Presumably, you're ok with it? I mean, you're not being coerced in any way?” 
 
    “Megan has chosen this path to salvation of her own accord.” The voice belonged to the priest who was now standing in the doorway. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Reverend. I was just telling Megan that the file regarding her parent’s deaths has now been closed.” 
 
    “I'm glad to hear it, although it will make very little difference to us. I never believed she was responsible. She has been responsible, however, for other, morally reprehensible behaviour. To her credit, she has repented and has accepted a penance from the church.” 
 
    “And that’s why she’s, you know, inconvenienced as she is?” 
 
    “Not entirely. The fetters and manacles are part of her penance, but the device over her face is a condition of induction into the Church of Saint Aidell.” 
 
    “What? Like a vow of silence?” 
 
    The priest returned a condescending smile. “The church council has accepted responsibility for her welfare and, in return, Megan has agreed to enter into the service of the church. What you see is part of her induction into the Holy Church of Saint Aidell and the Derogated Virgins as an acolyte; a time during which she is trained and prepared for her subsequent duties.” 
 
    The sergeant stared at the priest and then at Megan. “I don’t understand. What’s that got to do with keeping her gagged?” 
 
    “Megan is being trained for the role of my concubine; a commitment that carries the endorsement of both the Old and the New Testaments and brings with it certain obligations. It’s not silence per se that she is practicing, but a more tangible skill.” 
 
    With that, the priest approached Megan with a small bunch of keys and released the padlocks hanging at her cheeks. Then he withdrew the penis-shaped plug from her mouth. The sergeant stared open-mouthed at the erotic rubber phallus Megan had been sucking; Megan just stared silently back. 
 
    “And that thing in her mouth is to give her practice for when she’s a fully-fledged… whatever, trained to serve you?” 
 
    “Precisely,” answered the priest. 
 
    “For how long?” asked the sergeant? 
 
    “Oh, for life. It’s a lifelong calling being a handmaiden of the Derogated Virgins.” 
 
    “And you're happy with this?” He addressed his question to Megan who nodded enthusiastically. 
 
    “It is her wish,” reiterated the priest. “She has chosen to serve me.” 
 
    “Well, I’m stunned. The church has certainly changed since I was a lad. It might have made me think twice about entering the police force rather than the clergy. And the Bible allows this? Allows priests to have live-in ‘handmaidens’?” 
 
    “Of course. I certainly wouldn’t consider anything that wasn’t religiously sanctioned.” He casually pushed the plug back between her teeth and snapped the padlocks into place. 
 
    “Well, as I said, you're an adult now, Megan, and free to do anything you want unless it’s illegal. No doubt the church authorities know what they're doing. I just hope they can cope with you. At least with god on their side, you stand a chance of ending up with everything you deserve…” 
 
    * 
 
    With nine days to go, life at the vicarage once again settled into a carefully scripted routine of working, praying, and sleeping. The days seem to get longer as the dedication ceremony approached and Megan often found herself wishing time away. 
 
    Every morning, she was still attending silent prayers in the church, although ‘silent’ was a bit of a misnomer. Even with the head cage and gag in place, she was still noisy impaled on the phallus once it started reciprocating and its soleplate began beating against her underside. She no longer felt bruised, but she couldn’t avoid repeated climaxes with the excessive stimulation. And then every afternoon, the priest would release the worm into her. She’d yet to climax on its devious little machinations, but it was close. It wasn’t the sort of thing one could ignore, but even its incessant burrowing was becoming more manageable mainly because her muscles could now hold it tighter to stop it slipping out and triggering. 
 
    Then, of course, there was the brass cross. There was no way she could climax with that either because, like the worm, it left her clit distressingly unmolested, but so too there was no way she could ignore its presence; there was always the slight possibility if she could only waggle her toes fast enough… And when she finally exhausted herself and succumbed to sleep, she had no option but to stretch out like a corpse on a bier. 
 
    She hadn’t seen her breasts for weeks. Last time, they looked larger because the priest had spent time every day massaging them. Although they were, of course, still trapped by the hoops, they didn’t seem to ache nowadays, but she had virtually no idea whether they’d reverted to their original size or not. They did seem heavy, particularly when the priest washed them during her shower, and they didn’t slap on the insides of the cones so much, but with the weight of the acolyte harness, it was difficult to tell precisely what was going on. Showering was still her favourite part of the day mainly because it seemed that her priest did like to touch her breasts whilst he was washing her. She purred like a kitten when he was gently pressing and caressing her and sometimes she thought it was almost as if he was weighing her. He’d certainly know whether she was getting larger, but he wouldn’t say; he just kept telling her that she looked healthy. 
 
    She anticipated that Reverend Powell’s attitude towards her would subtly change as the date of the dedication approached and, in some ways, it did, but not as she expected. It’s not that he became more distant or more authoritarian, but just that the emphasis of their relationship seemed to be changing. Every morning, he still washed her in the shower while she stood immobilised and hooded, and he was attentive, gentle and diligent, but, with the exception of her breasts, he didn’t linger as she thought a prospective paramour might. That’s not to say that it wasn’t a wonderful experience as far as she was concerned, but just that the procedure seemed to be essentially formulaic, its steps prescribed and mechanical. She still went weak at the knees when he wiped the soapy sponge between her legs, but he never attempted to capitalise on the situation as she would have expected a man to do; she was, after all, almost his fiancé, but he didn’t linger as long as he could have. Was she being over-sensitive? 
 
    She spent much of her day pondering on the priest’s attitude towards her, trying to make sense of the conflicting messages. He still kept her almost naked and, although it was in compliance with the Derogated Virgins induction policy, she liked to think that he was doing it because he wanted to, that he appreciated her naked form. She often turned quickly trying to catch him watching her, but he was too clever for her and she never once succeeded. 
 
    The acolyte harness and mouth plug were a requirement of the Derogated Virgins, so the priest had no input there, although he did supplement them with the altar cross when she was in bed. What did that tell her? Was he thinking of her? Of course he was, although not necessarily of her comfort; more likely, he was just thinking that the cross would lend the proceedings a greater degree of religious significance, but in a round-about way, that was him considering her welfare. 
 
    The fetters… They were not a requirement of her induction; they were something only the priest considered necessary. What did they tell her about their relationship? That he didn’t trust her? That’s what he implied, but what if his real reason was that he just didn’t want her straying when she was so vulnerable. Again, given the right light and a following wind, it could be considered a positive point. 
 
    And then there was the care and attention he showed her breasts during her daily shower… Now that definitely was a positive point, definitely a bonding experience. And their steel covers. She gazed down at the polished cones projecting unnaturally from her chest. They were ostensibly to stop her making herself sore and he’d certainly put a lot of effort into making them. They gleamed like mirrored glass and, yes… her breasts no longer ached, so one had to surmise that they achieved their aim, but she wished he and Edith hadn’t bothered. 
 
    And why does she need to be hooded when she has a shower? That was particularly puzzling. Bishop Edith had just told her that it was in the code for the treatment of acolytes like her during the induction period, but surely there had to be a proper reason other than the fact that it made her more malleable, more submissive? Perhaps life will become clearer after she’s confirmed as his personal concubine. At least Edith’s explanation of their respective responsibilities after the dedication was explicit and left little room for compromise; her new role in his life comes with a guaranteed relationship. 
 
    Absentmindedly, she caressed the conical contours of her steel bra that projected way beyond what was naturally achievable, but it meant nothing. Nothing she could do could be felt within their steel shells. With so much on her mind, the days were certainly long, but they did creep past. 
 
    * 
 
    Three days before the dedication ceremony, Edith, or rather Bishop Edith of Tal-Sarn, visited the vicarage to speak with them both. Megan was not surprised to see her; that morning the priest had told her to apply make-up to her face and had removed the iron fetters about her ankles. 
 
    She could hear the small saloon car long before it reached the apex of the hill and free-wheeled down into the copse to park outside the vicarage. Their visitor made herself comfortable at the kitchen table and Reverend Powell placed a cup of weak tea and a slice of Victoria sponge cake before her. She’d had her hair permed since her last visit and it was coloured with a strange blue tinge. Edith waited while the priest released the padlocks on Megan’s cheeks and removed the penis plug from her mouth and watched patiently while the girl massaged her jaw. Eventually, she said. “Good morning, Megan. How have you been?” 
 
    “Very well, thank you,” was Megan’s reply and she looked back over her shoulder and grinned at the priest. 
 
    “No distressing injuries or ailments resulting from your confinement?” 
 
    “No, none. Reverend Powell checks me every day during my shower for abrasions.” 
 
    “That’s good of him. Stand up and slip that poncho off; let’s have a look at you.” 
 
    She stood and pulled the garment over her head. The Bishop seemed surprised at the shape of the two steel cones covering her breasts and gave the priest an enquiring look.  Megan looked over her shoulder in time to see the priest shrug his shoulders, but he made no attempt at explanations and the Bishop didn’t press the matter. Instead, she gazed at the girl’s vaginal cleft and eventually reached out to touch her labia; Megan jumped with the unaccustomed sensation. 
 
    “No soreness here?” she asked and Megan shook her head. “I see you're very receptive, that’s good. It suggests we were not wrong in our assessment. John tells me you climax during morning prayers and that’s only to be expected, but what about the rest of the day?” 
 
    “Hardly any.” Megan looked despondent. “I thought the worm was meant to give me lots of orgasms and Reverend Powell fixes the brass cross inside me every night, but I can’t orgasm with either.” 
 
    “The cross, you say. That’s very resourceful of him,” and she gave the priest an admonishing look. 
 
    “I thought the power of the Lord might help to focus her mind and, as she admits, she can’t actually climax with it, so it can do no harm to the program.” 
 
    “No,” admitted the woman. “You should have cleared it with me first, but, as you say, it’s relatively innocuous.” She turned back to Megan. “The worm and the, er, cross are meant to make you want an orgasm, not to actually supply them. The idea is that it makes you hungry and eager to please your new master, the Reverend. They are there not to keep you sated and disinterested in more. And what do you feel about becoming his concubine now? Still happy about it all?” 
 
    Megan nodded enthusiastically. 
 
    “You realise, of course, that in the eyes of the church, you will become his property. Actually, that’s not strictly true; you will become church property under the care of Reverend Powell. That means that you must be obedient in all things, not just the things you want to do. You must do whatever he wants and do it willingly, not begrudgingly. It also means that Reverend Powell has the religious right, if he so wishes, to cane you if you displease him.” She nodded again. “And you, John. You have responsibilities too. These are, in the main, rather prosaic, but nonetheless should be reiterated. You must ensure she doesn’t go hungry or cold, is not over-worked, but has time to rest and relax, and has a comfortable place to sleep. You also undertake to ensure she’s sexually satisfied and, as I explained to Megan, this is interpreted to initially mean at least one orgasmic experience every day. If she wants more than that, then I assume you will endeavour to supply.” 
 
    “I’m sure she will have no cause to complain on that score,” he said and Megan looked behind her to grin at him again. 
 
    “Right. That just leaves the practical arrangements for the dedication ceremony. It will be here at Bladffynnon in three days’ time and, as Megan is effectively being absorbed into the body of the church, I expect her to be presented to the council in the proscribed manner. And you, Megan… After the ceremony, you will officially be considered a concubine and a deistic chattel of the parish. You will nominally belong to the Reverend, although that doesn’t imply any exclusivity, and, as his concubine, I repeat that he will have the responsibility to decide all matters relating to your conduct. Now, we have carefully examined your history and you passed the Pietistic Judgement with flying colours, so I don’t anticipate any problems. Do you?” 
 
    “No, Bishop.” 
 
    “John?” 
 
    “No problems from me.” 
 
    “Then we’re all set. There are, predictably, some papers to sign and these we’ll clear before the official ceremony, so I’ll be at the vicarage before the start and will act as a witness for you and John’s signatures. Now, if that’s all, I’ll see you both in three days’ time.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 21    
Ceremonial Preparations 
 
   It was a Saturday; the day of the Corporeal Dedication ceremony and Megan was in high spirits. She was awake early and lay gazing out of the window at the rays of sunlight filtering through the green canopy of beech trees and thinking about how her life was about to change. Nothing would ever be the same again. 
 
    Reverend Powell appeared at eight o'clock to remove the cross and take her for a shower. She half expected that once the acolyte harness had been removed for her shower, it wouldn’t be refitted, but on that score she was disappointed and the priest explained that the harness is not finally removed until the ceremony. This meant that her wrists were still attached to her collar, but at least the fetters were now deemed unnecessary. 
 
    Her breasts had been feeling different the past couple of days, ever since the Bishop’s visit; not exactly painful or achy, just, well… different. It was particularly noticeable during her showers when the priest did his usual careful examination before oiling them and replacing the steel cones. On this auspicious day they felt heavy and swollen, but the priest just said they looked fine and very pleasing. Megan could barely contain her smile; he’d never expressed any opinion like that before. Pleasing… Her breasts pleased him. 
 
    “Do your hair and make-up and then come down for breakfast,” said the priest. “Remember… This is also a judgement just as much as the Pietistic Judgement of the last service was, so it would be sensible to try to look your best.” 
 
    God, this was so complicated. At least after today things will be a lot simpler. 
 
    She sat down with her future partner, her future lover, to eat their breakfast together and Megan found it difficult to pause long enough between words to eat anything: “Can I plant flowers around the church? Do we need to buy more animals? Sheep perhaps or geese? Can I learn to drive so that I can go grocery shopping in Tregaron? Can I move into your bed now? So many questions delivered much too fast for the priest to answer them all, but he did his best. He thought they didn’t need to be bothered with more animals and he told her he’d got her a new bed. Her old bed was beautiful, so wide and squashy; if he thought it necessary to buy a new one, it must be something really special, one that they can share in his bedroom; where else could it be? 
 
    “Oh, John. I'm so happy.” 
 
    “I'm glad for you, but until the ceremony is over, it’s still ‘Father’ to you.” 
 
    “I hope you're feeling frisky; I certainly am…” 
 
    “Again, I'm glad for you.” He thought for a few moments and then gave her a broad smile. “I don’t think you'll be disappointed.” 
 
    At eleven, Bishop Edith arrived in her little yellow car and smiled when she saw how happy Megan was. Apart from the steel, the only thing Megan was wearing were shoes and the two women grinned at each other with the outlandishness of her situation. “Last time you’ll need to wear the acolyte harness,” said Edith and Megan’s grin broadened. The priest presented the customary tea and cake to the visitor almost as if it was an essential part of the ceremony after which Edith opened a thin document case and placed two identical certificates on the table top. They were thick parchment papers heavily embossed with a red ornate script entwined by green vines that proclaimed them to be deeds of transference of property to the Parish of Bladffynnon. The smaller, but no less ornate script beneath the heading identified the property as one Megan Davies, thereafter to be categorised as deistic chattel and concubine in the care of Reverend John Powell. 
 
    “I’m John’s property when we all sign this?” asked Megan with her grin still in place. 
 
    “This is the legal deed of transfer, but you won’t be formally confirmed by the church until after the ceremony. It’s a bit like a marriage certificates,” said Edith and with a fluid, exaggerated flourish, Megan signed and dated both copies. “John…” said Edith and passed the papers along to the priest. “And I sign as the witness,” she added and put her signatures and theistic appellations under the priest’s signatures. “Good… This one’s for you, John, and I’ll archive the other. And now, you two had best get yourselves ready and I’ll see you both shortly.” 
 
    The service was scheduled for noon, just as the Pietistic Judgement had been, and it was already eleven-thirty. 
 
    “But I'm not dressed.” 
 
    “Megan, this is a service of Corporeal Dedication. It’s to dedicate your body to the service of the church in general and to me in particular. The acolyte harness is only removed at the last moment before the service begins and then your body is judged to determine if it is worthy of its revised status. That can’t happen if you're clothed, can it?” 
 
    “No, of course not.” How silly of her to think otherwise… “Is there a chance, then, that I might be judged unworthy?” she asked in a worried tone. 
 
    “Technically yes, but in your case I think not,” said the priest and Edith nodded. “You have no need to concern yourself on that account.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “In that case, I'm ready. Will the service be the same as before? Will I be blindfolded?” 
 
    The priest shook his head. “This service is quite different and no, you won’t be blindfolded.” 
 
    For seven weeks she’d worn the acolyte harness with its invasive plug limiting her every move. Now, the time had finally come and after the service she’ll be free of both. They walked across to the church holding hands for the second time and the tall priest made Megan look small by comparison. His massive hand clasped hers and she found herself skipping barefoot over the rough grass to keep up. 
 
    She was wearing nothing but the steel bands and strange breast cones and was effectively naked just as she’d been for the past seven weeks, but that day she was feeling extra self-conscious. It was, of course, because she was about to be presented to a congregation whom she didn’t know and this time she would be able to see them; see their reaction to her nakedness. Naked was how the good Lord intended her to be, so it came as a surprise to her that she was actually feeling so vulnerable and she had to keep reminding herself that these same people, members of the church council, had already seen her naked and impaled on top of the brass cross, so there was no reason for false modesty. This was going to be a church service and her audience would be a religious congregation; what’s the worst that could happen? 
 
    She gazed lovingly at the priest. After the ceremony, she would be his concubine: a wife by any other name. It was surely worth a little social discomfort considering what riches awaited her after the dedication. Side by side, they walked towards the church for the final time as priest and housekeeper. 
 
    The church was cool inside despite the warm sunshine, but the priest hadn’t felt the need to light the old gas fire behind the altar. Again, the cross had once more been removed from its place atop of the altar and placed in the floor socket at its foot, but they walked on past it and climbed the steps onto the altar plinth. Standing behind the flat expanse of polished grey stone, Megan experienced the same sense of awe she always had as she looked down over the empty pews arrayed before her. It will be good to see them occupied once more. When an old church is used again, it’s like bringing back the past. The cross was there before her, now below eye level with its brass surface sparkling in the low light and the woodwork and floor tiles gleaming with polish and smelling of sandalwood. 
 
    “Until the time of the final judgement, you are not to speak and I have your bridle here. It has a new plug which is ceremonially removed during the service.” He held up the network of steel and leather straps, all black leather and chrome, and Megan stayed still while the priest adjusted the metal bands around her forehead and cheeks, under her chin, and the ones rising either side of her nose to transect her crown, and sealed them all with a single lock in the nape of her neck. The plug that the priest proffered once the bridle had been fitted wasn’t the rubber penis plug or the brank, but a new one she’d not seen before. It felt like the penis plug once it was fitted, but had an extra ring that needed to be worked behind her teeth. This too was locked in place using the padlocks on her cheeks. 
 
    He looked at her then, put his giant hand on her bare shoulder and smiled, one of the few genuine smiles she’d ever seen on his usually stern face. Then he reached below the flat stone top of the altar and she heard a sharp click. To her absolute astonishment, the stone slab that formed the top of the altar split in two and as he pushed, the two halves slid smoothly apart to reveal a hollow core. The priest lifted away the centre section of the back panel leaving just a low shelf under the back of the altar to span the gap between the two circular pillars that supported the top. Then he lifted away the top half of the equivalent panel at the front. It was this panel that had been so elaborately carved with its central disc depicting the ‘Green Man’ and with the top half removed, the priest could remove the carved stone disc. 
 
    “Right, Megan. You need to sit on this rear ledge and put your lower legs into these hollows in the pillars,” and he indicated two holes, one in each pillar. She just stared, her gaze switching between the priest and the cavities in the altar. “This is the whole point of this ceremony. It’s all symbolic; your body is being absorbed into the body of the church.” He waited patiently for Megan to comply while she stared at the semi-circular recess in the front panel. She was no fool. She could see the circular hole that would be left in the front panel once the top section was replaced. It was in just the right position to hold her head. And she could see the other two holes uncovered in the tops of the pillars that were obviously intended to hold her forearms. She will be staring out of the front of the altar at the assembled congregation. Unable to speak, she had just two options: comply with the request or run. The question was how much did she want this priest and her answer was unequivocal. 
 
    She climbed into the void within the altar and sat on the ledge to lift first one leg and then the other into the hollows. In this position, her thighs were spread wide and her body hung over the stone ledge at the back to an alarming degree. She gave the priest a long, penetrating stare and then slowly leant forward to bury her forearms and then lay her neck into the scalloped shape left in the front panel. 
 
    “Good girl,” said the priest and carefully replaced the top half of the front panel. Megan took a deep breath and heard the grinding of the stone slabs as the priest reset them, but not all the way. He only moved them far enough to lock the top of the front panel in place and to cover the holes in the pillars. All four of her limbs were now trapped as well as her head and she wriggled uncomfortably. She could no longer see the priest, but she heard the jingling of keys and then felt his hand on the locks under her chest. Quite suddenly, the acolyte harness fell open, the steel cones dropping away with their hoops and steel straps. He pulled the harness from her back, moving it carefully to disengage her anal plug, and then pushed at the slabs. They slid smoothly together with a final soft click to leave Megan an integral part of the altar. Her head was protruding from its front edge and her thighs and hips were projecting at the back with her legs spread wide to leave her sex vulnerable between the soft undersides of her thighs and her anus in pride of place at her extremity. 
 
    She could move very little with her back now pressed flat by the slabs, but she could rock her torso a little. Although she was unable to see them, the rocking caused her tits to sway which, viewed from the front, were hanging in the free space below the altar’s central span, long and pointed, and with dark, enlarged nipples that were once more beginning to ache. 
 
    Megan could do nothing now, but await the arrival of the church council. They began arriving in ones and twos as noon approached until there were twenty individuals seated before her, both men and women. All of them were dressed in black and were wearing black hoods over their heads like members of the ninja division of the Ku Klux Klan. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 22    
The Corporeal Dedication 
 
   Bishop Edith was the last to arrive and walked up the aisle between the pews wearing her floral summer frock and sensible shoes. Apart from the reverend, she was the only one unhooded and had applied scarlet lipstick to her thin lips; it looked incongruous with her blue rinse. Instead of standing behind the altar, she now climbed the three tiers to stand before it next to Megan’s entrapped head and started the service by reciting the Beatitudes, the blessings listed by Jesus in the Sermon on the Mount, and when she got to ‘Blessed are the meek’, she placed a hand on Megan’s hair. 
 
    “We are gathered here today to confirm the status of deistic chattel and concubine on Megan Davies who you see presented before you as part of God’s Holy Altar. Her position within the altar is important; it shows she is one with the church in both mind and body and emphasizes the fact that from now on, her status is as property. As a concubine, she promises to perform her duties as described in the Bible to the best of her abilities and, in so doing, commits her body, both mind and flesh, to the demands and wishes of the Church of Saint Aidell. She promises to strive against whatever difficulties she may encounter to deliver service and sustenance whenever called upon, whatever the time of day and in whatever manner is desired of her. 
 
    “Now, before we enter the dedication phase of the service, I would call upon Megan Davies to confirm one last time that she enters into her obligations as concubine to the Reverend John Powell freely and with an open mind, that she promises to serve Reverend John Powell and the greater church of Saint Aidell with love and adoration, and that she promises to strive for perfection in whatever task she is allocated.” 
 
    With that, Edith turned to Megan and pulled on the rubber plug that was lodged in the ring behind her teeth. The cage about her head still retained a wide ring behind her teeth that prevented her closing her mouth and drool fell from her lips to dribble down her chin. 
 
    “I oo,” said Megan and Edith pushed the bung back through the ring to seal her lips once more. 
 
    There now followed a long series of prayers when the Bishop spoke of the profusion and generosity of nature and that led into to a short sermon regarding the role of women both historically and in the present. 
 
    “It is the responsibility of all women to show due subservience to their menfolk. Peter summed it up in verse 3:1 when he said ‘Likewise, ye wives, be in subjection to your own husbands.’ Ephesians verse 5: 22-24 goes into more detail when it demands: ‘Wives, submit yourselves unto your own husbands, as unto the Lord. For the husband is the head of the wife, even as Christ is the head of the church: and he is the saviour of the body. Therefore as the church is subject unto Christ, so let the wives be to their own husbands in everything.’ Peter also gave advice to slaves in verse 2:18: ‘Slaves, submit yourselves to your masters with all respect, not only to the good and gentle but also to the cruel.’ 
 
    “Sexual slavery used to be more comm0n and the Bible provides instructions on how to acquire several types of sex slaves. For example, Exodus Verse 21.8 tells us if a man buys a Hebrew girl and ‘she please not her master’ he can’t sell her to a foreigner and he must allow her to go free if he doesn’t provide for her. Virgin females were considered war booty as the story in the book of Numbers chapter 31 tells us. God had commanded Moses to make war on the Midianites and his army slew all the Midianite men. The women and children they took back to Moses, but he was not pleased and told his captains to kill all the women and boys too, ‘But all the women children, that have not known a man by lying with him, keep alive for yourselves.’ Deuteronomy 21:10-14 guides us further by describing a ritual of the Law of Moses that can be used to purify a captive female before sex. 
 
    “So, it’s unsurprising that Megan has chosen to become a concubine given her previous sexual disposition and we should respect that, but it is imperative that we discharge our responsibilities with due care and diligence. The step she has decided to take should not be taken lightly and we must ensure she is ready for it. It is, therefore, an obligation on every man and woman here today to assure themselves that Megan accurately understands and is reactive to her new duties. So, I would ask you all to form a line by the side of the chancel steps and take the time to satisfy yourselves that Megan is truly unchaste and promiscuous and possessed of a lascivious and debauched character.” 
 
    Megan turned her head to stare at the Bishop and made a plaintive mewing sound, but the bishop chose to ignore her; her opportunity for dissent had already passed. She watched with mounting apprehension as all twenty of the congregation rose as one to queue in a neat line beside the steps leading up to the altar. She hadn't long to wait until the examinations began. A hand slipped under her extended abdomen and was drawn slowly the length of her vulva with its palm rolling between her labia. She closed her eyes and groaned as the movements became more insistent and her vulva became slipperier. Fingers ventured into her sexual vault to stretch and massage and were joined by other hands that worked directly on her clitoris or explored the resistive limits of her anal sphincter muscle; the muscle proved to be inadequate to prevent intrusion. 
 
    Soon a black clad figure appeared before her head, a man and he only had one aim in mind. He unzipped his fly and an erect organ sprung free to bob before her eyes. “Suck, bitch,” he murmured in what seemed to be an East European accent and he pulled the plug from her mouth. She gave a cry that was cut short by the head of his cock filling her open mouth whilst his hands held her head steady. 
 
    Initially shocked by the intimate invasions she was powerless to control, Megan soon succumbed as one orgasm after another was torn from her. It was the men who invaded all areas of her body, but that’s not to say that the women didn’t play an active part in her dedication: she felt soft lips behind her as well as on her face, kissing her open mouth and sharing the semen that dribbled from her cheeks; naked tits were pressed against her lips to push fat nipples between her open jaws so that she could suck like a baby; and hands reached below the altar to touch and tease, sometimes stroking, sometimes pinching and slapping. 
 
    And then there was the most unexpected sensation of all. Fingers wrapped around her teats to lift, squeeze, and pull on alternate tits and she experienced a strange euphoria as she felt milk squirt from a multitude of ducts in her teats. She was being milked as one might milk a cow and what was so remarkable was that it was working; she was expressing milk; she was lactating. 
 
    It took the congregation more than two hours to confirm that Megan was really as licentious as they'd been given to believe and by the end of that period, she was very tired, a little sore, and very messy. Semen liberally covered most of her face exposed between the chrome straps and dripped from eyebrows, nose and chin. Behind her, the same stuff oozed from her sex and anus and provided a slippery ‘second skin’ to her cheeks and lower back. The cheeks of her bottom were red from the smacks, her labia felt swollen and ultra-sensitive, her anus felt stretched, and her clitoris felt tender as various palms attempted to enliven her performance by slapping her. And then there were her tits dangling below the stonework with red, puffy nipples where people had been pulling at her to eject the thin streams of milk that now pooled under the altar. 
 
    To Megan’s knowledge, there were only two people who didn’t discharge their responsibilities by testing her. One was Bishop Edith who stood close to her head and watched every move, and the other was Reverend Powell himself who sat quietly on the far end of the front row of pews. His head was bent and he appeared to be praying, but for two hours? 
 
    Eventually, the last member of the congregation extracted his limp member from her anus, wiped himself on a towel the Bishop had thoughtfully provided, and sat back down next to a woman who Megan supposed was his wife. 
 
    “And so…” Bishop Edith intoned in a loud voice. “Unless there are any dissenters, I propose to formally declare Megan Davies concubine to the Reverend John Powell and deistic chattel to the parish of Bladffynnon, but before I formally close this service of Corporeal Dedication, I wish to draw your attention to one last example of God’s bountiful riches. It was some months ago that Reverend Powell had the misfortune to fall foul to rustlers who stole his goats. Now the reverend was understandably upset by this crime and prayed that this wrong should be righted. Well, God has answered the reverend’s prayers in the form of Megan who, in addition to her other duties, will provide a fresh and nourishing supply of milk to meet his everyday needs. No longer will he need to venture out in all weathers to collect fresh milk, but it will be there in his house, always on-tap whenever he needs it. God is, indeed, magnanimous.” 
 
    She looked over her shoulder again at Megan and smiled. Megan was staring back at her with a look that suggested she’d been recently surprised. 
 
    * 
 
    By four o'clock, Bishop Edith and the last of her church council had left the premises. The church was once again quiet with only the priest and his new concubine remaining, the priest sitting alone in a front pew looking up at Megan who was still entrapped within the altar. Somebody had thoughtfully replaced the plug in her mouth. 
 
    “Well, he said. “Time to sort you out,” and he sighed as he pulled himself up. He walked around behind her and she felt the altar slabs sliding apart again. As soon as he’d removed the panel over her neck, she pulled her arms from the voids in the pillars and sat up. Then she just stared at herself with wide eyes. Her breasts had taken on the shape of the cones and were almost as large, projecting forwards with a gravity-defying trick that saw them only begin to droop near their pointy tips. Her areolae were fat and puffy, and her teats long and thick with both features now dark brown in hue. Slowly, she lifted her hands to cradle them in her palms, long and soft and jelly-like. 
 
    Powell, meanwhile was unlocking the head cage from her neck and gently eased it forward to pull the plug from her mouth. 
 
    “Father, what have you done?” 
 
    “I have merely tapped into God’s endless beneficence.” 
 
    “But how? I’ve not been pregnant.” 
 
    “That’s of little relevance nowadays. It’s just a matter of getting the hormone balance correct. You had your first dose of hormones during the Pietistic Judgement ceremony: oestrogen and progesterone in the ratio of 1:3.5 to prepare you for lactation. In cows, it takes eighteen days, but in women, especially those that haven’t breast-fed before, it takes a little longer. We allowed fifty days. Bishop Edith supplied the final trigger to initiate lactation when she visited three days ago: a dose of the hormone prolactin. Enhanced levels of oestrogen and progesterone during pregnancy encourages breasts to generate and prepares them to lactate, but it is actually a drop in these levels at the time of birth together with a sudden rise in the body’s natural levels of prolactin that triggers lactation to start. I just mimicked the hormonal levels in your bedtime drinks.” 
 
    “And now you expect me to provide you with milk instead of the goats.” 
 
    “Precisely. Do you have a problem with that?” 
 
    “Er… I wished you’d asked me first.” Images of John Powell sucking at her breasts floated through her mind and her countenance softened. “No, actually I don’t have a problem with that. You know I’d do anything for you, my love, although I’m not sure I like my new-look tits. Will they become more natural looking soon?” 
 
    “I expect so,” said the priest. 
 
    She extracted her legs from the altar’s cavities and climbed from its central void. For an instant, she just stood there looking at her priest, but then made to rush into his arms. However, Powell was quick to hold up his hand. 
 
    “Come… I think you need a shower,” and led her by the hand from the church. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 23    
Reality Intrudes 
 
   Megan was wearing her best secret smile as she sat in front of the dressing table mirror in her bedroom. It wasn’t all she was wearing either. Now she was unencumbered by chains and harnesses, she’d dressed herself as if to kill; well, to seduce anyway. She’d considered wearing the red leather corset, but in the end decided on a less racy choice: a pretty maroon-coloured cocktail dress with lace panels. It was short enough to almost uncover the stocking-tops, but modest enough to please a conservative priest who thinks she’s too obsessed with sex. Indeed, she was tempted to say that enough is enough for one day, but John Powell will be different and she’d waited such a long time… 
 
    She inspected herself in the mirror, the apex of good taste and not too immodest with its high neckline balanced by bare arms and long legs. In any case, once he removes the dress, her red silk underwear will be revealed in all its erotic glory and who could reasonably ask for more? 
 
    The afternoon had certainly been a surprise and, she had to admit, more than a little stressful; not what she was expecting at all from a religious congregation. In fact, she was beginning to have serious doubts about the Derogated Virgins of Saint Aidell, about whether they represented a proper church at all. John certainly seemed to think so, she was quite sure of that, but the rest of them… If it wasn’t for her love of John, she couldn’t have gone through with it at all. And what about John? He’d just sat on the end of the pews and ignored the whole proceedings as if he didn’t want anything to do with it. While everyone else was fucking her every which way, he was just praying. 
 
    But it was over now and she’d survived. All those weeks of penitence and frustration; the denied orgasms as she’d screamed in her head for relief and the forced orgasms that didn’t stop, but just went on and on as the stimulation built wave upon wave until she was drowning with her body paralysed by spasms. It had all come to a head that afternoon as twenty people drove her way past the point where she could think rationally. Her only thoughts had been carnal in nature and when one violated orifice became too much, there was always another waiting to hijack her consciousness with a new protagonist. It was like she was in the centre of a whirlwind and everything was coming at her at once: mouth, tits, clit, pussy and bum. If they weren’t being plundered, they were being slapped and abused. 
 
    And then it had ended, just like that. The congregation filed out through the door and she was left alone with John… Her man. He’d freed her of all her restraints and taken her home for a hot shower and to dress in proper clothes. Well, clothes of her choice. She was clean with washed and combed hair, the sultriest of sultry make-up and clothes she was sure would stir the most austere of priests. John was downstairs waiting for her. He hadn’t come up to hurry her. Perhaps he, too, thought she might have had enough sexual activity for one day, but what was to come would be different. Now it would be him, her man, and her owner according to the church. 
 
    She stood and gazed at her reflection once more. Her breasts were cramped in the tight bodice, but overall she looked sophisticated and, yes, mature… She had one last thing to put on before her outfit was complete and pulled open the dressing table drawer. There was the long black box and inside it was the black ribbon for her neck with its cut-glass stone. She tied it about her neck and gave herself a congratulatory smile. She was ready and took a deep breath before exiting the bedroom and carefully negotiating the stairs with the ridiculous heels. 
 
    John was waiting in the sitting room. He was sipping from a glass of sparkling white wine and lifted a second when he saw her to offer it to her. She smiled demurely and took it from his hand before sitting on the settee. 
 
    “Come and sit with me, my love,” she whispered. 
 
    “In a moment,” he said. “First, I would like to toast this new stage in our relationship; the start of what I believe will be a very profitable alliance. Together, we will bring wealth to this parish and fill this little church again.” He held up his glass. “To the glory of God and may he bless our endeavours.” 
 
    “To God,” repeated Megan and drank deeply of the wine. “I've waited so long for this day… To be with you. Come and sit next to me,” and she patted the old leather beside her. 
 
    “You know you really needn’t have dressed up like that,” said the priest. 
 
    “Why? Are you just going to undress me again?” She grinned and glanced down at her dark, nylon-clad thighs with the lace of the stocking-tops just visible. “It would be a shame if all this silk lingerie was wasted.” 
 
    The priest hadn’t moved. He was still standing and holding his wine glass. “You know concubines have a long history from the times of Moses and the Israelites. Nowadays, people associate concubines with live-in, unmarried partners or Eastern harems. There the girls are considered to be polygamous wives and have considerable status in their own right.” 
 
    Megan was still smiling up at him. “Come and sit with me. It’s been a long day and I’m feeling sleepy. I need someone to cuddle.” 
 
    The priest wasn’t listening. “But that isn't the historical definition of a concubine. In the Bible, a concubine is a slave-girl or woman who is held for sexual service.” 
 
    “Sexual service…” repeated Megan in a sleepy voice. “Come and kiss me…” 
 
    As if drunk, she placed the empty glass on the coffee table and it tipped over and rolled onto the mat. 
 
    “I can’t seem to keep awake,” she mumbled and lay back against a cushion. Slowly, she slumped to the side until her head was resting on the settee’s arm and her eyes were closed. 
 
    * 
 
    Consciousness returned slowly to Megan like water seeping through sand. She was lying on a bed on her side and the first things she realised was that she was naked and couldn’t move her arms. They were strapped behind her back, wrists to elbows in a cradle of metal and leather that prevented her pulling one from the other. She tried to move a leg only to find that it too was restricted by being loosely linked to its neighbour. Then she opened her eyes and light penetrated the haze. She closed them again hoping she was in a dream. 
 
    Her head hurt, both a dull ache and a sharp, stinging pain under her nose and all she wanted to do was to drift back into blessed sleep. This couldn’t be happening. They'd just had the ceremony; she had been freed. She tried to roll onto her stomach, but a sudden pain in her breasts made her rapidly reconsider. Again, she opened her eyes and bright lights seared her retinas. In front of her was a window of frosted glass that showed pink with the evening sun, but overhead lamps illuminated everything else with a cold, white light. She wanted to cry out, but something soft was filling her mouth. 
 
    Now her breasts were hurting, but not the dull ache she’d experienced off and on for weeks, but a hard, specific pain like they were bruised all over. Her eyes focused on them lying one upon the other on the surface of the bed. No longer were they soft and malleable, but hard and swollen; engorged with milk. They retained their conical shape even more so than before with her teats distended and protruding like displaced corks in the necks of a wine bottles. 
 
    She groaned as her mind cleared and reality filtered through her world, and with the dawning of reality, came a crushing sadness. Her hopes and plans evaporated like so much Scotch mist to leave only an empty void where there was once so much optimism. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes to blur and distort images of yet more bondage and humiliation. 
 
    She didn’t recognise the room she was in, she’d never been there before, but she knew exactly where she was: she was in the priest’s office between the kitchen and the hall. It was a large room, larger that she expected it to be, and painted a stark white with a grey slate floor. The bunk she was lying on was behind the door and opposite it, on the window wall, were filing cabinets and an old oak desk upon which sat, incongruously, a modern computer and large monitor. Beside these was a low cupboard and, backed into the corner, a small, four wheeled trolley carrying equipment of some sort covered by a sheet. 
 
    The end wall was bare except for a wash basin fitted into a small, modern washstand with a cupboard beneath. 
 
    That was it apart from a small wooden workbench screwed to the floor in the centre of the room. It looked light-weight, like a kitchen table, but had extra features that identified it as something more. A large, metal saddle clamp hinged on one side lay open near the table’s centre, its curved semi-circular shape arcing up towards the ceiling on the window side of the table. There was another hinged clamp, a smaller version of the big one with the same horseshoe shaped profile, laying open along the table’s left-hand edge and there were Velcro straps attached to the right-hand pair of legs. It was obvious that these straps were intended to hold her legs and, from there, it was but a short step to seeing herself spread across the table’s surface with her waist and neck trapped by the clamps. 
 
    She groaned and closed her eyes again. What was happening? This was all wrong… What had she done to deserve this? She’d done everything he’d asked and she was now officially his concubine. He was her lover and she his, but he’d once again striped her of her clothes and restricted her movements. Why? She’d even accepted the fact that she was lactating. She’d heard it felt good for the woman and had been looking forward to her lover sucking at her teats. She thought she ought to cry. That’s what people do when life turns against them, but for some reason, she felt only extreme disappointment. After everything that had happened, this was really only to be expected and she’d been a fool to think otherwise. Life had once more slapped her down. 
 
    Somewhere in the house a door closed and her eyes pinged open again. She can’t just give up; she must do whatever it takes. She rolled onto her back, onto her folded arms, and her tits stood upright on her chest as tall twin peaks as if they were mocking her. There was another metal belt about her waist and a wide steel strap down her abdomen. There was also the now familiar sensation of being particularly full down there, her anal sphincter muscle was dilated by a plug and her sex was reacting to an intruding dildo each time she stirred. 
 
    She peered down between her breasts. It wasn’t the same belt she’d worn before; it seemed to be altogether more serious. It was made out of thicker material and the lock on its front panel wasn’t a hanging padlock, but an integrated cam lock operated by a short, tubular key. She couldn’t see much down below, but it was also clear that the crotch strap wasn’t flat like the old one, but cup-shaped to fit more snugly about her pubic mound and, she presumed, her labia. She couldn’t tell because she couldn’t open her legs; the devil had refitted the linked steel bands about the tops of her thighs and a hobble chain locked between her ankles again. 
 
    She lifted her feet high in the air and then dropped them to the mattress to provide the impetus for her torso to rise. Then, with a subtle repositioning of the plugs inside her, she was sitting up, but her small victory was spoilt by the realisation that not only was there a chain from her neck collar to a steel staple bolted to the wall at the foot of the bunk, but a small ring dropped from her septum to tap against her upper lip. The chain was long enough to allow her to stand and she swung her legs from the bunk and stood erect. 
 
    Now her tits ached more than ever and nodded before her as they called for attention and behind her it was apparent that the steel belt was wide around her anus and was distorting her cheeks despite her tensed muscles. Looking back, she saw the new bed the priest had bought for her and was not impressed. From her higher vantage point, she saw other things that were not apparent before: the table in the centre of the room had its top surface cut away between the saddle clamps and, looking around the room, she saw that in the corner at the foot of the bunk there was an open drain hole in the floor… 
 
    The chain was long enough for her to reach the drain and the wooden table in the centre of the room, but not beyond. She couldn’t reach the door or the washbasin and realised that the extent of her new world was depressingly small. Then the door opened. 
 
    “Oh good, you're awake.” 
 
    She stepped back a pace and stared at him. He didn’t look any different. He was still wearing the same black shirt and trousers with the white ecclesiastical collar. His manner appeared to be relaxed and friendly and he was carrying a bottle of water and a plastic cup. 
 
    “Hold still and I’ll take the gel-ball out of your mouth.” 
 
    So saying, he reached out and hooked a ring-pull on the front of the ball and gave it a sharp tug. A cylindrical piston was pulled from the ball and the remaining material collapsed into a smaller volume that slid easily from between her teeth. 
 
    “John,” she whispered. “What’s happening? What have you done?” 
 
    “I've prepared you in a manner more appropriate for your new role.” 
 
    “But I'm your wife…” 
 
    “Don’t be foolish. You were never going to be my wife. You are my concubine, my religiously ordained slave, and as such I shall expect much from you.” 
 
    “But you’ve bound me again. I can’t move.” 
 
    “That’s not entirely true. You're standing and walking around now.” 
 
    “John. Please don’t do this. I love you and you promised to care for me.” 
 
    “And so I shall. I shall feed you and provide you with warmth and rest, I don’t anticipate that the regulation number of orgasms will present a problem, and I shall cane you if you disobey me. In return, you will do everything I ask of you without dissent. Is that finally understood?” 
 
    She didn’t answer, but just stared at him with an expression that eloquently described exactly how her world had just fallen through the floor. “You tricked me. You and that phoney bishop.” 
 
    “Not at all. We never once sought to mislead you and I don’t think Edith would appreciate you calling her phoney; she just belongs to an unusual sect. And while we’re on the subject, do not call me John; you should refer to me now as Master.” 
 
    The priest turned his back on her to place the water on his desk. 
 
    “But…” She tried to follow him, but the chain to her collar brought her up short and caused her to cough. 
 
    “Now Megan. Settle down and things will be much easier for you. There’s nothing here that you can alter. Your life from her on is already preordained.” 
 
    “What are you going to do? Why did you have to drug me and why am I chained up again? I have a ring in my nose and what’s in my mouth?” 
 
    “Ah, you’ve noticed. That’s why I had to drug you. I didn’t want to hurt you unnecessarily when the ring was fitted and those dental channels in your mouth required more cooperation than I could reasonably expect from you. It’s my own invention. It’s a pair of hinges welded to short dental trays that I've wired to your back teeth. Normally, as now, you will barely notice them, but they have a little trick. There’s a ratchet on each hinge and the detent pins can be moved magnetically to engage or release them. When engaged you're going to find it very difficult to close your jaw. As for the ring: it’s the most effective way to control you.” 
 
    “But I don’t need controlling. I would have done anything you'd asked of me.” 
 
    “At what cost? I know what you expected from me and I am not prepared to give it. Lucy was my one and only love and I find the mere thought of consorting with another repellent. In fact, God has seen in his wisdom to withdraw my ability to enjoy a woman now that Lucy is gone and I am content to remain celibate, but that left me with a problem. I was reluctant to release you back onto the streets because of the damage you’d wreak with my parishioners and I couldn’t expect you to remain as a penitent indefinitely. It was Edith that thought to make you a concubine and, as such, I can now legitimately impose restrictions to ensure you don’t escape into the community. Also, I now have the power to determine behaviour that will benefit both the community and the church. It’s a win/win situation and I hope that, given your own particular predilections, you will grow to enjoy it too.” 
 
    “How can you say that? You propose to treat me no better than a goat.” 
 
    “Ah yes… I suppose we’d best get you milked.” He reached out to touch a tit, but Megan shrieked and spun away, swinging her impressive appendages around in an arc that left them bobbing on her chest. 
 
    “Now we won’t get anywhere if you adopt that attitude. Look at me…” When she looked, he was holding a leather leash that had a small snap link at its end and she spun her head away again. There was a swish in the air and a sharp crack as the thin cane struck the flesh of her bottom and she screamed. It felt like fire and her legs started to tremble. “Look at me…” he repeated and she slowly turned her head towards him again. With a fluid movement that took a fraction of a second to complete, he snapped the link in place on her nose ring and stood holding the end of the leash. 
 
    “Good… Now, before we go any further, would you like the opportunity to use the toilet,” and he indicated the drain in the corner. Megan shook her head. 
 
    “Okay. Well, in that case, come this way,” and he led her a few paces across the room towards the basin, turned her around, and guided her to stand with her legs against the table’s edge. The pain in her septum when the leash tightened was excruciating and her only thought was to keep the leash slack, but Powell choose that moment to give a little tug. She screamed and folded forward to flop down on the table’s top surface. 
 
    “Good girl,” said the priest and turned over the two horseshoe shaped clamps. Both clicked into place as their latches engaged to fix her waist and neck to the table’s surface. Then he knelt behind her. There was no point fighting him and she meekly moved her feet so that her legs could be strapped to the table legs to leave the hobble chain taut between her ankles, 
 
    “Good… That’s very good. Now I can make you a little more comfortable.” 
 
    Megan looked under the table to see her breasts now hanging in the void: long tapering tits with dark, fat teats at their tips. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” she asked with a quivering voice. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? I’m going to milk you.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 24    
Pumped 
 
      
 
      
 
   Megan gave an involuntary shiver. He sounded so cold and emotionless when he said it, I’m going to milk you, and here she was trapped in this strange fixture with her breasts hanging below her like the udders of a cow. She’d imagined a sensual coupling like an erotic mothering fantasy when she discovered he’d caused her to start lactating, not something reminiscent of a dairy farm. 
 
    The priest squatted in front of her to clutch the end of a dangling tit in the palm of his hand and squeeze. Megan yelped and then stared astonished as a multitude of tiny ducts on the end of her nipple started to stream thin jets of milk. He released his hold, but the flow didn’t immediately stop. 
 
    “You're more than ready, but before we start, I need to check the fit of your new belt. It wasn’t easy to adjust it when you were unconscious, but now you’re in a much better position.” 
 
    She could hardly move a muscle. Not only were her breasts hanging below the milking table, but her tail end was pushed up into the air behind her and with her ankles and waist fixed, she could accomplish little more than a weak wiggle. She couldn’t even see what was going on back there and held her breath when Powell disappeared on his tour of inspection. 
 
    He first pulled at the stainless steel of the belt between her legs to see if he could get fingers under its edge; he couldn’t, not to any significant extent. The bands about her thighs were still linked together, but the links were now under her belly and not obstructing access. There were two removable plates on the crotch strap: one was cupped like a pouch to enclose her vulva and the other circular and located over her anus. The former enclosed her pubic mound and extended back to seal her entire vulva, and had two notable features: the circular groove of a barrel lock towards the back and, further forward, an array of small holes to allow its host to urinate. The other plate was about 7 cm in diameter and had just the circular lock in its centre. Both plates were highly polished like the rest of the belt. 
 
    She heard a quiet click and the plug in her anus moved. Then she squealed when it was popped free to leave her sphincter muscle pulsing like a hungry sea anemone. The belt still retained a ring around the area that was wide enough to distort her cheeks even in her folded position and pressed hard around her sphincter causing it to bulge. Another click and she felt the pressure ease between her legs and the dildo move in her sex as the pouched plate released its hold on the crotch strap. It came away complete with its integral phallus and the detailed moulding that squeezed between her labial lips and conformed so exactly to the contours of her vaginal cleft. 
 
    Slowly, he pulled the plate away from her body to disengage the phallus whilst Megan could do no more than close her eyes and emit pitiful little mewing noises. It left her vulva, including her pubis, entirely uncovered all the way back to her perineum where the ring around her anus now delineated the two orifices. The underside of the chastity belt was reduced to two thin metal bands either side of her sex with her vulva swelling between them. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good….” She felt his fingertips spreading her sex. “Yes… that’s aligned very well. I don’t think we can do better than that. What do you think?” 
 
    Megan gave a quiet moan. Powell’s touch was becoming more intimate as he spoke and she didn’t feel able to form coherent words. 
 
    There was laughter in his voice as his fingertips traced her complex contours. “I can do this now,” he said. “You're no longer able to tease and provoke me like a Devil’s temptress because now you are impotent; you have no power any more. The Bible allows me to do whatever I want with you,” and he suddenly pushed two fingers deep into her. 
 
    “O God… John. Please, I still love you. Let me show you…” 
 
    “Do you? After all this? Why am I not surprised? You're a trollop, Megan; a serial floozy. I imagine you’d like me to fuck you right now, in fact your body is telling me as much, but I doubt that’s really love. Well, I’m sorry, but I am unable to oblige. Must get on; I have things I need to do,” and he withdrew his fingers and gave the rapidly engorging mass of her vulva a firm pat. 
 
    Megan was being bombarded by a multitude of differing emotions and her head was beginning to spin. Crushing disappointment had briefly given way to hope, rekindled love, and then lust, but now, as the priest retrieved the trolley and pulled the sheet from it to reveal the goat milker, humiliation was the overriding sentiment. 
 
    “No, please. Not like that. I'm not a goat.” 
 
    “Well, yes… I’d have to agree with you there, but as far as this piece of machinery is concerned, there’s very little difference.” 
 
    She watched horrified as the priest plugged the pump into a wall socket and uncoiled the hoses. Then he walked to the small washbasin and collected a moist cloth. 
 
    “First time… I hope you like it because this is going to be a recurring theme from now on. I'm not usually a vengeful man, but I did feel aggrieved when your friends stole my goats. You probably told them about the goats while you were seducing them and they came back a few nights later to rustle them away, so I think it’s only fair that you now adopt that role,” and he reached below the frame to wrap his hand around the other hard, pendulous tit. Megan whimpered and then yelped when he squeezed and was rewarded with more fine jets of milk. 
 
    She didn’t speak, just shivered when he wiped her teats with the cloth. Then he turned on the pump and held one of the long, narrow teat cups under her right nipple. With a single touch and an ear-piercing scream, the wet nipple slipped deep into the tube, drawn in by the strong suction along with her areola and the lower part of her tit. A moment later and her left tit was similarly seized. She froze, astonished by the power of the suction that had pulled her in so deep and seemed intent on exploding her nipples. Already she could feel the milk draining towards her teats and then the pumping started. 
 
    Around each low-pressure inner tube that was so greedily gripping its teat was a second chamber subjected to the same partial vacuum. A valve clicked open on one side allowing air at atmospheric pressure to flood the outer chamber with the result that, in an instant, the flexible membrane between the chambers had snapped tight about its teat. The teat was squeezed and any milk that had been drawn there when it was sucked was expelled through the multitude of tiny ducts in the nipple’s tip. A moment later and the valve closed to restore the partial vacuum, the pressure difference between the chambers balanced, and the nipple once again swelled within the teat cup with the suction as the cup itself bobbed upwards. 
 
    It took half a second for the pressure pulse to squeeze a nipple before the suction was restored and the cup voraciously pulled again. The effect was to alternately bounce the teat cups to create a motion similar to a reciprocating piston engine. It was fierce and she felt almost as if she was being raped by the machine as her tits bounced beneath her and her milk was ejected into the tubes in strong bursts. 
 
    The priest squatted in front of her, watching intently as the teat cups rose and fell and the relentless rhythm caused complex waves to ripple the flesh of her breasts. Megan, for her part, lay over the frame with an expression of astonishment as the oxytocin released into her brain encouraged the milk to trickle through her breasts on its way to her teats. 
 
    The hormone had another effect too; one for which she was ill-prepared. Her feelings towards the priest had swung wildly from passionate love before the dedication ceremony to one of intense disappointment and a sense that she’d been deceived. He’d tricked her, used her feelings for him to back her into a corner where she was no longer the owner of her own body. Now, her unstable emotions surprised her again as oxytocin, a hormone intended to promote a bonding love between an infant and its mother, flooded her brain and caused her to be once more overcome by a sense of longing and devotion and, the more extreme the machinations stripping her of her milk, the more intense seemed to be her developing emotions. 
 
    Powell wasn’t interested in easing the discomfort of her engorged breasts, after all it was him that caused the discomfort, but to Megan’s frazzled brain, that was precisely what was happening. If he would only lean a little closer, she would have kissed him, but this was not the time to make such a request. 
 
    * 
 
    The priest gave her a hard stare. “I'm not an ogre,” he said. “If you behave yourself and do as you're told, I’ll release your arms and you can eat normally. Even read a book if you want. I hope in time that you might resume some of your previous duties, perhaps clean the church or do the ironing.” 
 
    Megan was sitting on the edge of the bunk looking miserable. Her breasts were now smaller and softer, and drooped a little towards their teats. The goat milker was back in its corner and the plastic bottle containing the pitifully small quantity of milk that she was able to deliver was now in the refrigerator in the kitchen. 
 
    She stared at the milking table, seeing herself spread helplessly across its surface in her mind’s eye. She had still been like that when he’d eventually turned off the pump and pulled the teat cups from her to leave her nipples swollen and elongated. He’d seemed pleased with her contribution to the dairy, although from her point of view, it didn’t seem worth the effort, but then he told her that it was early days and she’d soon be supplying much more. 
 
    And then he’d replaced the plugs. 
 
    It was hardly a surprise although she still wasn’t sure why she was locked in the chastity belt or why she was burdened with such overtly sexual plugs. She’d thought those days were past, the priest had told her as much, told her that he had no need to isolate a concubine from the world, but now he just smiled when she asked him why. 
 
    The anal plug was first. A short, egg-sized bulb that slotted easily through her lubricated sphincter when he’d pressed it against her and its circular base plate clicked into place within belt. 
 
    “The vaginal phallus is different to what you had before,” he’d said. “For a start it has the integral lock; no need for the loose padlocks.” Megan had not reacted, but when he showed her the thick, articulated probe he was about to push into her, she felt her throat constricting. 
 
    The phallus itself was in three segmented sections encased in an oil filled rubber sheath and mounted on a ridged, moulded baseplate shaped to not only fit precisely into the aperture in the underside of the belt, but pouched to enclose her swelling labia with a central ridge to intimately fit between their folds. Each segmented section was more than 4 cm thick and together they would tax even the most capacious of women. 
 
    Megan had turned her head away as Powell walked to the back of the table, sprayed a thin mist of oil onto her exposed sex, and began feeding the first of the segments into her. She’d squirmed, but otherwise could do nothing to avoid the slow inveigling intrusion. The phallus had filled her when its baseplate pressed against her labia with its intimately shaped contours sliding into her vaginal cleft. The priest slapped his hand against its smooth outer surface and it jumped the last few millimetres to the sound of Megan squealing and a series of sequential clicks as the latches engaged. 
 
    Then he’d removed the leash from her nose ring, unfastened the Velcro ankle tapes, and opened the two saddle clamps. She’d lain still for a few moments and then slowly rose to stand somewhat uncomfortably and stare at her jailor. 
 
    “I thought you loved me?” she whispered, not for the first time. 
 
    “No, you didn’t. You wanted me to love you and, who knows, I might grow fond of you in time, but for now you are my concubine, my slave to use as I see fit. It’s all worked out rather well, really. Before, you were costing me about £400 a month for your food and wages. Now, I only need to find a little extra for food in exchange for your services.” 
 
    “But you’ve no need to keep me chained up in here; you know I’ll do anything you ask.” 
 
    “I know no such thing. Our relationship has changed and you shouldn’t continue with this delusion of love. I’m your master, not your lover. You will obey me because you must.” 
 
    “It doesn’t have to be like that. I could obey you because I want to.” 
 
    “I can’t take that risk. If you get out on the streets again, all this will be for nought.” 
 
    He turned her around and unclipped the straps that were holding her folded arms within the metal frame behind her back and it fell away to allow her arms to drop to her sides. She flexed her shoulders and then then tentatively touched her nose ring. Powell moved a plastic bottle of water from his desk to the floor beside her bunk. 
 
    “You should aim to drink two litres every six hours. I'm going to prepare you something to eat,” and with that, he left her alone. She looked around the room. Now that her arms were free, she tested the extent of her reach with her neck still chained to the wall staple and rediscovered the sensation of moving with the plugs in place and her thighs locked together. The priest had calculated the length of the chain and the position of items within the room to a fine degree. Nothing she shouldn’t be able to reach was within range. 
 
    She sat back on the bunk and explored the changes to her own body. Her breasts she’d already examined when she was dressing after the ceremony, but her teats seemed bigger still. She couldn’t actually see her nose ring, but it felt like about 15mm diameter and perhaps 3mm thick; a substantial feature to have piercing one’s septum, but without the leash, it felt virtually weightless. It was, however, extremely painful and sore to the touch. Next, she touched her molar teeth with a forefinger, or, at least, tried to. They were almost entirely covered by short steel channels that she couldn’t budge. They were stitched to her teeth using steel wire threaded through holes in the channels and between her teeth. She could detect the hinges too, smooth, flat features within her cheeks, but the actual detents and ratchet mechanisms were concealed and tamperproof. 
 
    Finally, she turned her attention to the new chastity type belt he’d fitted to her starting with the deep waist band. It inhibited her bending at the waist, but its primary purpose was as an anchorage for the steel strap between her legs. That fitted snugly around her pubic mound and the removable panels over her vulva and anus were a tight fit against her body. 
 
    Like the hobble chain that dragged across the floor, the links between the bands about her thighs and their thin chains from her hips clicked when she walked. Even without them, she was doubtful she could circumvent the belt between her legs, but they supplied an unwelcome and, to her mind, totally unnecessary inconvenience. 
 
    Finally, there was the hobble itself. It was the same one that had plagued her for the past weeks and its linking chain was no shorter nor no longer than before. She could walk, but she wouldn’t be running anywhere. 
 
    That was the point when the priest returned carrying a plastic plate of sandwiches and laid them down on the floor next to the bunk. 
 
    “You have everything you need. Blankets, food and water… I’ll milk you again about six tomorrow morning. When you wake, you can have a toilet break and a shower.” The hall clock struck eleven. “Ah. Late today. Lucy will be getting impatient.” 
 
    Without another word, he turned off the light and left, closing the office door behind him. A few seconds later, Megan heard the front door open and close, and a few minutes after that, a faint yellow glow was distinguishable against the black of the night, a reflection in the corner of the frosted glass from the direction of the church; Reverend Powell was still lighting candles for his dead wife. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 25    
… And More 
 
   Megan had a disturbed night not because she was uncomfortable, but because she couldn’t help replaying the events of the day before, trying to determine why everything should have gone so wrong. With each replay, it became more and more obvious that her dream of happy families with Reverend Powell was doomed from the start. He didn’t start out with the intention of abducting her, of removing her from society. Indeed, she wasn’t at all certain that he ever wanted to go that way, but his own twisted imagination and biased judgement forced him to act. He believed she was a bad influence, more than that, a positive hazard if left at large and so he’d caged her for her own and the community’s greater good… It was his duty as society’s protector of morals. 
 
    Just before six, she was awoken by the office door opening. It was already light and bright sunlight streamed through the opaque glass. She moved and, once again, her breasts were full and heavy, although not as hard as they were the night before. 
 
    “Time to wake up,” called the priest cheerily. “Stand up and turn around. I need to replace the arm binder.” 
 
    “You don’t need to.” 
 
    “Of course I do. You’ll interfere with the milker and the shower.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t,” she stammered and then realised that she probably would. “Will you be washing me as before?” 
 
    He laughed “In practice, the method may vary a little, but first, we should relieve your breasts. They’ve had all night to refill.” 
 
    She stood, turned her back to him, and folded her arms so that he could refit the arm binder and then moved over to the milking table before he could attach a leash to her nose. He fixed her in position with the two saddle clamps and knelt before her head to wash and dampen her breasts to allow the teat cups to slide onto her securely. Even before he’d touched her with the teat cups, she felt the rush of hormones in anticipation and the strange sensation of her milk draining towards her teats known as a ‘let down’. When the suction started pumping, it wasn’t as painful as the night before because her breasts weren’t so engorged and through the transparent cups under the table, she could watch as the machine stripped her of her milk. The flow wasn’t anything near as strong as the flow from a goat, but a fine mist that clouded the inside of the cups and then began to run down the hoses into the plastic collecting chamber. The oxytocin brought about the same emotional response as the night before and as she looked up into his face, he’d smiled back and she felt the urge to hold him, to mother him and smother him with kisses. Even a touch would have helped, but he stayed obstinately out of reach. 
 
    “John…” she whispered with a voice that was barely audible, but the priest chose to ignore her use of his Christian name rather than his proper title of Master. He just moved towards the door. “I’ll be back in fifteen minutes to give you your shower,” and he closed the door on her, leaving her to the mercy of the indifferent ministrations of the goat milker. 
 
    * 
 
    By the time the priest returned, the flow of milk had reduced to nothing, but the powerful suction pulses had not diminished in the least. He turned off the pump and pulled the teat cups from her, and when he held up the collecting pot, she’d delivered about a cup and a half of milk – not bad for only her second attempt. 
 
    “God is indeed generous with his benevolence,” announced the priest. “That and the hormones you’ve been consuming for that past seven weeks.” 
 
    Before releasing the saddle clamps, he had a couple of other tasks. Firstly, he carefully inspected each teat, turning it over in his fingers whilst Megan stared into his expressionless face. Then he moved behind her and inserted a key into the panel between the cheeks of her bottom. She felt the anal plug move and then it was being withdrawn from her sphincter along with its wide base plate. He removed the cover plate from her vulva too and carefully disengaged the long, articulated phallus. 
 
    When she did rise, she gazed down at her breasts to see that not only were her nipples blush red, but her areolae and the first couple of centimetres of breast tissue were too where they had been drawn into the teat cups. 
 
    “Come over to the corner. You have ten minutes to use the toilet before I shower you.” 
 
    “Toilet?” 
 
    “The drain in the corner. You’ll have to squat. It’ll be your last chance today…” 
 
    The ‘shower’ the priest had in mind was not the one upstairs in the bathroom. He merely pushed a hose onto the tap of the basin and sprayed her with a jet of cold water. She was rinsed with the wide waistband and open crotch strap still in place and spun around on the spot trying to evade the water that splashed body and walls equally before draining into the hole in the floor. 
 
    “Lie back over the milking table,” said the priest. 
 
    “Why?” she asked, but was met with an annoyed look and a tirade for which she was ill-prepared. 
 
    “Your role is to do as I say, not to question my commands. If you persist in obstinacy, I am entitled to enforce compliance with a cane and will leave the leash on your nose ring to make things easier next time.” 
 
    “Sorry,” she said. 
 
    “Sorry what?” 
 
    “Sorry master,” she said without sarcasm and laid herself back over the table top. 
 
    He didn’t bother with the saddle clamps, but sprayed lubricant liberally over her bottom so that it trickled over the metal bridge at her perineum and between her labia. Her sphincter was still gaping wide open and all the priest needed to do was to lightly press the anal plug into place until its base plate clicked into position. The phallus and its detailed mounting plate were replaced just as before and that, too, snapped into place when its locks engaged with a finality that made her jump. 
 
    “You may rise,” he said and she stood erect now feeling much fuller and wishing she could open her legs just a little bit. 
 
    “Are you going to free my arms?” He gave her a scathing look and she quickly added, “Master.” 
 
    “Of course…” He released the clips and the straps dropped away. “It’s Sunday today. I shall be away most of the day and there is one thing you should know and note well: we don’t have many visitors here at Bladffynnon, especially now that neither your friend Elly nor the sergeant is likely to ever visit again, however, we may get the occasional visit from Edith or other members of her church. If I receive reports that in my absence you have attempted to attract attention during such a visit, it will not go well for you. Firstly, I reserve the right to use a cane on you if you disobey me and secondly, you would thereafter find yourself incapable of making any sound each time I’m away.” 
 
    He gave her a hard stare to ensure the warning was well absorbed and the consequences of disobedience understood, but then relaxed. “I’ve made you a flask of tea and a snack to tide you over and I’ll return at midday to care for you.” And then he was gone. She heard the rough growl of the old Landrover’s exhaust and the whine of its strained transmission as it crawled up the rise and then there was silence. 
 
    The severe tone of his warning seemed to evaporate as his final words sank into her consciousness. Care for me… The words hung in the air and her imagination lit up with bunches of flowers and candlelit rooms, but the visions didn’t last and boredom soon took their place. 
 
    She stood and walked up and down the room once more testing the limits of her collar chain. The computer and everything on the desk were out of reach. Everything is out of reach, she muttered; even her body was not her own. The priest retained control of her mouth, sex and anal sphincter. Her legs were linked together at ankles and thighs to make movement difficult, and she was chained by her collar to the wall. What’s more, walking only reminded her of the inaccessible phallus locked inside her. She sat down again and felt the plugs settle deeper. 
 
    Her breasts didn’t seem to be much smaller now they were empty, but they were a little softer and more comfortable. When they were heavy with milk, she wasn’t surprised that they projected like miniature traffic cones, but now they were effectively empty of milk, why was it they still retained the same shape? She pressed them to her chest, but when she released them, they sprung back, trembling gently like unset gelatine. 
 
    She reached down to pick up the flask that he’d put beside the bunk and there, on a plate beside the flask, was a slice of Victoria sponge cake. It looked incongruous in the stark surroundings of her prison and when she tasted its sweet texture, she couldn’t help but think of happier times sitting in the kitchen with her priest. Was he trying in his way to tell her something? To let her know that he really did care for her? She nibbled slowly, making the delicate treat last as long as possible. 
 
    Powell was back soon after twelve and entered holding a plate of ham sandwiches and a jug of water that he placed on his desk. He looked at her sitting forlornly on the bunk with her arms folded beneath heavy, projecting tits and told her she could eat once she’d delivered her charge. She looked at the straps he was holding and with a sigh rose to her feet, turned her back to him and folded her arms behind her. The binder took but a moment to fit, but rendered her physically and psychologically subservient. 
 
    He handled her, feeling the still malleable masses hanging from her chest with gentle, lingering fingers and commenting on their weight and pliability. She closed her eyes to lose herself in his sensual touch and the hormonal surge that was hitting her brain in preparation for the imminent forced lactation. In some ways, it was comforting to be so restricted; it removed the necessity to have to think, the need to discern right from wrong, the moral from the immoral. 
 
    “Lie over the table,” he said and she folded herself over its flat surface to feel her breasts drop below her chest. Powell stroked the hair from her neck and then closed the two saddle clamps to immobilise her. He was somewhere behind her, but she couldn’t see him. Was he watching her? Looking at her raised hips as she fidgeted and twitched. Then she felt him touch an ankle. “A little forward and to the left,” he said and she complied without dissent so he could bind the straps about her ankles. He hadn’t bothered the last couple of times, but she didn’t know why. 
 
    She could hear the water running in the basin and then he was kneeling before her with a damp cloth. “You're doing well; I think you're bigger than this morning and you're not even engorged.” 
 
    She didn’t speak even when he pinched a teat to express milk, but when he wiped the cloth beneath her teats, she shivered with the sensation and felt strangely gratified that he should take such trouble. She gave an involuntary groan followed by a louder gasp when the teat cups gripped and the priest smiled when the pulsator started and the cups began to bounce. He ignored her whimpering and stood to place his hand back on her hair. 
 
    “You remember I have promised at least one orgasmic experience every day?” he said and Megan was immediately silenced as visions of the priest standing behind her upturned hips to sate his lust filtered through her frazzled brain. He can’t; not whilst she’s like this, but again, he surprised her. It soon transpired he had no intention of impregnating his concubine himself. Indeed, she soon remembered that he’d confessed himself incapable of the act and, in any case, he’d already installed technology for that. 
 
    Suddenly, she shrieked as the phallus that was filling her loins sprung to life and began turning inside her. The articulation was deliberately awkward and instead of rotating smoothly, the segments wobbled and bucked as they turned with the interconnecting hinges causing them to squirm like a trapped serpent inside her. At the same time, the base of the phallus lodged between her labia and pressing against her clitoris was activated. It wasn’t exactly a vibration, just a rapid tapping that sent ringing signals zinging through her sex and up her spine. Her whole body was instantly set writhing over the milking table with her hips twitching as her torso twisted to send her breasts with their bouncing teat cups swaying wildly beneath her. 
 
    “No…” she cried. “Eeee… It’s too strong. I can't take it.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” said the priest. “I have been assured that it’s well within your capacity. Now, stop your noise.” 
 
    “Please…. Eeee…” 
 
    Powell looked confused. He hadn’t been prepared for such a vigorous response and was momentarily undecided how to proceed. He could just turn her off, of course; he had the remote controller in his pocket for the motors within the belt, but then what? It was the only way he had planned that would fulfil his promise to the bishop, so instead he fetched the bar magnet from his desk drawer. Megan’s head was about the only part of her that was relatively still and he touched the end of the magnet to her right cheek beside her mouth. Inside her mouth, she would have felt a quiet click if she’d been less spirited. As it was, all she experienced was the right side of her jaw seeming to bite on something that stopped it closing. Powell moved to her left and touched her other cheek. Now both sides seemed stuck open. She gave a particularly powerful scream and felt the clicking of the ratchets in her jaw as the hinges opened wide, followed by an inability to close her mouth again. 
 
    “Oh… Ot ave oo un?” 
 
    Powell didn’t bother answering her, just pushed a soft gel ball into her gaping maw and pressed in the plunger projecting from its front face. The ball expanded within her mouth and, like magic, the room was enveloped in relative silence. 
 
    “Really, Megan. I don’t know what all the fuss is about. You wanted to experience an orgasm every day and I have been told by authorities who should know such things that this is an effective way to deliver on that promise. There’s really no need to make such a to-do about it.” 
 
    Megan just stared at him with bulging eyes and twitching hips as the solid taps began to overpower her composure and the orgasm built within her. Never before had tits and clit been so energised together and the hormone burst from both stimuli stupefied her brain. Thirty seconds later, her senses cleared when the spasms faded, but she found her situation hadn’t changed in the least; the phallus was still squirming, the clit tapper was still tapping, and the goat milker had still got her teats gripped in its relentless hold with its incessant pulses continuing to strip her of her milk. She tried weakly to attract the priest’s attention, but he was now absorbed in reading papers at his desk and didn’t notice. 
 
    She closed her eyes and felt her herself slipping irrevocably towards the next orgasm. 
 
    * 
 
    Fifteen minutes passed before Powell turned off the pump and deactivated the dildo to leave Megan slumped over the milking table and dripping with sweat. He left her a few minutes before he released her restraints, slid the plunger from the gel ball by hooking his finger into its ring pull which caused the ball to drop from her mouth, and helped her to her feet. 
 
    “I aren’t ose I outh.” She was unable to swallow and dribbling profusely. 
 
    “Hold on…” He held the other end of the magnet sequentially against her cheeks and both ratchet detents disengaged to allow her mouth to close with an audible snap. Powell released her arms and she crossed them under her chest and stood staring at him with an accusatory expression. 
 
    “That was much too intense. I nearly lost consciousness.” 
 
    “I don’t believe it was that bad and, anyway, I have been advised that under the circumstances I should take all practical steps to enhance your libido.” 
 
    “What circumstances? Why must my libido be enhanced? It’s not as if you want to take advantage of me.” 
 
    “That is of no fault of yours; you're a very beautiful young lady.” 
 
    “Are you saying that if I were to try harder, you might come around to loving me?” 
 
    “It’s not inconceivable. I did love a woman like you once.” 
 
    “Was Lucy lactating?” 
 
    The question seemed to catch the priest of guard and he paused before answering… “No. She’d not been responsible for losing my goats, although I have to admit that the idea had occurred to me.” 
 
    “You wanted to milk her like you milk me?” 
 
    “I view it as a woman surrendering her whole body to her husband as a token of her love.” 
 
    “Oh, John. It’s true. You can take all of me…” but the priest stepped back and her chain prevented Megan from following. “You will come to love me; I know you will.” 
 
    “Take these,” and he handed her the plate of sandwiches. “I have to leave soon for my afternoon services. I’ll leave you some books to read.” And then as an afterthought: “You think it’s a good idea to enhance your libido then?” 
 
    Megan could only think of her priest holding her in his arms and kissing her and she nodded with a silly grin on her face. 
 
    “Good… I’ll see you about five,” and he opened the door, but before he’d left the room, Megan gave a shrill cry as her vaginal phallus began to move with a ponderous, ultra-slow squirming motion between her legs. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 26    
Theft and Blasphemy 
 
   The book she was holding dropped from her hands onto the floor and she flopped back on the bunk with a long, frustrated howl. How could he do this to her? It started four hours ago with a motion that felt like the precursor to another shattering climax, but it developed no further. Inside her, well beyond her reach, the monstrous phallus twisted and squirmed like something alive, all the time sliding over the sensitive nerve endings in the wall of her sheath to send small shivers through her belly. A little more, a touch against her clitoris or even a small increase in the speed of the motion and she could be launched into an orgasm that would shake the very foundations on which she lay, but such additional attractions were denied her and she was left with only the relentless slow writhing that was promising so much, but delivering so little. 
 
    She needed him now… She needed him to quieten the beast that he’d excited inside her, but she knew he wouldn’t, at least not now, not within the timescale that was becoming so urgent. She folded her legs until her knees pressed against her breasts, but she couldn’t even open them to relieve the waves of pressure because of the steel bands about her thighs. 
 
    She sat up and there, on the bunk with her thighs and ankles linked together and curled under her, she felt like a mermaid. Poor little captive mermaid; a fish out of water. She gazed at the chromed bands about her thighs. There was nothing poor or sub-standard about them. They were made from heavy grade polished steel with a lining of soft of black leather. Their surfaces shone in the light like mirrors and the links hanging down either side of her hips tapped against her skin if she moved. With her thighs linked, there was no hope of shifting the belt that was cupping her labia so tightly or of disturbing its integral phalli. She could feel it filling her sex, feel it all the time as it slid agonisingly slowly between her pelvic muscles, stirring her, stoking her desire that had now been bubbling for so long it was way beyond boiling. But for actual relief, the belt was currently much worse than useless. Its present mode was set merely to tease, not to alleviate. And as for the one in her arse… that just felt odd all the time. 
 
    She heard the Landrover stop outside and, a few moments later, doors opening and closing. The priest entered the kitchen and was filling the kettle, moving plates and cups, pulling out a chair. Why didn’t he enter the study? Didn’t he know how much she wanted him? 
 
    “John…” she called out with a weak voice, and then stronger: “Master… Master, please…” 
 
    The door opened and he was standing there, tall and heavily muscled. In her mind, she saw him naked, holding her, wrapping her up in his thick arms while his erect penis impregnated her. 
 
    “Master. Please. I can't take more of this. Please turn it off.” 
 
    “I should think that five hours is probably sufficient if we repeat it every afternoon.” 
 
    “Every afternoon…” she echoed in a quiet voice as her loins blessedly stilled and she sat back on the side of the bunk with a long sigh. 
 
    “Have you had a good afternoon? Did you get much reading done?” 
 
    He had no idea; no idea what he was doing to her. She shook her head. 
 
    “Well, stand up. It’s time for your next session.” 
 
    He moved closer as she stood and she grabbed him around his waist, pressing herself against him with her head on his chest. “No, don’t do that. Look what you’ve done… You’ve started leaking and made my shirt all wet.” He unwrapped her arms and turned her around to attach the arm binder. “We’ll just get you more comfortable and then I’ll see to something for supper,” and he led her over to the milking frame. 
 
    * 
 
    Monday morning. A grey start to the week that didn’t begin well with a cold shower. The priest left the arm binder in place after her milking and, as he’d done the previous day, unplugged the phalli from the underside of the belt so that she could use the rather rudimentary toilet facility. Ten minutes later, he returned to give her the shower. 
 
    “Everything well?” he asked, but detected a hesitation before her answer. “Megan…” he sounded exasperated. “You know full-well why you have the extra plug behind you; it’s because you can’t be trusted… Now, either you're ready for it or you're not.” 
 
    “I'm ready,” she said, but again a hesitation. 
 
    “We’ll see,” said the priest and approached her with the hose. “Turn around. You need a more complete wash anyway.” 
 
    “No, please don’t,” but he just repeated the command. Slowly, she turned her back to him. 
 
    The first thing he did was to push the hose between her thighs and into her sex. She squealed and groaned, but, although her thighs were linked and she couldn’t open them, neither could she completely close them on the wide belt that now bounded her vulva without concealing it. The cold water bubbled from her to flutter her labial lips with its egress and ran down her legs to the open drain. He held the hose there for a few heartbeats and then, confirming the worst of her fears, pressed it against her arse. She thought she was ready it, ready to bar its entry, but although she was standing erect with cheeks tensed, her anal sphincter was still spread wide by the ring of the belt and it was almost as if she was inviting its dubious ministration. The water pressure instantly built and the flow burst through her sphincter to fill her rectum before gurgling up into her colon. Almost as soon as the flow started, the end of the hose slipped easily into her and, with the priest holding it in place, further squirming was not going to defeat it. 
 
    He didn’t hold it there for long, no more than a few pints because the belt was still tight over her belly, but it was enough. 
 
    “Don’t you make a mess on the floor,” he warned as he withdrew the hose. 
 
    “But I can't hold,” she whined. 
 
    “Then you'd better squat back over the drain…” 
 
    A few minutes later, the incident was all but forgotten when he then released her arms and handed her a bottle of shampoo, and she was almost happy washing and rinsing her hair whilst Powell held the hose. He gave her a towel and she felt much better, clean and fresh, although her mood waned to a degree when he insisted on replacing the two plugs back into the underside of the belt and the status quo was restored. 
 
    * 
 
    She didn’t see anything of Powell that morning, although she could hear faint sounds coming from the workshop, so she knew where he was. It was a long morning as she watched the changing patterns of light flit across the frosted glass of the window. There wasn’t much she could do. Her books were out of reach on the desk and she spent her time either lying on the bunk or walking back and forth, six short paces one way and then six short paces back with each pace reminding her that her afternoon is likely to be spent with the phallus squirming inside her. Perhaps in time she’ll become inured to its relentless attentions, but the previous afternoon was still fresh in her mind and she held out no real hope. 
 
    Over the hours, she watched her breasts refill. Early in the morning after they'd been milked, they drooped gently on her chest, her nipples like weary tulip blooms sagging in the heat of the day and nodding in a lackadaisical fashion when she moved, but as the morning wore on, they seemed to revive and projected pert and protuberant, trembling with the slightest provocation. By midday, they once again resembled small, jellified cones, obliquely angled so that they pointed in slightly different directions. She handled them like she was inspecting suspect fruit, turning them over in her hands and squeezing them gently to see if they had any defective parts. They felt soft and silky and surprisingly heavy, and then they started to leak milk. She could eject a fine mist of milk from innumerable ducts if she squeezed and pulled at the same time. She stopped and was amused that her teats kept squirting for some moments afterwards. A devilish thought struck her and she pointed one upwards, bending her head forward to suck on its teat. The milk was warm and tasted sweet. The other one tasted the same. 
 
    “Megan…” The shout was loud in the quiet house and she spun around on the bunk to see the priest standing in the doorway. How could he have entered so quietly? She sat up quickly and was horrified that her milk was still squirting out from both teats in a fine mist. Slapping her hands over her chest didn’t seem to stem to flow; her response was much too late. 
 
    “You're stealing my milk.” 
 
    “I'm sorry, Father. I only wanted to see what it tasted like.” 
 
    The priest said nothing, but his face turned a bright shade of puce. He snatched up the arm binder from the desk and reluctantly, she stood so he could close the links and straps. Then, much to her consternation, he picked up the leather leash and turned her head to attach it to her nose ring. 
 
    “No, please don’t. It hurts so much,” but the priest didn’t even bother answering her, just clipped the snap link into place and then used it to lead her around the back of the milking table and pull her forwards across its surface. 
 
    “I blame myself,” he said eventually while he was washing her teats. “I should have foreseen this; realised that a concubine would have no moral values when it came to theft.” 
 
    “I wasn’t stealing.” 
 
    “What would you call it then? Well, until I can make other arrangements, you'll have to wear the arm binder. You're going to find it difficult to reach your teats without using your hands…” 
 
    “I promise I won’t ever do it again.” 
 
    “You won’t ever have the opportunity again.” 
 
    He plugged on the teat cups and they dragged her nipples even deeper into the bores than before, squeezing in her areolae and the tips of her tits so that together they extended 5 cm into the suction tubes. He was just about to start the pulsator of the goat milker when he hesitated and reached for the bar magnet instead. 
 
    “We’ll pre-empt your screaming today,” he said and touched the magnet to either side of her face. When he picked up the gel ball, Megan remained stony-faced with her jaw clamped tightly closed. 
 
    “Are you defying me,” asked the priest in an astonished tone and pulled on the leash that was attached to her nose. She gave a shriek that was cut short by the gel ball expanding inside her mouth. Then he started both the pulsator of the goat milker and the motors of her vaginal phallus. 
 
    * 
 
    Reverend Powell was slow to reappear after the milker had long since drained her dry and she’d had to endure a longer than usual session during which the mechanised dildo squeezed several dramatic orgasms from her. When he did reappear, he just stood behind her and she supposed he was watching the subtle motions of the belt between her legs as it was pushed and pulled from within. He stopped the machines and detached the teat cups, but he left her trapped over the frame for another ten minutes before releasing the clamps. 
 
    He’d brought her a plate of ham sandwiches and a plastic flask of water complete with straw which he placed on the floor beside the bunk and then removed the ball and deactivated the ratchets inside her mouth so that she could eat. 
 
    “Here’s your lunch. You'll have to eat it as best you can…” and he left her kneeling beside the plate trying to take a bite from one of the sandwiches. As the door closed, so her phallus began its slow squirming motion to the accompaniment of a long, heart-felt groan. 
 
    * 
 
    Megan spent the afternoon watching herself slowly refill as the dildo boosted her frustration level past merely lustful and on towards maniacal. With her arms folded in the framework of straps and clips behind her back and her legs linked together, she was left to sit on the edge of the bunk to sense her hips moving slowly from side to side as the dildo gyrated with the belt. Were her teats bigger? They looked bigger to her and seemed to project further. It was as if her own body was taunting her, betraying her by acceding to his will to produce ever more milk without her agreement; there was no way she could possibly prevent herself gradually refilling. 
 
    She wanted so much to climax and had tried lying on her stomach to rub herself on the cotton bed cover. Her teats were becoming much more sensitive, but the motion was hard work without the use of her hands, hurt her compressed breasts, and caused her teats to start leaking. She tried to ease the pressure waves resulting from the dildo by folding her legs under her foetus fashion, but it actually made the sensations stronger by scrunching up her muscles. If she stretched her legs out straight, her thighs were pressed together under the belt, but inside her muscles seemed more relaxed. The difference was minimal and, in both positions, thoughts of blessed relief predominated above everything else. 
 
    She heard the priest enter the house about five, but he didn’t enter the study despite her calling and it was after six before he finally appeared. 
 
    “Please, Master. Either stop the dildo moving or fuck me; I can't stand much more of it.” 
 
    A grin spread across his face. “Good… That’s good.” 
 
    “I don’t understand. Why is that good? It’s not as if you want to use me for sex. Why are you making me so aroused?” He didn’t answer, but reached out to roll a nipple between his thumb and fingers, an action that elicited a long groan and caused Megan to topple towards him. “You just like seeing me like this, don’t you? Like it when I can only think of making love to you? Please, John. Love me now. I’ll do anything you want if you make love to me now.” 
 
    “Make love to you… Why should I want to do that? Even before Lucy passed, I wasn’t really interested in such desires of the flesh. Their appeal did not, well… appeal. Indeed, Galatians Chapter 5, verse 18, talks of ‘desires of the flesh’ being against the spirit and warns that those who succumb to such desires will not inherit the Kingdom of God. Lucy could never understand that…” he mused. “She became ever more demanding and uncontrollable. This little corner was for her, you know,” and he waved his hand over the bunk and rudimentary toilet facility. “In the end, I had her relegated from wife to concubine because of her unreasonable attitudes, but it didn’t seem to help. The mistake I made with her was to think that attending mass might help. I took her with me to Llanglysn one Sunday and the stupid bitch took the opportunity to jump from the tower.” 
 
    “You turned your wife into sex slave?” 
 
    “It was for her own good. She was risking her soul with her activities just as you were risking yours. Once she was re-designated, it didn’t matter anymore. You should thank me, Megan. You can do anything now and it won’t affect your final judgement at the gates of Heaven.” 
 
    “I wanted to be your wife…” 
 
    “You're much more use to me as a concubine. Anyway, it’s not necessarily me you want to make love to, is it? Any person, man or woman, will do. I know you, Megan. I know what you are.” 
 
    “I'm what you made me. You’ve got me so worked up I now can't think of anything else. And look at these tits… I look like a cartoon caricature. You didn’t have to make me lactate at all. What am I saving you in milk? £1 a day. It’s not worth your trouble.” 
 
    “Now we’ve been through all that. You're lactating because your friends stole my goats. It’s the principle that’s important, or at least it was. We’ve moved beyond that now. I have plans for you and they're very much enhanced if you're lactating.” 
 
    “Plans? What plans? Your plan was to make me your concubine so that we could be together forever and you could love me.” 
 
    “That was your plan, not mine. My plan now is that you will help me reinvigorate the church.” 
 
    “I'm not interested in your stupid church. It’s you I want.” 
 
    “Careful Megan. That’s close to blasphemy.” 
 
    “You’ve tricked me, haven’t you? You and that phoney bishop have tricked me. You’ve tricked me just so that you can abuse me.” 
 
    “Megan… You’ve still not thought this through properly; it’s not possible to abuse a slave. They don’t have rights like ordinary people. You are now not a person anymore, you're church property and exist solely to obey commands issued by me or any other church official. 
 
    “But that can't be right. I am still a person and deserve the same rights and respect as any other person. The Bible must recognise that.” 
 
    “The bible recognises that slaves must obey their masters in all matters and if they don’t, they should be beaten. There’s nothing to say that concubines should be excused their duties if they're tired, or if they're ashamed or embarrassed, or if they just feel they'd rather not. Megan, you no longer have any rights; your body no longer belongs to you.” 
 
    “You're wrong. You must be wrong. Either that or the Bible is an ass. I'm not even sure anymore if you're a real priest.” 
 
    “Now that is blasphemous.” 
 
    “I don’t care. What you're doing is abuse and it’s against the law.” 
 
    “We are above earthly laws. We answer only to God.” 
 
    “We… Who’s ‘we’? Why have I never heard of the Holy Church of Saint Aidell and the Derogated Virgins? What are you doing? No… Don’t do that…” 
 
    * 
 
    Reverend Powell pushed himself out of his chair when he heard the knock on the vicarage door. It was Bishop Edith; her voice was unmistakable. 
 
    “Welcome, Bishop. Tea and cake?” 
 
    “You're too kind.” 
 
    The voices faded when they entered the kitchen and Megan heard no more than a muffled hum. Half an hour later, when they entered the study, she was sitting dejectedly on the edge of the bunk. 
 
    “Oh…” exclaimed the bishop. “You have her arms restrained.” 
 
    “An unfortunate necessity, I'm afraid. I caught her suckling from her own tits, stealing the milk that was mine, but she can't do that without the use of her hands to feed her teats into her mouth.” 
 
    “But you’ve plugged her mouth as well.” 
 
    “Ah yes. That was something quite different. Blasphemy. She starting questioning the legitimacy not only of your role as bishop and mine as an Anglican vicar, but also the religious authority of the Church of Saint Aidell. I had to stop her talking before she was consumed there and then by a holy conflagration.” 
 
    “Have you beaten her?” 
 
    “No. I decided not to.” 
 
    “But you must. She’s questioning the authority of the very church to which she’s indentured. Fetch me a cane…” 
 
    “No.” Both Edith and the bishop turned to stare at the priest.  “I am her master and I have decided not to in this instance.” 
 
    “But you're wrong. Luke tells us in 12:47 that the Lord Jesus himself said that a slave who disobeys her master should be beaten with many stripes.” 
 
    “Yes, yes; I know that, but I must insist: she won’t be caned today.” 
 
    Edith turned away, obviously angered that the priest had denied her will, but behind her Megan stopped trembling and gazed upon her priest. Once more, he’d tried to do what’s best for her, this time even denying his own Bishop and her feelings for him soared. 
 
    “It’s time she was milked,” said Powell quietly and Edith gave a grunt of acknowledgement. Without waiting to be asked, Megan roused herself from the bunk and laid herself across the milking frame. The priest followed her and clamped her body in place. Bishop Edith began taking an interest once more, keenly inspecting the prone girl. 
 
    “Her chastity belt’s humming…” 
 
    “Indeed, but it’s only on low, so she can't climax. It’s to enhance her libido for later.” 
 
    Edith nodded knowingly. Below her, lying prone across the table, Megan closed her eyes and thought about the priest’s last words: enhance her libido for later. It didn’t need enhancing, really it didn’t; it needed satisfying. And later? What’s happening later? 
 
    Her eyes pinged open again as soon as she felt the pull of the teat cups and there was her priest kneeling before her, mere centimetres away from her face. He was looking beneath her chest. 
 
    “I think we’ll have a short session this afternoon; don’t want her to be fully drained this evening.” 
 
    This evening. There it was again… What’s going on? 
 
    “Nathaniel, the church’s welfare office, will be here about eight,” said Edith. 
 
    “Perfect…” 
 
    They're going to check my welfare? 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 27    
Adapted to Serve 
 
   Following the milking, they both just left her. She felt hungry and more than a little thirsty, but they didn’t seem to care, just left her sitting on the bunk with her mouth still plugged and the dildo still moving. It was seven thirty before they returned and they both seemed in high spirits, but they didn’t speak to her. Without a word to her, the priest knelt to fit a pair of Lucy’s shoes to her feet, strap sandals with thick soles and high heels, and then he unlocked the chain from her collar. He picked up the leash that was still attached to her nasal ring and then they were off through the door of the office and out into the evening sunshine, the priest and the bishop chatting amiably whilst Megan struggled along behind with tethered legs. 
 
    They entered the church. It was still warm from the day’s sun and the scent of sandalwood pervaded the air from the polished woodwork, polish that Megan herself had applied only days earlier. The large, ornate altar looked like it usually did with the embroidered deep-red runner covering its top surface and the tall, brass cross in pride of place towering above the nave. To the left of the cross was an open Bible and on the right hand side of the altar was the smaller candle stick that the priest used every night in memory of his late wife, but it was the image of the Green Man on the front façade of the altar that initially attracted Megan’s attention. It was where her head had been entrapped; the stony face seemed amused by the fact and was grinning at her. 
 
    It was only when they turned towards the left-hand side of the altar that she realised that there was something new there, something she’d not seen before. It was a structure of two substantial vertical metal posts on a circular wooden base. The posts stood about 150 cm tall and 50 cm apart, and were joined together by wooden crosspieces, one at ankle height and another at knee height. There was a third crosspiece at hip height, wider than the other two and with a scalloped shape cut into its upper edge. Megan had a bad feeling about it. 
 
    Powell led her to stand behind the structure before handing her leash to Edith and moving behind her. Using straps already attached to the crosspieces, he attached her ankles as wide apart as her hobble allowed and then her upper shins just below her knees. 
 
    “Good,” he muttered. “Pull her head down while I fit the saddle piece,” and she whimpered as Edith steered her head low and back so that her waist nestled into the scalloped feature just above the waistband of her belt. Megan couldn’t turn her head to see what the priest was doing, but heard the sound of heavy wood sliding down the slots in the metal rails until it rested against her back. A matching scallop ensured a tight fit and pegs pushed through the side rails prevented the capping beam rising. She was trapped, bifurcated by the structure with her head, arms and upper body on one side and her legs and hips the other. Furthermore, the whole structure was so designed that her hips were higher than her waist and pushed outwards to offer her underside to whoever stood behind her. 
 
    “Perfect,” announced the priest. “Just hold her still while I attach the head strap.” The strap of which he spoke was a single leather band that encircled her forehead. 
 
    “And lift…” he said and Megan’s head was pulled up by the nose ring until her back was arched in a tight curve. The priest moved long metal hooks pivoted from the vertical rails, they could have been door stays, so that they engaged in sockets on the headband either side of her temples and Megan suddenly found she could no longer move her head. Her arms were still folded behind her back and now her head was rigidly held at waist height so that she was left gazing straight out over the nave. With a slow, deliberate motion, he reached out and unclipped the leash from her nose to leave the ring against her top lip. 
 
    “That’s good… Yes, very good. I'm happy that everything fits as it should and we should be able to have our first proper service tomorrow evening in accordance with the advertised schedule. The first one will be dealing with the bounties the good Lord has seen fit to provide.” 
 
    He gave her a light push and the platform she was on slowly revolved so she was turned to look at the back wall with its tall, arched window, then the altar, and, finally, back at the nave and the two clerics with their grinning faces. 
 
    “It was good that you stopped me caning her. You were right about red welts being distracting for the first night and giving the wrong impression to the congregation.” 
 
    Veils were slowly dropping from Megan’s eyes. The priest wasn’t concerned for her well-being when he’d stopped Edith; he was only concerned with her appearance. The congregation… She was going to be displayed to the congregation. It was then that the priest addressed her directly for the first time since Edith had appeared that afternoon. 
 
    “Bishop Edith wasn’t sure initially,” he said. “But I managed to convince her of the benefit you could be to the local community and church. As a concubine, you are now regarded by our religious community as falling into a special category recognised by the Bible as being exempt from moral obligations. In effect, the Bible accepts that your body is no longer your own, but belongs to me to use as I see fit. The social norms regarding your sexual activities no longer apply to you nor, because you are in effect no more than property, your sexual partners. They can use you as they please with no risk to their own moral standing and I am free to offer you to my special congregations as an example of our Lord’s generous bounty without contravening any religious edicts. 
 
    “Bishop Edith was reluctant at first and said that although all the activities of concubines and other sex slaves are sanctioned by the Bible, if I charge for your services, you would become a prostitute and their activities are generally frowned upon, but I think we’ve reached an acceptable compromise.” He looked around and gave Edith a smile at that point. “I won’t charge for your services, but I will expect a significant donation in the collecting box, say £40 a time. That should amass, perhaps, £800 per service; three services a week and you have the potential to support the charitable work of the church renovation fund to the tune of about £2400 per week.” 
 
    The priest stroked Megan’s cheek as he looked at her astonished face. “You're going to be an enormous help to Bladffynnon church; this place is going to be transformed.” 
 
    As he gazed at her, the smile slipped from his face and he adopted a more austere countenance; “You're a harlot, Megan; a strumpet. You may as well be a useful strumpet.” Then, as the moment passed, he relaxed again and turned once more towards Edith: “I thought I could display her during the service, it won’t take me long to motorise this platform so that it rotates, and then afterwards, anyone struggling with feelings such as lust or lechery can relieve their symptoms. For just a small donation, we can channel their passion in ways that are biblically admissible. I can make her available for some hours after each service and even erect a temporary screen around her to provide my parishioners with some privacy.” 
 
    Megan closed her eyes as the full implications became clear. And three services a week… Another facet clicked into place: the fucking dildo. He was maximising her libido to prepare her for the attentions of his parishioners. A few weeks of the priest’s plan and she’d be lost, living only for the next service and the temporary relief it would bring. Already, she couldn’t be sure she wasn’t actually looking forward to the encounters. 
 
    Please, God, stop this fucking dildo. 
 
    “In time, I could probably extend the service to other parishes, but only those associated with the Church of the Derogated Virgins, of course; I doubt the more conservative Anglican churches would be interested.” 
 
    “No,” mused Edith. “Probably not… Her tits are very unusual, aren’t they?” 
 
    “That’s one of her main features, their shape and the fact that she’s lactating. She’s that shape because she was constrained by the steel cones I was using when she developed and that will continue as soon as I’ve adapted her old cones for use without the acolyte harness. Their primary purpose will, of course, be to secure her milk, but you're right about her shape; it’s fascinating and I'm sure will get more so over time. The goat milker is not ideal for milking humans because it’s designed for longer teats, but in time her body will adapt. Just like heavy earrings cause ear lobes to drop or dental braces cause teeth to move, the suction will cause her nipples to elongate until they resemble goat teats and then they’ll fit the teat cups perfectly.” 
 
    “She’ll grow long teats like a goat?” 
 
    “Oh, undoubtedly. In a few months, we can expect teats at least 5 cm long. After a year or two, who knows? 8 cm? 10? The goat milker will soon become very much more effective and my congregation will be presented with teats that will be irresistibly attractive. Of course, I shall have to adapt the metal cones to cater for her enhanced shape by adding small tubes to their tips to accommodate the longer teats…” 
 
    “Intriguing,” observed Edith. “And imagine what it would feel like to suck one.” 
 
    Both Powell and Edith gazed down at Megan’s tits projecting forwards as a result of her strictly enforced position. Both were imagining her revised contours. Megan, too, was imagining the same, but for her the image was shocking rather than erotic. She was going to be reshaped to provide entertainment for the masses; an empty vessel into which they could sate their excess lust and a curiosity that delivers milk when you squeeze her sausage-like teats. And to make matters worse, the actions of the congregations that will be allowed to use her will all be sanctioned by their church; they’ll be able to indulge in any fantasy with a fanatical religious zeal and be above criticism from their priest or even members of their own family. 
 
    Powell gave the structure another gentle push and she slowly turned until she was looking at the back wall again. 
 
    “I see her belt’s still on,” said Edith looking at the slow churning of the chastity belt. 
 
    “Of course. She should be ready for just about anything now.” 
 
    Edith suddenly gave a little chuckle. “You do realise that she’ll never be able to touch herself in the same way as others will. She’ll be sealed up inside that motorised chastity belt and either have her breasts locked behind metal cones or her arms locked behind her. She’ll be desperate for sexual gratification, but totally dependent upon others for the stimulation.” 
 
    “Of course,” said Powell. “That’s exactly how it should be. She’s a concubine and must be wholly submissive in every respect. If I start letting her touch herself, I’ll no longer have control of her libido. Oh no… My whole plan is geared around encouraging her to seek her rewards from others and she’ll need to earn any sexual relief that’s offered.” At that moments, the door in the vestibule creaked as it was pushed open. “Ah… And here’s Nathaniel, her first customer right on time.” 
 
    Megan heard another male voice; one she didn’t recognise. “Oh, that’s beautiful.” It was higher pitched than the priest’s and sounded somewhat effeminate. “You don’t often see proper concubines nowadays. Lots of play acting, but it’s seldom the real thing like this. She looks very healthy… Nice long legs and rounded cheeks. I suppose she’s excited about the prospect of entertaining so many of your parishioners.” 
 
    “Oh, I'm sure she is; I've been keeping a motorised phallus inside her to make sure she’s receptive. There’s one in her arse too so that she’s never too tight to deny anyone entry.” 
 
    Nathanial chuckled. “Good, good…” Megan felt hands stroking over the soft flesh of her bottom and thighs tantalizingly close to where the dildo was slowly churning. “And you say she agreed to all this willingly?” 
 
    “She did. It was all done properly with a council judgement followed by a formal Corporeal Dedication Service. She’s signed the Deeds of Transference too, so her body is now effectively ours. Of course, she’s still got a lot to learn, but she’s made a good start, particularly with the lactation. It’s early days yet and she’s barely delivering half a litre a day at present, but in a few months, if I intensify the milking, we should get that up to at least two litres, which will be more than enough for my needs.” 
 
    Edith spoke: “Turn her round and show Nathanial her tits.” 
 
    Megan felt herself rotating until she was facing her audience of three. Nathanial was a short man of, perhaps, fifty years with a round head as bald as an egg. He was sharply dressed in a dark business suit with a white shirt and a blue tie depicting images of penguins. His eyes twinkled when he saw Megan’s face. 
 
    “She’s a pretty little thing, isn't she? And what spectacular tits. I look forward to seeing them when she’s delivering three of four litres a day. Tell me, will her teats get bigger?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” agreed the priest nodding. 
 
    “You have no idea,” muttered the Bishop. 
 
    “I can see she’s going to be a big attraction for Bladffynnon.” 
 
    “Well, she’ll be displayed at each service and looking will be free, but if they want anything else, I shall expect a significant donation in the collection box.” 
 
    Nathanial looked worried. “Does that apply to tonight? I was just thinking I ought to try her out.” 
 
    “Goodness me, no,” said Edith. “You're the church welfare officer. It’s only right that you should check on all aspects of Megan’s welfare. Oh… Wait a minute, though,” and Edith knelt down before Megan’s face. As she pulled the plug from her mouth, so she sprayed an aerosol into her throat. Megan managed a single guttural croak and then just stared at the Bishop with wide eyes and a wide-open mouth. “There, that’s better. It’s a novocaine spray; numbs the vocal cords for a few hours. Don’t want to encourage the girl to speak in case she thinks someone might want to hear her.” 
 
    “She hasn’t learnt the basics of concubine speech etiquette yet, then?” asked Nathanial. 
 
    “Not yet. We’re still working on not blaspheming.” 
 
    “You know there’s a simple enough operation that’s got a very high success rate? It only involves a small nick in the vocal cords and she won't be able to make a sound.” 
 
    “Really. You'll have to send me the details. Now then, what end would you like first?” 
 
    “Oh, I’d like to start with her arse…” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 28    
The Dry Run 
 
   The priest handed Nathanial a ring on which hung some small keys. “The red tag’s for her anal plug and the blue is the other lock.” 
 
    Rather than rotate her, Nathanial wandered round the back of her podium and a few moments later the clerics saw Megan’s eyes open wide as he withdrew the plugs. “The front ones still moving,” they heard him say and the priest deactivate it with his remote keypad. Nathaniel laid both plugs on the floor behind him and turned his attention back to her recently vacated orifices. “Her labia and clitoris are very engorged and her anal sphincter is dilated, but I suppose that’s only to be expected. She’s very wet, too.” 
 
    Megan jumped and her tits nodded up and down. “Yes… Very wet,” he repeated. A few seconds later, Nathaniel’s stepped around the side of the rail with his flies undone and a flap of white shirt showing. “Er… I don’t suppose you have a box or something for me to stand on?” 
 
    “Of course,” said the priest and fetched a wooden beer crate from the vestry cupboard. 
 
    Nathanial disappeared for a second time and soon afterwards Edith and Powell watched as Megan suddenly adopted an astonished expression and then started to bob up and down. The motion set her tits rocking and drops of milk started to flick from her teats. “Good idea keeping a butt plug in her,” came the excited but slightly muffled voice. “She was easy to enter, but she’s now tightening up nicely.” 
 
    “I thought so,” said the priest. 
 
    There was a loud slap and Nathanial cried out, “Giddy-up” followed by a second slap. The priest peeped around the corner of the bifurcation panel and saw that the little man had one hand on her back whilst his other was slapping her right cheek and his groin was bumping into the soft underside of her thighs. Megan was trying to wiggle to throw her intruder off, but that only seemed to excite him. “Yee ha!” he cried and slapped her again. 
 
    Powell turned back to Edith. “He seems to be enjoying himself,” he said and then glanced at Megan’s head; she had her eyes closed although her mouth was still open wide and drool was dribbling copiously down her chin. 
 
    It was a few minutes before Megan stopped bobbing and further whole minute before Nathanial reappeared. His cheeks looked flushed and he was wearing a huge grin. “Your concubine works well,” he said to the priest. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t doubt it. She’s had a lot of practice for one so young.” 
 
    “Young girls today, eh…” said Nathanial. “Not like when we were young, hey Edith?” and he put a hand on her arm. 
 
    “You keep your hands to yourself, Nathanial Shackleton.” Nathaniel grinned and Edith turned towards Powell with a conspiratorial look. “That’s not really his name,” she whispered, “But he was always wanting to explore up girls’ skirts in school so we named him after the Antarctic explorer.” 
 
    “Yeah, and they were all too frigid,” added Nathanial with a grin. “You did eventually show me your tits though.” 
 
    “Yes, and all you wanted to do was pat them. Well, you don’t need me today,” and she nodded towards Megan. 
 
    “How very true,” said Nathanial and squatted before her head. Her breasts were projecting more forward rather than down owing to the curvature imposed on her back, and looked unnaturally long and thin. Nathanial held both like the handlebars of a bicycle and Megan stared at him with piercing brown eyes. He tugged on a nipple to squirt out a thin jet of milk and tuned to grin at Edith and Powell like a mischievous schoolboy. “She has a pretty face; nice mouth,” and he touched the soft lips formed so suggestively into a perfect ring like a shiny, pink doughnut. “You know, I feel I ought to give her the opportunity to explore oral stimulation before we go. It would be unfair of me as her welfare officer not to check that aspect.” 
 
    “You go right ahead, Nathanial,” said the bishop. 
 
    “I happen to know that’s one of her specialities,” added the priest. 
 
    Megan couldn’t move her head, but she was managing to sway her chest from side to side. 
 
    “Is she saying ‘no’?” asked a confused Nathanial. 
 
    “Oh dear,” said a deflated Powell. “I was afraid of something like this. Perhaps it’s too soon for her… If I wait a year or two… Increase her rate of orgasm… Or would it be better to just punish her more?” 
 
    “Nonsense,” said Edith. “She’s as ready now as she’ll ever be. Just give me a moment…” and she delved into her cavernous handbag and brought out a plastic tub. “It’s meant to be a stimulant gel. Says it enhances libido. I bought it in Cardiff the other week, but I haven't had the opportunity to try it out yet.” 
 
    With that, Edith turned Megan’s plinth until they were looking at her tail end, opened the tub, and scooped out a generous dollop of the clear lubricant. “Sometimes, one needs to be more proactive,” she said as she started working the gel into Megan, twisting and pushing her fingers ever deeper as Megan wiggled and bucked. Soon, her whole hand below her wrist was hidden from view and still the elderly Bishop worked feverishly. “She’s very capacious for one so young,” she commented and then extracted her hand. “There… Have you got that dildo thing?” Powell retrieved the articulated dildo and handed it to her and Edith fed it back into Megan, wiggling it to ease its passage. With a last little push, the base plate slid between her labia and snapped into place within the crotch strap of the belt. “There… Turn her on low again, John.” 
 
    Nathanial thanked her and turned the plinth while Edith delicately wiped her hand on an embroidered handkerchief. 
 
    “Feel good, does it?” Edith asked Megan’s head. Her eyes were open so wide, there was white showing around each iris. “If you want to climax, you’d better see what you can do for Nathaniel first.” 
 
    Nathanial unzipped his fly again, but before he could approach Megan, Edith pulled a leather paddle from her bag and handed it to him. “This works, too.” 
 
    * 
 
    Megan was now trying ineffectually to roll her hips. The gel, in order to stimulate movement, was a mild irritant and she now wanted nothing more than to experience more friction within her sex than the dildo was currently supplying, but with her vulval plate once more locked in place, that no longer seemed to be on the agendum. Instead, the bald little man was lining himself up next to her mouth and all she could do was to gaze up at him with open lips like a fish waiting to be fed. It was like she was hypnotised by his reinvigorated cock springing free from the confines of his suit and its soft head tapping against her lips. 
 
    “See… The gel seems to work,” said Edith. 
 
    Nathanial sank slowly into her throat up to the hilt and then withdrew until it was just his glans filling her mouth. Megan thought he tasted, well, not very nice, but she considered that no surprise considering where he’d last put it. 
 
    “Come on, cock-sucker. Do something…” and he slapped the paddle against the side of a projecting tit. The tit slapped against its neighbour to make a double ‘clap’ and cause both teats to start leaking. Megan started to suck. He slapped again and she began sucking in earnest. 
 
    “Umm, that’s better,” and he slowly sank back into her throat to tickle her nose with his pubic hair and tap his testes against her chin. He was not a big man, not like Morgan or Lloyd, but she was grateful for that; at least she could still breathe. Each time he partially withdrew, she gave his penis head a suck and crushed it against her palate. “Oh, that’s good,” and he slapped her again with the paddle, although why he thought that would help was beyond her. 
 
    Predictably, he didn’t last long. She could tell he was about to orgasm by the spasming of his cock in her mouth and then her mouth was full of salty semen that tasted slightly of prawns. She swallowed hard to clear her throat and, in so doing, over stimulated his glans. He yanked himself rapidly from her mouth and then orgasmed again, this time over her nose and cheek. 
 
    “Oh, she is good. Thank you, Edith. That stuff certainly works well.” 
 
    Megan closed her eyes to shut out the world, but that only seemed to make the churning dildo more absorbing and didn’t help at all. 
 
    “Yes, you seem to have found a live one there, John. I can see she’s going to be invaluable for the parish even without her milk yields. Once you develop those tits, she’ll be a sensation.” 
 
    “It’s kind of you to say so. Perhaps you can leave me that gel. I’ll try her with it tomorrow before the service.” 
 
    “Of course. Let me know how you get on. As you mentioned before, we may be able to utilise you as a roving evangelist with Megan specialising in treating excessive lust. Rather than just three evening a week, I'm sure we could find bookings for every day if you could manage it.” 
 
    Behind her, Megan closed her eyes as Nathanial’s semen began to dribble from her open mouth. 
 
    * 
 
    “Well,” said Reverend Powell after Edith and Nathanial had left. “That seemed to go very well despite you trying to reject poor Nathanial’s oral penetration. That was very wicked. I was going to turn the dildo and clit tapper on high as a reward, but now I think I’ll just leave you to squirm. I’ll not have you pretending you have any choice in who you relieve; all souls should be treated the same. That could have been a poor parishioner who had just spent his pension to have you alleviate troublesome lusty thoughts and then you go and indicate he’s not welcome. How’s he going to feel?” 
 
    He picked up the gel ball from where Nathanial had dropped it and pressed it back into place behind her teeth. Then he went behind her and a few seconds later, she jumped when he rehoused the anal plug with a sharp tap. 
 
    With the ‘stimulant’ gel still inside her, the slow motion of the vaginal dildo was almost more than she could bear. He’d promised her sexual relief and now was going back on his word. He was cheating her. More than that, he was still deliberately winding up her libido to even higher levels. 
 
    Powell, oblivious to Megan’s malevolent thoughts, slowly began to reverse the assembly procedure: he unclipped her head stays before removing the headband and then unstrapped her legs from the back of the crosspieces. Finally, he lifted the wooden saddle piece from across her back and she straightened to stand erect and stare accusingly directly into his face. 
 
    “That’s it; now you know it all.” He had the good grace to look away, knowing that he’d deliberately misled her. “I'm sorry that it’s not exactly how you imagined things would be, but look at it from my point of view. I have a dangerous female that my conscience just cannot allow to wander the streets; I need to protect the morals of my parishioners and that means keeping her secure and so I have her agree to submit to me as a concubine – a slave girl that the Bible allows me to keep and use as I see fit. Now I have the opportunity to turn what could have been an expensive liability into a profitable asset that benefits the community at large and the church in particular. It also has the benefit that the girl herself is presented with a lifestyle that precisely suits her nature; one that gives her as much sexual activity as even the most dedicated nymphomaniac could crave. All right… I accept that there are certain downsides for you: I’ll need to keep you restrained and you will be burdened by your new tits and unusual teats, but try to look on the bright side. I’m sure you’ll grow to enjoy the frequent milking sessions and your tits will become famous. Just imagine what it’s going to feel like to have so many people suckle on your giant teats…” 
 
    He eventually met her gaze and saw tears in her eyes. “It’s no good, Megan. I’ve tried to be nice to you, but you’ve just got to face it: you're not a lover and now never will be. You're a sex toy, a piece of property, a collection of orifices that others can use as and when they feel the need, and the sooner to come to terms with that, the sooner you’ll settle into your new life. Now, come on. It’s getting late and we need to get you hooked up to the goat milker again.” 
 
    Powell stooped to pick up the tub of gel and the leather paddle that Edith had left on the floor and, as he straightened up, she shoulder-barged into him with all her weight knocking him down the short flight of steps and into the nave. The sudden explosive action had been so unexpected that it caught him completely off-guard and he spun as he fell in a tangle of limbs to hit the front row of pews with a grunt. She didn’t wait to see how severely he was injured; in a flurry of activity, she turned and took three rapid steps across the back of the altar, but her hobble seemed to trip her and she tumbled forward, twisting to take the force of the fall on her shoulder and coming to rest against the back wall of the church. She was still a moment as she caught her breath and then rolled unto her front, forcing her legs under her body until she was kneeling, but without the use of her arms and with her legs linked together, she couldn’t rise further. She crawled on her knees as fast as she could manage towards the altar to try and lever herself back up onto her feet, but she was already too late to evade the priest. The leather paddle slapped down onto her back with enough force to flatten her onto the floor again and all thoughts of escape were instantly replaced by thoughts of self-preservation. The priest snatched at an arm and dragged her to her feet. 
 
    “What on earth do you think you're doing? Do you think you can just run away from me with your legs chained together? You're a fool Megan and I can promise you that you will bitterly regret this interlude. You could have seriously injured me.” 
 
    He gripped her collar and slowly hooked the snap link of the leash back through her nose ring, daring her to turn her head. She held steady and, with a slight limp, he moved around the altar and down the other set of steps on his way towards the far door of the church with Megan following like a well-trained poodle on her leash. 
 
    The light was almost gone as they ventured outside and she struggling to keep up as he picked his way across the small graveyard. In her head there were so many regrets, so much she shouldn’t have done or, at least, thought more carefully about the consequences. Was that trend set to continue? Maybe… Only time will tell. Meanwhile, there was still much to distract her, not least the slow churning between her linked thighs exacerbated by Edith’s magic gel. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 29    
The Reckoning 
 
   She was back in the study with her collar once more chained to the wall and her body trapped over the milking table. The goat milker was tugging at her teats and the dildo was still flooding her with waves of longing as it churned inside her, redistributing the stimulant gel that the bishop had so kindly provided over the sensitive nerve endings inside her. Powell towered over her head like an avenging angel. 
 
    It was now ten thirty. The priest had spent the last half hour telling her how stupid she was. To even consider running away when she could run no faster than the priest could amble was beyond belief. He said she’d bruised his shoulder and he’d twisted his leg when she pushed him and for that she was going to be punished in a way she’ll remember forever. 
 
    He’d not been gentle with her, but that was hardly surprising. He’d brought Edith’s leather paddle back with him and used it indiscriminately on her breasts before connecting the goat milker and she was not red and bruised. He’d used it on her buttocks too once he’d got her fixed to the table top and her skin was now hot and smarting. 
 
    For an instant, she thought it was all over when he stopped the dildo, but then he unlocked its mounting plate and withdrew the log phallus from her, and she knew he was only getting started. He’d touched her then, placing the palm of his hand over the soft, bulging mass of her engorged labia, but the almost affectionate caress didn’t last more than a moment before he struck her with the paddle. It made a loud clap as the heavy leather flattened her sex and her body flew into wild panic. Her legs were trembling, but there was nowhere to go and she was screaming, but no sound escaped from around the gel ball. 
 
    He struck her again and again, each time leaving her sex more swollen and redder than before until just a light touch was too much to bear. Then he moved to the desk to lean on its table top breathing hard. She thought it was all over, but once he’d recovered his breath, he reached down beside the side to recover a cane and she blanched. When he turned to her, his face was red and his eyes shadowed beneath his low brows. 
 
    Megan shook her head frantically, but he ignored her and disappeared from sight behind her. There was a hiss as the cane fizzled through the air, but it didn’t land. It was a feint. The second time she heard hit, it struck the underside of her thighs like a knife to leave he gasping in panic. Her brain seemed to freeze as the pain closed down every other thought and she was left stumbling through and impenetrable mist in her mind. A second hiss and a snake suddenly materialised from the cloud to lunge at her and land a second searing strike on the soft flesh of her buttocks. 
 
    Another hiss, another snake and another scream as her legs and bum seemed to ignite with a fire that was consuming her skin to leave raw flesh. Twelve times the snakes struck to leave her stupefied and snivelling with tears that defeated sight. 
 
    “Megan…” His voice was calm and controlled, but barely audible over the screams that still raged in her head. “Megan…” he repeated louder now. “God has forgiven me for my lack of care with Lucy and has rewarded my care of you.” 
 
    She turned her head towards the voice and her vision cleared enough to distinguish his features. He was standing before her with his trousers unfastened and from his flies there protruded a long, hard erection. Her eyes rose to his face and he was staring at her with a fixed rictus grin. 
 
    “He is telling me that I am now in the right… That lessons taught must be reinforced with pain. That I must be guided by the Bible if I am to tutor slaves correctly and he has rewarded me for tonight’s effort.” 
 
    His staring eyes made her shudder. The man had just discovered that he was a sadist and that didn’t bode well for future encounters; they were likely to become more and more uncomfortable. No sooner had that thought penetrated than she felt the tip of his penis nudge her tender sex. 
 
    No… Not now… Not like this… 
 
    With a single violent thrust, he impaled her with such force that he lifted her feet from the floor and slammed bodily into the bloody welts left by the cane… 
 
    * 
 
    Megan hung over the table top with her head lolling limply. The priest had gone. With a tirade of vile threats and warnings about what he would do on his return, he’d left her, but she didn’t pay much attention to his ramblings; after all, what more could he do? 
 
    The goat milker was still working at her tits, but by now there wasn’t much milk left to collect. The dildo was operating too, churning slowing within her sex to stir the seed he’d deposited and mix it with Edith’s magic gel, but it meant little to her now. It was the last thing he’d done before he left her: reinstalled the articulated dildo and locked the cover plate over her throbbing vulva. 
 
    She watched him leave with relief; with one shoulder held higher than the other, he walked stiffly from the room. He’d even extinguished the light on his way out; his last petty act to demonstrate his omnipotence compared to her and she’d listened as he’d first moved around the kitchen, drawing water from the tap and stoking the range, before slamming the front door on his way to the church. 
 
    He’d gone to light Lucy’s candle; the one true love of his life that he’d driven insane with his piety, his belief in Old Testament laws, and his extreme dominionism. 
 
    Megan tried to ignore the crawling itch in her sex and the continuous tug and bounce of the teat cups as they drained her dry and concentrated on the obscure glass of the window. Outside it was now as black as pitch with no moon and low cloud concealing any stars, not that such stars would be visible through the glass. It was the candle she was straining to see; the tiny yellow reflection in the corner of the window that would tell her that she had failed; that it had all been for naught. 
 
    The priest had been gone ten minutes; more than enough time and she was beginning to despair. And then a small flare from his match followed almost instantaneously by a vivid flash that lit up the entire glass and turned night into day. An instant later and the window glass imploded to the sound of a cataclysmic explosion that shook the old house and everything in it. Razor-sharp shards of glass peppered the wall and bunk immediately opposite the window with fragments splaying outwards to where Megan hung over the table, partly shrouded by the wall. She had her eyes tightly shut and felt glass like needles cutting her face and shoulders. When she opened them again, the window had gone and the trees outside were lit by a garish light as the church was reduced to a burning shell with a hellish inferno illuminating all within. 
 
    * 
 
    “It was like the erupting of a volcano on a mountaintop,” said one observer quoted in the local newspaper. In any event, it was enough to attract the attention of those down in the valley and within fifteen minutes, a fire tender arrived followed almost immediately by several police vehicles. It was not surprising that the emergency services didn’t notice her for quite some time; their main concern was the church and the vicarage was in darkness. 
 
    It was Sergeant Hughes who found her. He’d entered through the unlocked door looking for them both and had been attracted by the pulsing sound coming from the office. Walking into the darkened room with glass crunching beneath his feet, he found Megan lit by the light of the burning church and locked over the milking table with the teat cups still bouncing under her chest. She was barely conscious and her hair and face were red with blood from several cuts. 
 
    Within a very few minutes, light had been restored and she’d been released from the table. The room was suddenly full of medics and policemen; the former treating the girl’s head and shoulders, back and legs, and the latter attempting to release her from her restraints. In the end, somebody found some bolt cutters and the padlocks were cut from her body. The last thing to be removed was the steel chastity belt complete with both its plugs, one of them still churning with a slow writhing motion, and that was accomplished with the help of a spare set of keys found in the priest’s bedside cabinet. 
 
    “Megan… Megan, can you hear me?” 
 
    “The girl’s in shock,” said a female medic. “Look at her face; her mouth is wide open.” Sergeant Hughes had removed the gel ball, but Megan was just silently staring at him and making no attempt to close her mouth. Then she pointed at her cheeks with both hands. 
 
    “I don’t think she can close her mouth,” said the sergeant and the woman took a small torch and looked inside. 
 
    “There’s something in here. It seems to be attached to her back teeth and is keeping her mouth open.” 
 
    Megan was becoming stronger and, wrapped in the blanket the medic had given her, she scanned the floor looking for the bar magnet amongst the debris. She spotted it under the priest’s chair and pointed to it, but Hughes just looked about him in confusion. In the end, she rose from the bunk which, devoid of its bedding, was free from glass and, supported by the sergeant, recovered the article. It took a couple of tries because she didn’t know what end to use, but at last both detents unlatched and she closed her mouth and turned to the sergeant with a wry grin. 
 
    “Can you speak?” asked Hughes and Megan shook her head. She indicated that she could write and pen and paper were hurriedly supplied. 
 
    ‘Something sprayed into my throat,’ she wrote. 
 
    “Where’s Reverend Powell?” 
 
    ‘He went to the church.’ 
 
    “We need to get this girl to the hospital for a full check-up,” said the medic and Hughes nodded. 
 
    “We’ll talk later,” he said and gave her what he supposed was a reassuring smile. 
 
    * 
 
    It was the next afternoon before Hughes made good his promise and sat next to her hospital bed holding a wilted bunch of flowers and a box of chocolates. Megan thought it was funny and was grinning at him. 
 
    “I’m sorry about everything; sorry for not believing you. When they finally sifted through the debris at Vale End Farm, they found the true seat of the fire. It was the settee in the living room. There was very little left of it apart from some steel springs, but there was an ashtray, a drinking glass, and a whisky bottle tangled amongst them. Seems your step-father might have fallen asleep smoking and spilt his drink.” 
 
    “He’d always have a last cigarette before going to bed.” 
 
    “If you’d been in the house at the time, you’d probably not have survived either.” 
 
    “I'm not sorry he’s dead. He was a horrible man, but I miss mum. She didn’t deserve him.” 
 
    “And the Reverend Powell? What was going on there?” 
 
    Megan turned her head away and was silent for quite some time. Eventually, she met the sergeant’s gaze once more. “I'm not sorry he’s dead either. He tricked me. I thought he was a good man; a kind man who would look after me, but he only wanted me so his mates could use me for sex; that and milking me to satisfy his kinky imagination. He wasn’t ever going to let me go…” 
 
    “Well, at least there’s no doubt about what happened there and no suggestion that you were involved; you couldn’t have done anything the way you were chained up. Seems he was too clever for his own good. He’d constructed some sort of methane generator out the back of the church and had a gas pipe through the wall behind the altar. I suppose he had a heater or something going in the winter. It was all very dangerous and very illegal. Anyway, the gas tap was open, perhaps he’d caught it on something in passing and not noticed, the gas leaked into the church and he did something to ignite it.” 
 
    “He went to light a candle for Lucy, his late wife.” 
 
    “Yep, that would do it. Speaking of Lucy, do you recognise this?” 
 
    He showed her a sketch of a symbol: a circle with a cross inside it and hanging from the arms of the cross was a chain linking the two extremities. She shook her head. 
 
    “Lucy had this symbol tattooed on her back; not very big; only about 6 cm across. We asked the reverend about it at the time, but he just said that it was Lucy’s choice and he had no idea what it meant.” 
 
    “He told me that Lucy committed suicide to get away from him, but that he really loved her. That’s why he’d light a candle every night.” 
 
    “I think Lucy had to put up with a lot. Few people saw her in the final months of her life, so we don’t really know what was going on, but we think you’ve had a lucky escape.” He hesitated. Perhaps he shouldn’t say more, but the girl had a right to know the whole truth. “When we went into the kitchen last night after you’d left in the ambulance and we found something. It was a branding iron depicting this same symbol and it was heating in the fire of the cooking range.” 
 
    Megan went cold and started shivering. The policeman pulled a blanket tighter around her shoulders and then opened the chocolates. 
 
    “It’s over, Megan…” 
 
    * 
 
    Hughes was wrong; it was only just beginning. The next instalment of her life followed closely on Hughes departure when Elly appeared with yet another assortment of chocolates that they slowly devoured together. It continued in the days and weeks that followed when the Diocese of Saint Davids decided that it didn’t know what to do with Bladffynnon vicarage and its wrecked church, so decided to do nothing hasty. Driven mainly, Megan suspected, by a sense of associative guilt, the Diocese repaired the vicarage windows and asked Megan to stay on as housekeeper while the site’s long term future was resolved and the church authorities were even prepared to pay her a salary, one that had increased owing to the fact that she was now over eighteen. 
 
    Of course, that gave Megan a problem with transport, but that was resolved when Elly moved in with her and came with her latest acquisition, a small car. Elly was enrolled in Aberystwyth University and Megan will be joining her for the daily journey to attend the sixth form college and retake her final year of schooling. 
 
    * 
 
    Two months later, and the girls were in Tregaron buying groceries. It was high-summer and the weather was good; both girls were happy to make the most of the sunshine and sat on a bench in the park licking ice-cream cones. Nothing, it seemed, could ever foul Megan’s life again, but then again, nothing in life can be predicted with certainty. Fifty metres up the road, two more people sat in a small yellow saloon car; the woman was wearing a rather frumpy floral frock and the man in the passenger seat had a bald head. 
 
    “It’s not right; not right at all,” said the man. “She signed the papers. She belongs to us.” 
 
    “That’s as maybe, but we just can't claim her like lost property. You and I know she’s our property, she may even know it herself, but if we take her, we will be committing a criminal act according to the law of the land.” 
 
    “But that’s ridiculous. We answer to a higher authority; they can't stop us.” 
 
    “Not everybody round here has the same high regard for Biblical tenets. No… We’ll have to be patient, recover her at a time when she won’t be missed. She’s young; she’ll still be young in four or five years’ time. We can wait.” 
 
    “But her lactation. We’ll have to start all over again.” 
 
    “Her breasts will have already dried up…” 
 
    Over on the park bench, a similar conversation was taking place. 
 
    “How are your spectacular tits, Megan? Feeling a bit full yet?” 
 
    “You feeling a little thirsty?” 
 
    Elly laughed. “You wish… You're not going anywhere this evening until your tits have been pumped dry, your arse has been spanked, and you're screaming because there’s something motorised in yer kitty. I’m locking you to the goat milker as soon as we get back.” 
 
    “Why is it always me? Why don’t I ever get to abuse you?” 
 
    “Cos you’re the one that needs milking. Anyway, I'm a better kitty-licker than you.” 
 
    Megan fixed her friend with a hard stare and took a deep breath. For long moments, both were motionless and nothing was said, and then suddenly Megan jumped up. “Race you to the car,” she cried and charged up the road. 
 
      
 
    -  The End  - 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Extract from the book 
“The Gratified Queen of Cabius” 
 
   Humans are, at last, expanding their horizons. Assisted by cyborgs - genetically cloned biological bodies equipped with simple, silicon-based operating systems - a vanguard of male and female astronauts was dispatched to establish the first colony on Alpha Centauri’s planet Cabius 4.5 light-years away. They won’t be starting from scratch; an earlier flight landed other cyborgs to prepare the ground for the pioneer’s arrival. It was just unfortunate that nobody realised that one of these original cyborgs was different from the rest. She was called Dawn and, unlike all her contemporaries, her silicon brain contained a gratification module. 
 
    At this stage of the story, Dawn has assumed command of the entire colony, fitted all the humans with discipline collars, and has nominated Alison, one of the astronauts, as her personal servant. The other astronauts are just waking up after their first night on the planet. 
 
      
 
    *   *   *   *   * 
 
   The next morning was much like the day before: Dry, warm, and bright if slightly pink. Reports from the planet had indicated that the temperature varied very little throughout the Cabian year with no seasonal changes. The temperature drops significantly towards the poles, but at their latitude remained at an almost constant 25 degrees Celsius during the daylight hours and 10 degrees cooler and wetter at night. 
 
    Dexter and Eve spent an uncomfortable night clasped in each other’s arms on one of the tiny bunks. Unable to remove any clothing, they were still wearing the clothes they’d been allocated the day before including their footwear. And then, after five hours of sleep, one of their apartment doors opened and the same cyborg announced that breakfast was being served. They struggled awake and were allowed five minutes in their separate bathrooms before following him down the passageway to the dining area, still half asleep and not in the best of moods. With the exception of Alison, this time there was a full complement for the meal, Dora braving the supposed stares of her comrades with a contrived attitude of indifference. 
 
    Breakfast was toasted cotton wool bread with fruit jam and a pot of tea and didn’t take long to consume. It was at the end of the meal when they were all sitting quietly nervously eyeing the droids that Dawn reappeared with several of her fellow cyborgs. She was dressed soberly in a dark jump suit with her male subordinates wearing black military garb, but they carried no weapons. 
 
    “Good morning. I trust you all slept well…” No-one answered her; her jovial humour held no illusions for her audience, but she didn’t seem either surprised or bothered. “Today, you will be split into two groups, the larger of which will be working in the green houses. I would like Eve, Dora and Sophie to accompany me; you’ll be doing something different.” 
 
    They were the same three women who declined to attend the evening meal the night before and nobody thought that a mere coincidence. Sophie was quick to jump to her feet. “I don’t want to go with you,” she stated emphatically. 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s non-negotiable,” said Dawn calmly. 
 
    “I’m just not going and that’s non-negotiable too.” Her decisive statement was followed by a high-pitched scream and she crashed forward onto the table top clutching the collar around her neck. 
 
    “No…” cried Moses, her husband, and he too stood only to topple to the ground with a guttural moan. Their discomfort lasted no more than a few seconds apiece after which they lay still panting for a few more seconds before slowly resuming their seats. Moses sat with his head buried in his hands and Sophie just staring at Dawn with wide eyes and her hands still clasped about the collar. 
 
    “I presume you’ve reconsidered?” asked Dawn. “I could make the pain last much longer.” Sophie’s head nodded almost imperceptibly. “Good. In that case, you three ladies can follow me; the others should go with my guards who will clothe you appropriately and explain your duties.” 
 
    * 
 
    Dawn led Eve, Dora and Sophie out of the hall at the opposite end to the accommodation corridor and along another passage. Automatic lighting preceded her, guards saluted, and doors opened automatically as she approached. And then they were in a strange area that looked like a cross between a garage and a medical operating theatre, a large room with tables stacked with antique leather strapping and chromed metallic fittings. 
 
    There were droids there too; three of them crouching motionless on their mechanical legs, arms folded and eyes gazing sightlessly straight ahead. Dawn paused in the centre of the room. 
 
    “Wait here while I fetch Alison. She can help us…” 
 
    She left through another doorway to leave the three girls alone. “What do you think this place is?” asked Dora. 
 
    “That’s anybody’s guess,” said Sophie. “That woman’s nuts.” 
 
    “She’s not a woman,” said Eve. “She’s an android; a biological machine with a silicon brain. She was created, not born.” 
 
    “Well she thinks she’s a woman.” 
 
    “Do you think she’s going to, well… assault us?” 
 
    “You mean, do I think we’re going to experience some sort of induced orgasm?” asked Sophie with a cool look towards Dora. “Feeling a little needy, are we? There’s no reason to be coy about it; we’re all feeling the same.” Dora just stared, her mouth working, but no words emerging. “The creature wants us for sex; that much is obvious. What we will get from the encounter is anybody’s guess, but one thing is clear: there’s precious little we can do about it, so just lie back and enjoy it…” 
 
    “I doubt it will be as easy as that,” said Eve. “Just look at what she’s done so far with our costumes, the chastity plates and nipple caps; that’s not the behaviour of someone who’s going to be content with a simple roll in the bed.” 
 
    “I don’t know what she’s thinking,” said Dora. “But whatever it is, I don’t think I’m going to like it.” 
 
    Eve suddenly stiffened. “Look, over there against the wall. Is that a rickshaw?” 
 
    They wandered over to gaze upon a lightweight, aluminium framed cart with a single bench seat slung between two large diameter wheels with thin, pneumatic tyres. Out the front extended a pair of short shafts. 
 
    “I’ve got a bad feeling about this, girls,” said Sophie. 
 
    “Do you think it’s made for us then?” asked Dora. 
 
    “Do you see any ponies here? Of course, it’s made for us. The shafts are much too short for anything other than an upright person holding them.” 
 
    “We’re missing something here,” said Eve. “If these were handles, they’d have hand grips instead of being smooth and there are little actuators inside the hollow shafts. I think something else links to them.” 
 
    It was Sophie who picked up on the irony of their conversation. “I can’t believe we’re just standing round rationally discussing how that bitch is going to make us pull this. I don’t want to spend my day pretending I’m a horse.” 
 
    “They used to be a common form of transport in Asia in the last century. How bad can it be?” asked Dora. 
 
    Eve told her how bad: “I don’t know about you, but I’m find just walking quite challenging at present.” 
 
    It was the first time that anyone had made reference to the phalli attached to the chastity plates, however circuitous that reference, and the other two just stared to her not knowing what to say. It was Dora who broke to silence. “I’m missing Ellis,” she said quietly, a topic only obliquely related to the subject in hand. 
 
    “I know exactly how you feel,” said Sophie. “It’s only been a day and I feel like I’ve been celibate for years.” 
 
    Eve couldn’t resist a wry smile. “Technically, you have. We’ve been asleep for the past six years.” Her comment was met with a derisive sneer, but she had a more serious point to make. “This whole thing has been very carefully planned. Even before we left earth Dawn must have put in place revised programs for the flight droids. We may have been asleep, but we were all altered in one way or another and not just with the piercings; I’m sure my legs are longer, but I’ve checked my height and I'm no taller.” 
 
    “Don’t forget about our new monster teats.” Sophie looked at the metal thimbles locked onto their breasts… “At least, I presume that’s affected everyone.” 
 
    “The point I’m trying to make is that it’s not just our bodies that have been altered; she’s changed us emotionally too by making us feel, well… more amorous. I suppose it’s all done with hormones, but I definitely don’t remember being this sex-obsessed before.” 
 
    “People always want what they can’t have,” noted Sophie. 
 
    “Of course, that’s true, but there’s much more to it than that. What do you think about this Dora? You’re very quiet.” 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it. I don’t think it’s a subject for open discussion.” 
 
    “No perhaps not, but that doesn’t mean it’s not happening.” 
 
    Suddenly, Dora gasped. “The droids are moving.” It was true. All three of them slowly rose on their spindly legs and rotated to face the girls, then they advanced. Sophie and Dora put out their hands to fend them off, a reflex reaction that was totally ineffective, whilst Eve tried unsuccessfully to duck under one of their arms. Droids, however, can be surprisingly agile and all three girls found themselves held by their wrists. Further resistance was futile – the droids were a hundred times stronger than flesh and blood – and in a heartbeat, the girls had their arms held horizontally towards the creatures and were staring into their rows of dark, unblinking eyes. The droids’ movements were synchronised and they moved as if in some form of choreographed dance, closing wide steel rings about the girls’ wrists so that they all locked at the exact same instant. 
 
    Still the droids didn’t release their captives. They guided them forward until they were standing side by side behind a moulded carbon fibre beam a metre and a half wide spanning the gap between two benches. There was a series of sharp snaps and their steel wrist bands were click-locked into clamps on the back of the beam to leave their hands grasping its cylindrical surface. They were now standing almost shoulder to shoulder, their arms held out in front with their forearms horizontal, and they were all staring straight ahead at their own reflections in a large mirror. 
 
    On the left, Dora shrieked and tried to twist away, but Eve and Sophie were calmer; it wasn’t as if they could actually do anything. The droids backed away and settled back down on their haunches whilst behind their backs, a door opened. 
 
    “Alison…” cried Eve looking over her shoulder and Dora gave another long moan. 
 
    Dawn walked into the room leading Alison who was wearing the same costume of the night before, the 1970’s corset, stockings and boots. Her arm binder had been replaced with a simple pair of steel cuffs to retain her wrists behind her back, but the penis gag had been refitted. Dawn, however, had changed. She was now clothed in a heavy, knee-length skirt, black jack boots, and a white blouse with lace frills down the front panels and around each cuff. Around her neck was a short black tie and, to further the theatrical display, she’d also donned sunglasses to complete her dramatic if clichéd appearance. She was using the same nipple leash on Alison that had already proved itself to be so effective. 
 
    “Alison,” echoed Dora in a quieter voice. “Are you alright?” 
 
    It was a stupid question and Dora instantly regretted it. She could see exactly how right Alison was and it was making her tremble. 
 
    “Alison,” said Dawn. “Dora has asked you a question. Aren’t you going to answer her?” 
 
    Alison looked at Dora and nodded and, although nobody believed her, Dawn seemed satisfied. 
 
    “Good. Now come over here and I’ll remove the cuffs.” With her hands now free, Alison unbuckled the straps about her head herself and pulled them from her face along with the ring and penis gag. Dawn smiled and unclipped the leash from the chain linking her teats, leaving the latter still in place. “Don’t forget anything I told you. It all has to be done right…” 
 
    The three girls peered at their friend. She looked uncomfortable and reluctant to meet their gaze, perhaps because of the outlandish fetish-themed costume she was wearing, although none of them supposed it was her choice. Dora was at least as embarrassed as Alison just looking at her, but the big question in all their minds was is this how we’re all going to be? Their fears seemed to be confirmed when Dawn added, “Alison is going to prepare you all now,” and then left the room. 
 
    “Alison,” whispered Eve. “What’s going on? What’s happening?” 
 
    “The creature’s sex mad. Her brain has been modified and now she thinks she’s a human dominatrix.” 
 
    The three of them were still standing in a line, unable to move with their arms trapped in the clamps. The carbon fibre beam structure to which they were affixed was clipped between the benches a few centimetres above waist height and moulded onto its back face were three flat plates at the height of the girl’s ribs, each with a small hole on its centreline near its top edge, about on level with their breasts. They were standing some distance away from the plates and their purpose was, as yet, unknown. Eve, standing between the other two at the centre of the beam, tugged at her arms. “What is this thing she’s attached us to? Whatever it is, we can’t now let go of it.” 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s one of its main functions. You’ll find out soon enough what it’s all for, but first I have to fit you all with bridles.” 
 
    “Bridles? Alison, you can’t.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I have no choice. The droids are watching and if you try to resist, they’ll just trigger your collars…” She glanced at the mechanoids, dormant but still menacing. “Or mine,” she added. She picked up an assembly of leather straps from one of the benches and shook it out to untangle it before holding it up against Eve’s forehead. It took a little time to adjust all the straps and buckles so that the fit was perfect, but soon it was tight about her head and cheeks. Eve hesitated when Alison raised the gag to her lips, a rubber coated plug in the shape of a short but fat penis, but the fact that it was hollow with a multitude of small holes along its shaft that allowed the wearer unrestricted breathing gave her confidence that Dawn had, at least, considered her welfare. 
 
    “Please…” whispered Alison and Eve opened her mouth. Alison slipped it between her lips and slid it into place over her tongue, fixing it with a buckle on either cheek. After a final adjustment of the chin strap, Eve’s bridle was complete and she stared at Alison with a look of enforced astonishment distorting her features. Speech was now well beyond her capability, although animal-like sounds were still possible. Alison moved on to Sophie. 
 
    “What’s it like?” Sophie asked Eve. Her reply was an indistinguishable grunt and then she nodded her head. With a deep sigh, Sophie turned back to Alison who wrapped the main strap around her forehead. Dora, when it was her turn, said not a word, but watched Alison with eyes wide open; she didn’t blink once. 
 
    The three now stood in silence, their long skirts nearly touching the floor and their naked breasts all aligned. It was the girls’ dresses that now drew Alison’s attention. She walked behind them holding what looked like a small, plastic key fob, touching it against waistbands and shoulder straps one after the other. When she next touched the clothes, the shoulder straps dropped away and zips operated smoothly allowing the skirts to slip down their legs to the floor. From the back, the girls were now entirely naked, but from the front they were still partially covered by their chastity plates and, to a lesser extent, by the metal thimbles on the nipples. 
 
    Alison knelt behind Eve and tapped her foot. She lifted it to release the skirt and Alison removed her WSA issued boot. 
 
    “Hold still,” she said and slipped the toe of a dark nylon stocking over her foot and up her leg, carefully smoothing it and centring its black seam up the back as she went. When Eve replaced her foot on the ground, it was within the toe of a patent leather ankle boot complete with platform sole and a high heel. A minute later and her other foot was similarly clad. It took a little longer to fasten the black lace suspender belt about her waist and connect the six thick elastic straps to the tops of the stockings. 
 
    When all three were similarly attired, they stood 15 cm higher in their tall heels and platforms and their abdomens were now against the beam’s plates. Dawn’s scheme was becoming clearer, but there was still a long way to go. 
 
    “You do get skirts,” said Alison quietly. “Well, sort of…” The skirts she fitted were short at the front and looked expensively tailored from a dark, pin-striped material that appeared to be real wool. They were made with flat front panels and pleated sides, but the back was completely absent to leave their cheeks exposed above the dark tops of their stockings. From the front, they wouldn’t have looked out of place in an early twenty-first century business meeting and the girls, used to wearing only long skirts and dresses, stared boggle-eyed at their shiny, black-clad thighs below the high hemlines. From the back, the girls’ bottoms were naked and Alison made no attempt to explain why. 
 
    Alison next picked up three wide leather belts, each with a small peg about half way along their length. The pegs clicked into place in the holes on the back of the beam’s pressure plates and held the girls in position once Alison had buckled them about their waists. 
 
    “Oh good,” said Dawn re-entering the workshop. “Nearly finished. Bring the cart over here and we’ll connect them up. 
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