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Chapter 1     
A New Home

Inever knew him. I knew of him, of course. Mum told me stories about how they’d met and the bohemian lifestyle they both adopted, moving from squat to squat, gate-crashing music festivals, and generally behaving as if life was nothing but a transient moment within a greater existence, a blip in one’s journey through a psychedelic cosmos that occasionally breaks through into consciousness. And then mum fell pregnant with me and reality struck. One evening, they were snuggled together on the settee, kissing and generally playing, and the next morning he was gone, never to be heard from again. Until now…

Mum had passed three years ago when I was eighteen. ‘A surfeit of drink and drugs’, the doctor had said. It wasn’t a surprise; she’d not been right for many years, but she was my mum and I miss her. That was the year, too, that I’d become pregnant. I didn’t see Charlie for dust as soon as he found out what he’d done; what we’d done between us… A case of history repeating itself?

Mum seemed to pull herself together during those last few months and that helped me come to terms with my imminent change of circumstances. I stopped drinking as soon as I found out and I hadn't taken any drugs for several years, but the really big change was that I found God.

Everything suddenly seemed to slot into place, particularly the part about chastity before marriage.

“Sex is a gift from God to be used between a man and his wife for the furtherance of the family,” said the vicar and sitting in the pew with a rapidly expanding belly, I whole-heartedly agreed. Mum and I cleaned up pretty well even if I do say so myself and our little two-bedroom terraced house in rural Wales at last became a proper home.

She died before the baby was due. I buried her and struggled through the final months alone, but it was not to be. Four weeks before his time, the nurse could detect no heartbeat. I was rushed into the hospital, but they could do nothing. “The foetus was not viable,” was how the doctor described it before telling me how sorry he was. “Sometimes it just happens like that. Nature can’t get it right all the time.” Then they induced me and I had to go through the trial of childbirth knowing there would be nothing at the end of it all. At least there was no pain; they filled me up with drugs because, well, what further harm could it do.

I left the hospital the next day and returned to my lonely little house feeling like the world had played a cruel joke on me. Father Davies paid me a visit that evening and we talked a long time. I told him I felt so empty; my baby had come and gone and I had nothing to show for it, nothing to remember him by.

“Are you lactating?” he asked.

The question took me completely by surprise and I just stared at him.

“There are new mothers who find difficulty in feeding their new-borns,” he said. “Human milk is so much better for infants, but there is never enough to go round. I thought, perhaps, you might consider donating to the milk bank in Newport and then, at least, some good will come out of this sad situation.”

That was almost three years ago and I had been expressing milk ever since and taking the little plastic bottles to the milk bank every evening. At first, I was worried, somewhat selfishly, that I would lose my shape and become flaccid and pendulous, but the lady at the milk bank assured me it didn’t work like that. So long as I only extracted the same quantity at regular intervals, I would hardly change shape at all; and so it proved. I used to be a pretty ‘B’ cup and now I would alternate between ‘B’ and ‘C’ five times a day, the only real difference being that my teats had increased in size considerably. I didn’t care about that; it only made them more sensitive and, anyway, it felt good to know that I was helping people.

It was very little bother. Five times a day, I would use the small, electric breast pump to expel 100cc of milk from either side and drop off the small bottles on my way home from work, and each evening I would arrive home with a warm feeling inside for a job well-done and a sense of excited anticipation for the jobs still to come. It hadn't taken me long to realise that the task was not altogether altruistic; my returns were great indeed and just getting better.

Lactation produces a hormone intended to bond the baby with the mother, a feel-good hormone called oxytocin. It’s the same hormone that the brain produces during orgasm and, my God, does it work. Father Davies views me as a reformed character and in many ways, I am, but I have to admit that largess for the little, under-fed babies is not the only reason I'm still lactating.

And now this happens… After nearly twenty-two years, my biological father, Andrew Bartholomew Meadows, sends me a letter.

To be strictly accurate, it wasn’t him that sent the letter, it was his solicitor; Andrew Meadows was dead. I don’t even know how he knew where I lived, but, in any event, the letter found me. The communication was in two parts: the first was a copy of his will that was very brief and just said that I was his only beneficiary and would receive his residual estate without explaining what it was he was leaving me. The second document was a hand-written letter addressed to me. In it, he told me that he moved to India after leaving mum and became involved with a religious sect called ‘The Children of Babylon’, although he admits that its origins probably had little to do with the ancient city and much to do with psychedelic drugs. However, over the years, the sect flourished and, in many ways, became more main-stream.

It was, and still is, a Christian sect and was based on a rigid moral code and strict adherence to the Bible. This surprised me knowing his previous history, but his letter went on to explain that the accident of my birth had a profound effect on him and, thereafter, he became celibate. After a few years, he moved away from India and on to places new, first to Australia and then north into Indonesia. It was while seeking solace and enlightenment on a desolate island south-west of Timor that he found, of all things, opals in the soft white stone of the hillside. Meadows was no geologist, but knew the island was on a fault line and wondered whether the unusual mix of sedimentary and volcanic rocks in such close proximity had anything to do with the stones’ formation. Volcanic activity was hard to miss on the island and there was a geothermal spring near to where he found the opals that formed a hot-water bathing pool in a basin near the island’s modest summit.

The shimmering colours of the stones were predominately green, known as Chakra Opals, and their supposed metaphysical properties encouraged him to contact his friends back in India. Soon, he had two assistants helping him to prise the gems from the grip of their white rock-clay and, a few months later, two more came out to help. Within a year, there was a veritable colony of ex-hippy miners with unconventional religious ideas grubbing away on the remote hillside and they called their community New Babylon.

The letter goes on to describe how the community developed and became ever more insular; a religiously driven colony on an island no more than five kilometres long lying twenty kilometres from the nearest inhabited land, a much larger island called Rote Island. He said that at the last count a year ago, there were over two hundred and fifty people living in New Babylon and sharing a lifestyle that was a mixture of high tech and biblically feudal at the same time. They enjoyed many of the benefits of Western living while complying with biblical tenets that many would find oppressive and intolerable; a community steered by its High Priest from his throne of power in the temple complex built around the hot spring.

Finally, my father disclosed what it was he was leaving me. Although he alone had discovered the site and filed the mining rights, in accordance with the customs of his new religion, he shared everything and the only thing of value he eventually owned was a small house within the island community.

I put down the letter and stared out of the window at the grey sky. I owned a house. In Indonesia… And I burst out laughing.

*

That was in February; now it was June and I was still mulling over what I should do. It would take all my savings just to get out there and then what? I could be stranded with no way back. The thought of giving up the little rented house I shared with mum was an emotional tie too. On the other hand, I ought to at least go and see my new property.

What made up my mind was an evening with Di Griffith. He was a personable man of my age and particularly good looking with black, wavy hair cut short at the back but hanging over his forehead in a thick wave at the front. He took me to a restaurant in town, quite a good restaurant, and we enjoyed an evening of fine dining but rather one-sided conversation. I learnt all about his childhood, that he intended to become an engineer, liked trance music, and was about to buy a new car: a small Ford that he assured me would go very fast. He didn’t ask me much about my life and learnt very little other than I was single and lived alone, but I suspect he knew that already.

The waiter cleared away our plates, we finished the bottle of wine, Di paid the bill, and then he touched my breast… I know I didn’t imagine it. He held out a hand to help me from my chair and instead of holding my arm, his hand was on my side with his palm against me… And now he’s acting as if nothing in particular had happened. What had happened was that he pressed his hand against the side of my breast.

“D’you fancy a nightcap in the bar before I take you home?”

His voice was easy-going and relaxed, his smile condescending. “I think I'd like to go home now. It’s been a lovely evening, but I feel tired and I have things to do in the morning.” It was Sunday the next day and I always attended an early service.

“Of course,” he said and held my coat open for me.

It had been a pleasant evening. The meal had been delicious, but I couldn’t help but feel uneasy about the casual way he had touched me. He drove me home and walked me up the short path to the door, and I leaned forward and gave him a light kiss on his cheek.

“Goodnight,” I said. “Thank you for a nice evening.”

“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” he asked.

“I’m tired. I need to get to bed.”

He put his arm up with his hand on the door, blocking my way.

“I thought we could, you know…”

“I don’t,” I said and waited patiently for him to remove his hand. He didn’t and instead moved closer, pressing himself against me. “Please,” I murmured and tried to push him away.

“Don’t be like that. Good girls should be grateful for the attention.”

“I don’t need your attention,” I replied, my tone hardening.

“Do you know how much that meal cost? I could have got a prossie down at the docks for half the price.” His hand closed tightly over my breast as his face sought mine.

“No,” I shouted and bit his lip. He squealed and slapped my face so hard my head banged into the brickwork.

“You’ll be sorry for that,” he growled.

“Is everything alright?” called my neighbour from her window.

“I’ll be back,” he muttered and then was gone.

“It’s ok, Mrs Wright. I’m fine.”

Nervously, I fumbled with my key and then locked myself in. The next morning, I looked up the flights to Timor.


Chapter 2     
The 7th Rule

Ibought a one-way flight to Dili in East Timor with a budget airline, it was all I could afford, and, after a twenty-hour flight, embarked on a twelve-hour bus ride to Kupang in the far west. I was still far short of my destination, but was grateful for the six-hour break before the boat left for Ombok on Rote Island. The final leg of my journey was the twenty-three kilometres of Indian Ocean between Ombok port and New Babylon Island, and that was likely to be the hardest part the journey. In the end, I discovered that the only way to get to the island was to use the supply boat that made the round trip once a week. The scheduled trip was in two days’ time and, having arranged my passage, I found a cheap hotel in which I could sleep away the time.

We left in an old wooden boat that in a past life had been a fishing boat and bumped across the wave tops with the low profile of Babylon Island rising like a phoenix out of the sea. The boat docked at a wooden quay and I followed the boatman along the dock towards a small hut. A young man wearing scruffy blue jeans and a t-shirt appeared from the shadows of the hut and greeted the boatman warmly. Then he saw me.

“This is a closed area and I don’t have you on my list,” he said. I had no idea that would be a problem and just stared at him. “You’ll have to wait on the boat.”

“But I’ve come all the way from Britain… I own a house here.”

“What’s your name, miss?”

I told him, but he still looked blank.

“My father was Andrew Meadows. He founded this colony,” and I pulled out the solicitor’s letter and the copy of my father’s will to show him.

“Just hang on there a minute,” he said and disappeared into his hut. Five minutes later he reappeared and told me someone would be down shortly. Meanwhile, the boatman busied himself unloading boxes and stacking them on the dock. It wasn’t long before I heard the sound of an engine and an old jeep appeared towing a small trailer. It swung round in an arc before the dock and two men jumped out. One of them approached me, an older man wearing black with a bald pate and a short, white beard. He smiled at me.

“Miss Meadows?” he asked and I nodded and then added that I don’t use that name.

“My name’s Lily Green after my mother.”

“I'm Father Dominic, the town’s vicar.”

“I received these a few months ago,” and I handed him my father’s will and his letter. The priest read through both carefully.

“Your father was an inspiration to us all. He’ll be sorely missed.”

“I never knew him. He left my mother before I was born.”

“I know he regretted that,” said the priest. “He has spoken about it and of you.”

I must have looked surprised. “I didn’t know he even knew I existed. He’s never contacted me, but I suppose he must have spoken to mother. Why didn’t he want to see me?”

“Guilt, perhaps. Lack of confidence. Fear… I don’t know for sure. You changed him, you know; the shock of bringing a new life into the world. After your birth, he found solace in religion and devoted much of his life to others.”

“Just not to me,” I murmured sadly.

“I'm sorry,” said the priest. “I have no answers for you there.”

“The letter from the solicitor said he left me his house.”

“Indeed,” murmured the priest. “But things may not be quite as straightforward as you might suppose. Come… Let’s walk to the village while they load up the trailer.”

We set off along the track between verdant undergrowth with the tall trees meeting above our heads and the sound of insects and birdsong everywhere. To either side of us, the lush vegetation was dripping with recent rain, but the track was gravelled and firm underfoot.

“I'm sorry about your initial reception; we don’t allow visitors. We’re a closed community and have our own little eccentricities and customs.”

“Oh… Father didn’t warn me. Will I be allowed to stay?”

“That’s not entirely up to me. Let’s see what the elders say. You say you’ve come all the way from England?”

“Wales,” I corrected him. “I had a house near Cardiff.”

“And that’s where your mother lives?”

“My mother died three years ago. I have no-one there now.”

“I'm sorry to hear that. It must have come as a surprise to learn about your father after all this time.”

“Yes… A surprise, certainly. To be honest, I hadn't thought about him for many years.”

“And then you got his letter telling you that he was leaving you his house… Even so, it’s a long way to come for something that could just be a mud shack in the woods.”

I told him about joining our local church and my changing attitudes towards boys after mother had become ill and the fact that it wasn’t easy being a single female. Men have preconceptions about you that are difficult to fight. Then I told him about Di Griffith and how coming to Indonesia was a way to run away from it all.

We turned a corner and the first building came into view: a beautiful little wooden cottage painted a peach-white with a shaded veranda. The tall trees hung over it, seeming to shield and protect it from harm and window boxes full of flowers tried to conceal its very existence. I stared at the windows shrouded by white venetian blinds, but could see nothing within, although a toy tricycle by the side door hinted at a young family.

We walked on and more houses appeared, all of them looking like they belonged in a fairy tale, until there before us was the whole town laid out in a shallow valley with the forest filtering through its pastel paintwork. I saw the church with its short, stubby spire and, nearby, what looked like a wide main street edged by slightly larger buildings, although there was nothing larger than my old corner shop. Beyond them all, on a modest rise, was a white, stone wall with the shingle roofs of other buildings just visible above it.

“That’s the temple,” said the priest. “It’s a closed community within a closed community; the secret world of our High Priest, Father Malakhi.” There was a humorous edge to his words and I noticed him smiling indulgently. I gazed in awe at the little Hobbit town until the priest touched my arm. “Come on. There’s people you need to meet.”

Two middle-aged people were waiting for us outside the church; the man tall and dignified and the woman shorter and stout, and stepping impatiently from foot to foot. Neither of them appeared pleased to see me.

“This is Miss Lily Green, daughter of Andrew Meadows,” said the priest and I held out my hand in greeting. Both shook it, but the woman was the more hesitant. “This is Mrs Mabel Christie and Mr James McCallan. They represent the church elders,” added the priest.

“I suppose you’ve come to claim your father’s house. It’s little more than a rickety shack really,” said the woman speaking for the first time. “You do realise this is a closed community. We don’t usually allow any visitors within the gate.”

“My father’s letter explained a little about the village. I know it’s a Christian religious community and that you believe in the truth of the Bible.”

“Indeed,” said the priest. “Morality here is paramount. We believe in the sanctity of marriage and that sexual union outside of marriage constitutes a mortal sin. I know it’s not a popular belief in the modern world and, for that reason, we prefer to keep ourselves isolated.”

“You can’t stay here, you know,” said Mabel Christie in an overly shrill voice.

“Now we don’t know that yet,” said the priest. James McCallan just looked despondent. “I take it you're not married?”

“No,” I said and shook my head.

“Are you a virgin?” asked Mabel and the priest looked at the woman sharply. I shook my head again and Mabel looked vindicated and turned her head away.

“I was wild. I had a boyfriend, but when I became pregnant, he disappeared. The baby died in my womb. It was a warning; I shouldn’t have done it, I knew that the instant it happened, but by then it’s too late.”

“Far too late to come here,” muttered Mabel.

I pretended I hadn't heard. “It’s not easy being a single girl. Boys keep hitting on you and some of them won’t believe it when you say no.”

“And do you say no?” asked the priest.

“I’ve been celibate for the past three years, but each day it gets harder and I'm afraid that pressure is beginning to bubble over into violence. I thought I might find sanctuary here, somewhere to think, to consider what to do next, but I understand if you don’t want me.”

“It’s not a case of not wanting you. We have to insulate ourselves from the surrounding world to preserve our beliefs and they don’t suit everyone. Many who profess to be Christians don’t share our beliefs and instead select whatever suits them from the Bible.”

“Since my miscarriage, I’ve realised the truth of much that I used to think was just wrong. I now see that it’s so important not to compromise when there is the possibility of a new life. I just can’t imagine risking the creation of a child without being totally sure I could cope with its upbringing. A child created in a moment of lust is not the same as one brought into the world through love.”

“So, do you believe that stoning a loose woman is ever justified?” asked Mabel with a glint in her eye.

“No,” I said simply. “I view such texts as warnings about the seriousness of her sin, but nothing should ever take precedence over the second Commandment: Thou shalt not kill.”

Mabel didn’t look happy, but wasn’t about to argue with me.

“And what do you think about the status of women in the Bible?” asked Father Dominic.

“Oh, they're always subservient to men and I don’t see anything wrong with that. All through the ages, men have been the hunters and protectors, the dominant ones, whilst the women’s role has been to care for the children and run the home. In today’s modern world, one could argue that there’s no longer a need for a strong leader in a family, but one can’t argue with millions of years of evolution. Men have evolved into that role and I believe it would not only be unfair to try and force them to change their basic characteristics, but that it’s actually counter-productive; it creates nothing but friction and resentment.”

I looked from face to face. The two men were smiling, but Mabel’s face was still set like stone. “So, you do believe in evolution and deny God’s version of the creation?” asked Mabel in her overly shrill voice.

“One can’t ignore the weight of scientific evidence behind evolutionary theory. I believe that evolution occurred as biologists describe it, but under the direction of God.”

“But…” cried Mabel, but the priest interrupted her.

“Now, Mabel. You know that is what the majority of us here believe. Now is not the time to start an argument on the subject.

“We should not open our gates to outsiders.”

“Do not forget that her father, by his generosity, created this community. I think the least we can do is to allow Lily time to consider whether or not she wants to become part of it.”

“She’ll need a guard,” she said.

“All in good time. Meanwhile, I propose we allow Lily a couple of days to see how she feels about our ways. If she doesn’t think she can fit in, she can just leave on the next service boat and there will have been no harm done. I can always dispose of Andrew’s property and send her the proceeds later.”

“I agree,” said James McCallan, the first words I heard him say. Mabel didn’t say anything, but at least she didn’t object.

Father Dominic led me along a paved street past four brightly lit shops selling groceries, hardware, clothes, and shoes, and into a narrow side street. All the buildings were made of wood, but there was nothing ramshackled about their construction; they were all pristine. There were plenty of people about chatting together or just making their way along the sidewalk and all looked relaxed and happy. There was nothing old-fashioned or cloistered about them either; rather the opposite. The men looked sharp wearing slim jeans or tailored suits and the women and girls were wearing clothes that were surprisingly revealing for a sexually suppressed community. I felt like their poor country cousin in my travel-worn skirt and sweater rather than a visitor from an urban conurbation. I stared but made no comment.

My father’s house was the second one in the street and was painted sky blue. It was a similar size to most of the others, single storey with a footprint about seven by fifteen metres. We entered through a small storm porch that led straight into an open-plan kitchen and sitting room and I was surprised to see a writing desk with a monitor and keyboard, and a computer was tucked away beneath.

“Oh… I assumed that your self-imposed isolation would mean no internet.”

The priest laughed. “We control the world’s ability to impact on our lives whilst restricting our own access as little as possible. The technicians that were sent over to set it all up created a satellite link back to our mother church in India and from there we have limited access to several useful sites including some of the trusted news channels, but our computers are used mainly to access the shopping channels; an extensive shopping emporium caters for all of our food, clothing, and household needs. Other goods such as building materials are supplied upon request from India.” He chuckled… “Our citizens would revolt if they were denied their on-line shopping.”

Beyond the sitting room was a bedroom with a full-sized double bed and a shower room.

“The hot water comes from the Geo-thermal springs in the temple,” mentioned the priest in passing. “Heating and power here costs nothing. The electric power comes from generators and, more recently, solar panels. Make yourself at home. You can get what food you need at the shop, just tell them that I’ll settle up tomorrow.”

“Will my electric plug fit?” I asked holding up a cable protruding from the top of my rucksack.

“Let me see,” he said and took it from my hand. “I think so. 230 volts…” and he pulled the lead over to the nearest socket. My breast pump tumbled from my bag and I looked embarrassed, but the priest only smiled. “How much do you really know about this colony?”

“Only what was in my father’s letter.”

“And you’re lactating?”

“I have been for the last three years; ever since the stillbirth. It seemed a good way to create something positive from such a terrible event.”

“We encourage lactation here in the colony. It all started back in India when local mothers were often so mal-nourished that they couldn’t feed their own infant. Mothers who had weaned their baby were encouraged to continue to express their milk and the milk was banked for the good of all. Over the years, the practice has become enshrined in our customs as a way of sharing the gifts God has given with the community at large; a way for a woman to demonstrate how altruistic she is. Even young girls who have yet to be married and give birth often take hormones to start lactation. I suppose about a third of all women here are lactating and we use it to make the most delicious cheese and cream; it’s useful to know we have an emergency supply if the weather closes in and we can’t rely on the usual grocery deliveries. Knowing that you're lactating is, indeed, good news if only to reassure us that we have read your character correctly. You will find the milk bank just down the street from the store. Come and find me in the morning in the church and we’ll talk some more.”

*

I did as he suggested and bought bread, some of the creamy tasting cheese, coffee and a packet of biscuits. The shop-girl recognised the fact that I was new and was intrigued when I said I was Andrew Meadows’ daughter. “You’ll love it here,” she assured me and told me her name was Karene. I said it will be nice to be in a place where the men aren’t so predatory, but she only giggled.

I walked around the narrow streets of the small colony, circled the walls of the temple on the hill, and gazed for a long time at the cloudless skies and rolling, vegetation-rich hillsides. Birds were everywhere with their haunting sounds and bright flashes of colour skipping from bush to bush before me as I walked.

Back at the house, I consumed what I’d collected from the shop whilst flicking through my late father’s extensive library and at ten o'clock, after using my small pump to fill a 200ml plastic bottle and with the sky outside patterned with stars, I fell into a deep sleep in the big bed.

Father Dominic was lounging in an easy chair in the small vestry behind the altar when I found him the next morning. He’d been reading a photographic magazine lying on the boards beside his chair. He asked me whether I’d had a restful night and I said that I had. I told him of my walk the previous afternoon and that I’d found everyone very friendly.

“Oh, they are. They’ll all be keen to meet a new face.”

“It’s so different from South Wales,” I said and then felt embarrassed; of course it was; it was as opposite to what I was used to as I could possibly imagine.

“I suppose you wonder how we manage to support ourselves here?”

I told him that my father had mentioned the opal mine.

“Indeed… We chip them out of the rocks on the west of the island and a courier from the church in India collects them. In return, the church provides everything we need. Every person here receives an allowance in exchange for work and, in addition, if we need major items like building materials or generators, the church provides them too. We count ourselves exceedingly lucky.” He looked pensive. “Can I ask, how did you support yourself back in Wales?”

“I was an assistant nursery school teacher. I don’t have the qualifications needed to become a proper teacher, but I was going to evening classes and I had plans to take a university course.”

“The reason I ask is that if you stayed, you'd be expected to contribute to the community. Apart from the mine workers, we have most trades here from plumbers to doctors and dentists; a school teacher would fit right in.”

“You mean I could have a job here?”

“Of course. You’d have to do something. Do you think you’d like to stay here for a while? It doesn’t have to be forever. We have people here that sometimes leave for months at a time, but they usually return.”

“I’d love to stay. It feels so… so safe.”

The priest smiled. “We like to think that is the case. We don’t really have crime here, but there are some serious differences that I doubt you’ve considered. For instance, has it occurred to you that the dominance of men and the supposed submissive nature of women here is mutually incompatible with our strong moral code regarding the sanctity of marriage? Everything is assumed to be shared here in the village. Food and tools of course, they're the obvious things, but help and assistance is always given freely, as is time. One might assume, therefore, that despite our moral code, given the characteristic natures of our colonists and the hedonistic history of our founding fathers, free love would be rife.”

The thought had occurred to me, particularly given the provocative nature of many of its citizen’s dress sense. I noticed that the priest hesitated for a long time at this point.

“The Bible is quite specific about adulterous sex: it’s prohibited by the seventh Commandment. About pre-marital sex that it calls fornication, it is not quite so specific, but the numerous verses touching obliquely on the subject make it quite clear that God intended sex only for married couples.”

“Of course,” I said. “That is surely a given…”

“Indeed, but human nature being what it is, we have found it necessary to take steps to enforce these Biblical tenets using a more… a more mechanical solution. It is a father’s responsibility first to teach his daughters these holy laws and secondly to ensure that she abides by them. Similarly, once married it falls to the husband to ensure his wife abides by the seventh Commandment. It used to be that that wasn’t so easily achieved. Women, as the weaker sex, often fell prey to a man’s natural inclination to seek procreation, either voluntarily by means of a persuasive seducer or, unfortunately, by virtue of the man’s greater physical strength. Here, in this village, we have found a solution that can cope effectively with both scenarios.”

I stared at him. This was indeed music to my ears, but his next words deflated me like a burst balloon.

“We have devised a chastity device that is worn by all females over the age of sixteen…”

I stared at him like a traumatised chicken and then gave a short, nervous giggle. “You can’t be serious? That’s ridiculous.”

“Oh, I’m quite serious. The system has worked well for nearly twenty years.”

“But I don’t see how it can. Surely, the woman can just remove the device if she wants to have sex.”

“You're not listening to me. I said it was the father’s or the husband’s responsibility to ensure her compliance. It is they that hold the key. Once rings are exchanged during the marriage ceremony, the father presents the new husband with the key to his wife’s chastity guard.”

“And me?” I asked with a weak voice.

“The rule applies to all women.”

“But I have neither father nor husband.”

“You are not the only female like that in the colony; there are currently five, you will make six. I hold the keys for such women. They come to me each morning at a pre-set time and I allow them to wash using the facilities in the vestry, but they are resealed before they are allowed to leave.”

“And during menstruation?”

“Women generally don’t menstruate here. They take hormonal birth pills that prevent that. If they and their husband decide to try for a child, then there will be periods when it is simply not practical to wear the shield, but that is for the husband and wife to decide.”

“So you want me to start wearing one of these chastity guards?”

“It is for the protection of your soul as well as those of the men around you. If it becomes known that you are unshielded, well… questions would be asked and it is likely to attract, at the very least, unwelcome comments.”

“And the men take no responsibility for complying with the 7th Commandment?”

“It’s ironic that God has blessed some men with a nature that is at odds with His will, but you must remember that it is men who have devised this solution; does that not speak for itself?”

It spoke to me of a rather twisted logic, but I suppose that it was inevitable that women, as the weaker and more submissive sex, should be burdened with men’s so-called solution. I was still far from convinced that this was a situation I could live with, but was at least willing to consider the idea if the alternative was having to leave my new-found sanctuary. “Where can I get this… this chastity guard thing?”

“It’s a simple device, but it needs to be carefully fitted in order to be effective and comfortable and for that we have a special facility. There’s a woman known as the blacksmith, although in truth she’s nothing of the kind. It’s a humorous moniker given to her because it was supposed that blacksmiths made medieval chastity belts. She will take your measurements and fashion the device. The shields here are made of reinforced glass fibre and are moulded to fit your specific shape. They take a day or two to make and, if you’d like, I can arrange a fitting for this afternoon.”

“And if I don’t like?”

“Then I'm afraid your best course of action would be to leave. Their use for unmarried women such as you is really non-negotiable.”

I stared at his kindly face for some moments before forcing myself to smile. “In that case, I would be happy to comply.”

“Excellent,” exclaimed the priest. “I have already spoken to the blacksmith in anticipation and she has you booked in for three this afternoon. Meantime, I have arranged a little visit to the junior school for you.”


Chapter 3     
Culture Shock

The school had two classrooms with thirty-two children in each aged between five and eleven. Each was taught by a single teacher and I watched fascinated by the imagination of the children as they struggled first with mathematics and then with the concept of an ice-bound continent in a country so blessed with heat and vegetation. I spoke to both teachers during their lunch break and both looked delighted with the thought of splitting their two classes into three. I, too, was delighted. The idea of teaching my own class had been a dream of mine for so long that it was hard for me to see it as an imminent possibility.

Both these teachers were young women; older than I but younger than thirty. They seemed so full of ideas and their enthusiasm was infectious. We all sat together in the dining hall surrounded on all sides by the children and laughed at their infantile jokes.

The priest met me again at two when the afternoon teaching periods began and my thoughts turned again to the coming ordeal of fitting the chastity shield.

“You just have time before your appointment to return home and shave, otherwise the moulding process is liable to be more painful that necessary.”

I gave him a wry smile and scuttled off to the privacy of my very own bathroom, promising to meet him at the smithy’s address at three.

The smithy turned out to be yet another pastel-coloured wooden building and the blacksmith, a glamorous, buxom woman of about forty. She was wearing a short, flared dress with a low neck and wafted about her kitchen making coffees using an expensive machine.

“I don’t know what I’m letting myself in for here,” I admitted. “I have no idea even what a chastity guard looks like.”

She thought that was very funny. “They're very comfortable in an erotic sort of way and quite uninhibiting.” She suddenly burst out laughing at her own unintended joke. “I mean it won’t inhibit movement or other activities; it will, of course, inhibit coital sex; that is, after all, its purpose.”

“But won’t people see it through my clothes?”

“On no, you can’t see it,” and with that she lifted up the hem of her dress. She was wearing lacy panties that seemed to hug her figure at the front and, when she turned around, it became apparent that it was a thong and the thin strap virtually disappeared between her cheeks. “In any case, what would it matter if it did show? Almost every woman here wears one.”

“But I don’t understand… There’s nothing there.”

She laughed again. “I assure you there is. Drink your coffee and we’ll go through to the fitting room and all will become apparent.”

We went through the door into her inner sanctum, leaving the priest in the waiting room, and she showed me a guard destined for someone else and, in a flash, I understood everything. My throat felt very dry and I was even less sure now that this was a good idea, but it was too late to back out now.

I remembered the sight of her bottom with the thin strap of the thong rising between her cheeks. I could see no sign of the guard because there was nothing there for me to see; the guard was only intended to cover my front.

“It only needs to cover your sex; nothing else. It clamps to the hard points of your pelvis: your pubic bone and the top corners of your hips. It doesn’t matter what your legs or back are doing, so long as the shield can be kept pressed to those three points, it will be immovable, and clamping it in place is easy enough. The vaginal peg holds it tight against your pubis and the belt about your waist keeps the top snuggly against your hips.”

“It’s hooked inside me…” I said aghast.

“It’s the best solution. There’s no way it can possibly be displaced and, let’s face it dear, with this occupying your sex, there’s no possibility of you entertaining anyone else there.”

“But…”

“And it doesn’t interfere with anything else you might want to do.”

“But…”

“Except, of course, it does rather inhibit any self-stimulation, but that’s a good thing. Masturbation can feel so selfish and a little bit of denial makes you appreciate your husband more when he does choose to release you.”

“I haven’t got a husband.”

“Well, that’s hardly my fault. What’s more to the point is that when you're wearing this, you won’t be able to have anyone else’s husband either.”

“I can’t… You can’t ask me to do this.”

That was when the priest appeared in the doorway. “The choice is completely your own, Lily. Nobody is forcing you to do anything.”

I looked at the vaginal peg. It was round topped and smooth. “Are they all that size?” I asked weakly.

“The length is adjusted to fit you and they come in four different widths,” said the blacksmith. “Twenty-five, thirty, thirty-seven, and forty-five. That’s a virginal twenty-five; it’s normally reserved for teenage girls and young women before they're married.”

Then I noticed a much smaller peg sticking up in front of the vaginal post. It was only the size of a small pea, round topped, and had a small hole through its tip.

“It engages with the urethra,” said the woman. “It would be difficult to urinate without it and it makes the whole process far less messy.”

In my mind, I saw the girls and women in the street, the shops, sitting in the café, and I remembered the two school teachers and their ebullient enthusiasm; all were smiling and content. If they could all do this, there was no reason why I couldn’t too. And if things didn’t work out, well… I could just forget the whole thing and go back to Wales.

“You’ll need to completely undress or else we’ll get gel and foam on your dress.”

I gazed down at her work bench: a wooden topped table. There was a shallow, box-like depression at its centre with a raised frame around it, scalloped to fit my waist on one side and thighs on the opposite side, and I could see at once how I was supposed to be lying.

“Slip your clothes off and rub this oil between your legs and over your belly; it'll stop the foam sticking to you. I hope you’ve depilated thoroughly.”

I assured her I had and once I'd thoroughly oiled myself, she fetched a sheet of polythene with a plastic belt attached along one edge and fastened it around my waist like an apron. “Is that comfortable? Not too tight?”

It was a little tight and I told her so, but she didn’t loosen it and instead, noted down my waist measurement.

“Climb up onto the table then and lie with the belt just inside the box.”

I did as asked and she spread the polythene over the box beneath me and patted it into the corners.

“There… That’s good. Now, just lift your bottom up a little way.”

I peered over my shoulder to see her wielding a formidable-looking and very realistically moulded dildo that was at least 30 cm long. She was rubbing lubricating gel along its veined shaft and over the twin glans at its tip.

“This is for women who are no longer virgins. For mature women, we like to keep things as natural as we can,” she said when she noticed me looking.

“That’s much too big,” I screeched, but the woman just smiled.

“It not meant to all fit inside you.”

“But it’s too thick…”

“It’s a forty-five. It’s what has been specified?”

“By whom? Who thinks I’m that size?”

“Mrs Christie… It’s the usual size for mature women…”

“I’m only twenty-two.”

“But she says you’ve already given birth.” My mouth was working, but no words were emerging. “It has to be fairly snug or else it won’t be effective,” she added and I could see it was pointless to protest further. I rested my head on my forearms and took a deep breath.

The dildo was everything I expected it to be and more. I felt every veined ridge slide into me as its head pushed resolutely onwards, opening and filling me as it went until I felt it touch my cervix and squealed again.

“Nicely full?” asked the smith. “Good. Settle back down then and spread your legs so you fit the wooden frame…”

The polythene was now trapped under my thighs sealing the void beneath me with the stubby shaft of the dildo projecting within the box.

“It takes about ten minutes for the foam to set and you must lie perfectly still. Ready?”

I grunted and closed my eyes. I heard the hiss of the aerosol as she squirted the foam beneath me and then felt it warm to the touch as it expanded around my abdomen and crept up between my open thighs. I could feel the material filling every little void and crevice beneath me and it felt so weird.

“It’s getting hotter,” I said and she smiled.

“Oh, it will do. It’s an exothermic reaction, but don’t worry; it won’t heat enough to hurt.”

It was certainly a strange sensation and, in a way, oddly comforting, but after ten minutes when she unbuckled the belt from around my waist and told me I could rise, I had a nasty shock: I could barely move at all.

“Hold still a moment…” She didn’t really need to tell me that. I felt her break sections of foam away from either side of my waist, from around my thighs, and an intrusive piece that curled around between the cheeks of my bottom. “Try that. You'll need to slide up the table to disengage the peg.”

The peg… That’s what she called it… Slowly, I wiggled out of my foam nest and off of the dildo that threatened to lock me to the table top for life, and then stood unsteadily to look down on the new mould with its impressive locator.

“It'll be a lot easier removing the chastity guard,” said the smith, and then added with a knowing grin, “If you have the key, of course.” I didn’t appreciate her humour.

I peered at the new mould that now displayed all the intimate crevices and folds of my sex wrapped around the vaginal post, the dished shape made by my pubic mound with my vaginal cleft clearly showing as a sharp ridge, and the silky surface of my belly. If I looked closely, I could even make out the entrance to my urethra as a tiny pip on my vaginal ridge.

“From this, I cast a perfect replica of your body and then from that, I can form the belt using glass fibre.” I looked up at her and suddenly realised that I was naked. “There’s a shower through there for you to remove the stray bits of foam and wash the anti-stick gel away,” and I hurried into the shower room clutching an armful of clothes.

*

“Well,” said the priest once we were back out on the street. “How do you feel?”

I just looked at him unable to formulate a rational response.

“The smith says it will be ready in two days. You’ll get used to it very quickly. Within a week, you'll hardly know it’s there.”

“It seems so unfair,” I muttered. “I still don’t see why the men can't assume some responsibility for the moral welfare of the community?”

As soon as I said it, I knew it was a hopeless to revisit the question. The priest confirmed this with an old-fashioned look that suggested he knew how stupid I was.

The following day passed quickly in the school where I helped one of the teachers in the role of assistant. I thought the day went well and, the teacher, Miranda, was very satisfied. We went to a café just round the corner from the school for coffees afterwards. I told her I’d be late in the following morning and, when she asked why, sheepishly admitted that I was collecting my chastity guard.

“Oh,” she said with a look that could have been alarm or just concern on her face. “You're unshielded now.” Her eyes flashed around the room, but I wasn’t sure if she was looking for men that may assault me or men I may inadvertently leap upon to corrupt their souls.

“I'm quite safe,” I said, being equally ambiguous.

“I suppose, but you shouldn’t really be out like that.”

We finished our coffees and she made an excuse to hurry away, saying that she’d see me in school in the morning after, you know…

The priest met me the next morning outside the smithy and we went in together. The blacksmith greeted us congenially, but when I first saw the finished guard, I couldn’t stifle a gasp and then had to pretend to cough to cover my reaction. I admit that the chastity guard that the blacksmith had created was a thing of beauty. It was constructed of moulded glass fibre reinforced with steel and its 3mm thick skin gleamed in its coat of flesh-coloured resin. It was the vaginal peg that had so astonished me and was now absorbing all my attention. It stood erect and proud surrounded by an intricately detailed profile that exactly matched my own and I couldn’t draw my eyes from it. 160mm tall and 45mm thick, it was an exact facsimile of an erect penis complete with acorn-shaped glans and a shaft ridged with entwined veins.

“It'll be good to finally get you occupied; people were beginning to talk.” The priest spoke in a conversational tone that, at that moment, was so at odds with my own vocal abilities; if I had dared to speak at that moment, I'm sure the sound that would have emerged would have been a high-pitched squeak.

The blacksmith presented it to me and I stood staring at it in my hands, unable to move. It was as if the thing was beckoning to me, daring me to test its effectiveness by pressing it to my body. The dished shape of the pubic cup looked invulnerable and unnecessarily secure; I could see the rounded shape of my pubic bone reflected in the subtle curves of the moulding along with a narrow ridge that would fit intimately into my vaginal cleft.

The guard didn’t actually cover my belly at all. Instead, two flat horns rose up either side to curve gracefully over the top of my pelvic bone either side of my waist and morph into two flexible straps that fitted behind my back with a lockable catch attached to their ends. The idea was that the guard could still be used after a large meal or, indeed, well into pregnancy.

Behind the vaginal post on the crotch strap was… nothing. The shield protruded no further and my bottom would be completely unaffected.

“Try it on and then come and show us,” said the smith and handed me a tub of silicone lubricating gel. In a daze, I retreated to her shower room and removed my pants. This was it… This was the point at which I filled myself with the all-consuming form; the point when I ceased to be owner of my own body and passed that responsibility onto the priest. As if in a dream, I lubricated the shield probably more than was necessary and eased it between my legs. It slipped into place surprisingly easily once the dildo post had found its point of entry; it almost felt as if it was being sucked into place with the little pip of the urethra tube sliding into its correct position without any manipulation on my part.

It was tight. I wiggled it and to say it fitted me like a glove didn’t do it justice. It was like it wasn’t there at all, except that I could feel the fat phallus occupying my vaginal vault, but after a few moments, I could feel nothing else touching my labia or pubis. I had suddenly become numb.

I felt behind my waist and clipped the ends of the straps together. They snapped into place with a loud click before I was ready and I tried to separate them again, but, of course, I was too late; I was already sealed up tight.

I spent the next five minutes trying to defeat the device without any success whatsoever. I felt it had grown on me and I couldn’t move the thing in any direction. If I wiggled it hard, I could feel the peg jogging inside me, but no sensation at all from my labia or clitoris. I tapped it: same thing. Its fit was so perfect that I was unable to squeeze even a little finger beneath its crotch strap and its shape was impossible to disturb however much I contorted my body. It pressed against the three points of my pelvis bone and, locked into place by virtue of the peg that was too fat to move and the waist band with its security lock. It had now become an integral part of me.

“Are you alright in there?” called the smith and I sheepishly emerged through the doorway, walking with bandy legs and my arms outstretched seeking support.

“I can't walk about like this,” I stammered.

“You’ll soon get used to it,” said the priest. He was holding the key the smith had given him and he waved it at me, unintentionally teasing me with its proximity. “Come and see me in the morning at nine-thirty and I’ll release it so you can shower.”

“Please…” I pleaded. “I can barely move.”

“Here,” he said and took my arm. “Slip your clothes back on and we’ll go for a little walk. I’ll take you the long way round to the school.”

We walked all the way around the temple walls and then visited the café before he took me on to the school. Even sitting in the café presented its own problems, but after an hour, I felt I was finally getting used to the sensation.

“There’s something I would like to ask you,” I said to the priest and he smiled benignly. “You told me that girls are fitted with their guards on their sixteenth birthday.” He nodded. “But the vaginal peg… They'd be virgins…”

“There’s a religious service held in the church on the girl’s sixteenth birthday that’s called a ‘Maidening’ ceremony. It’s considered a rite of passage and girls look forward to it because it marks the start of their adult life. By its very nature, it’s essentially a private affair and after prayers in the church, her father will bring the girl through to the vestry where it’s my responsibility to break her hymen using a short phallic staff.” He gave a little chuckle… “Many assume it’s shaped like a penis like the sacred staff of Saint Priapus, but in actual fact it’s just a blunt ended wooden rod, although it is true that it’s first purified using water from the sacred spring in the temple.”

“And afterwards, the girl will have to wear one of these guards?”

“She’s taken from the church straight to the blacksmith for a fitting, so yes… within two days normally. She’s proud of it. It means she can then be married and when that happens, her father formally passes her key to her new husband. It is then he who controls her access and can decide when to take pleasure in her. Yes, it’s a big day for a girl when she becomes a woman.”

I didn’t say anything, but thought it must come as quite a shock for the poor girls to be suddenly denied access to their own bodies and, at the same time, have a glass fibre plug locked inside them – a double whammy.

My colleagues in the school looked relieved when I appeared obviously impeded by my new device. They made no direct comment, but they were happy and chatted amiably. I suspect they were remembering their first time as they watched me walking slowly around the desks with exaggerated care, although I very much doubt that either of them had to cope with a ‘Mature Number 45’ size straight off.

*

Over the next few days, I got to know Karene from the shop well. She invited me round to her house one evening for a meal and wanted to know all there was to learn about life in South Wales. I was surprised she didn’t show more interest in the nightlife and social gatherings. I would have assumed that the novelty of large crowds would have intrigued her, but she seemed more interested in the natural biodiversity of the place: the forests and wildlife, particularly the large numbers of garden birds that there were.

The next day was a Sunday and the shop was closed, so she had time to show me around the town. We met up with a couple of her friends and sat in the sunshine drinking lemonade outside the café before the midday church service. It was while we were there that a group of people appeared from the upper end of town and it became apparent that they were part of a procession heading towards the church.

“They're from the temple,” explained Karene. “The guy out in front carrying the staff is the High Priest, Father Malakhi, behind him are the temple priests, I think there are six of them, and then you have the acolytes. Bringing up the rear will be the temple servants called ‘wardens’.”

Leading the procession was a bearded, white-haired man who looked about ninety-years-old and was obviously struggling to walk. He was leaning heavily on his staff and set the pace for those that followed him. He was dressed how I would have expected in long, white robes, although Karene told me that the satchel hung over his left shoulder was only there to hold his rolling tobacco and cigarette papers. The temple priests behind him were similarly dressed but without staffs. They were all considerably younger and, to a man, clean shaven. They followed him at an agonisingly slow pace walking in pairs, but seemed to be passing the time by chatting to each other. Then there were the acolytes: five pairs of young women clothed in short, white, high-necked dresses that were tailored to conform closely to their bodies and patterned with lines of silver studs all over the front panels. On their legs they wore long, over-the-knee, white socks and black strap sandals with heels that made their legs look even longer. My first impression was that they were all tall and very beautiful, and I wondered if that was a prerequisite for being chosen. My second observation was even more striking…

“They're chained… They have their wrists chained together!”

I had to admit, they seemed pretty happy it. They, too, were chatting together and as they passed us one of them raised a hand and shouted a greeting to Karene.

Karene looked at me and could barely control her giggling. “They are considered to be the natural descendants of the handmaidens of Babylon. Tradition has it that they were slave girls, hence the chains, but they're purely ceremonial; apart from being 40 cm long and doing very little to restrict them, they just unclip with snap links if the girls want to reach for something. They only wear them for church services and on special occasions.”

“You have to remember who it was that thought up this sect,” said Chrissie sitting beside Karene. “They were all hippies seeking enlightenment from Indian Gurus. I expect they just got bored and thought they'd start their own religion whilst they were high on LSD. They were probably as kinky as hell, too, and I expect the chains just appealed to their dominance fetish.”

Bringing up the rear of the procession were eight wardens dressed in black suits and walking behind the acolytes. They looked a little sinister to me, but I expect they were actually very nice people.

“Acolytes…” I murmured. “I thought acolytes were trainee nuns.”

It was Karene who corrected me. “Not here they're not. Here, they're like altar boys, only they're girls living the high life up at the temple with everything found for them. They don’t really have to do a thing, just follow the priests to church every week and sometimes visit the sick.”

We finished our drinks and then followed them into the church to sit at the back and listen to the girls chanting in high, clear voices. I found the atmosphere quite moving, but not at all like the services in South Wales.

The second evening Karene and I spent together was at my place and we talked mostly about boys. I told her that it was not uncommon for drunken boys to assault girls by touching them or worse and explained that was the main reason I was now here in Indonesia. When I told her about my baby, she was stunned. Such a thing just couldn’t happen in the colony. Her father still held the key to her belt and he wouldn’t be handing it to any boyfriends without a marriage certificate.

“What did it feel like?”

“What? Having a baby?”

“No… Being fucked. What’s it feel like to have a cock inside of you?”

I realised then that probably the only thing she’d ever felt in that area was the sacred staff of Saint Priapus followed by the peg of her belt twenty-three-and-a half hours a day.

In answer to her question, I told her that I found the experience disappointing, but, with the right boy, I suspect it could become earth-shattering.

“But what’s it actually feel like?”

“Oh, umm… Filling,” I offered. “At least Charlie was.”

“I imagined that it’s like being captured by a powerful warrior and staked to the bed as he’s ravaging you.”

“Charlie wasn’t much like that. Bit of a weakling really… The staking bit is real though.”

She grinned. “Would you mind if I borrowed your pump? I'm beginning to feel uncomfortable.”

I was a little surprised, but I didn’t mind; all the milk is mixed together anyway before it’s pasteurised. I fetched the pump and Karene, rather than discreetly taking it to the bathroom, removed her blouse and bra in the sitting room and sat on the settee with the pump beside her on a coffee table. She was barely larger than I was at that time, but her teats looked longer. She turned on the pump and held both funnels tantalisingly near, teasing herself before finally plugging herself on with a sharp squeak.

“God, it feels good,” she murmured. “It’s even better when someone else does it. Do you want a suck?”

“Er, no thank you,” I replied with the shock evident on my face.

“You’ve never done that, have you?”

I shook my head.

“It’s quite normal here. Boys do it to me all the time.”

“Does the priest know?”

She burst out laughing. “Show me where it says in the Bible ‘Thou shall not suck thy girlfriend’s tits’. Oh girl, here you have to realise that if it’s not actually forbidden by the Bible, it’s good to go. Oral sex: fine. Anal sex: go for it. Titty licking is just the tip of the iceberg.”

“Anal sex is sodomy. That’s a terrible biblical sin. And oral sex is, well… sex.”

“Well, the priest told me that both were perfectly alright. He said that’s why our guards only cover our genital area.”

I was dumfounded. How could he possibly say that? Not only is sodomy forbidden by the Bible, it’s actually illegal in many countries including some parts of Indonesia. And as for oral sex among unmarried couples… Is this seemingly perfect colony nothing more than a dark, deceitful imitation of a Christian community? I didn’t know what to say to Karene and the rest of the evening passed with trivial banalities and strained silences.

She left early and in the morning I sought out the priest, taking him to a quiet corner of the church and whispering my questions least I upset the ecclesiastical atmosphere with scandalous suggestions. He just burst out laughing.

“People sometimes misunderstand what the Bible defines as sodomy. It is the anal rape of a man. What it is not is mutually agreed intercourse between those men and certainly not consensual anal intercourse between a man and a woman. Male homosexual activity is not prohibited per se by the Bible any more than it restricts lesbian activity. And as for oral sex in the form of fellatio, that’s not even mentioned in the Bible, so how can a religious community forbid it? You have to remember that this community has its origins in the hippies of the 70’s, the group that invented free love. They differed from other hippies in that they were concerned about bringing unwanted children into the world, but they weren’t prudes. They enjoyed each other’s bodies. Why do you think your shield makes no effort to cover your arse?”

I just stared at him as my mind tried hard to come to terms with his words.

“The arguments go deeper than this… Throughout the Bible, many texts encourage the sharing of resources within a community. Jesus’s parable of the seven loaves and two fishes is a good example; those with should share with those without. Now this instruction can be seen to conflict with the Commandments that God gave to Moses not to covet your neighbour’s wife. How can God say, on the one hand, to share all that you have and, on the other, not to share your wife? How is she different? Well, a little thought and it’s easy to identify the difference. When God says ‘Don’t covet your neighbour’s wife’, what he’s actually saying is ‘Don’t press her to have sexual intercourse’, or, to put it another way, ‘Don’t commit adultery.’ Once that’s precluded, there’s no reason not to share her affections and many reasons to do so: it relieves many of the tensions that afflict other societies, the people are happier, and jealousy is much reduced. Everyone is free, within the limits imposed by the guards, to have precisely what they want and the whole community is a much friendlier place.”

“You actually encourage all this?”

“Yes, indeed. If it encourages a healthy community spirit and it doesn’t conflict with any religious tenets, why not?” It was then that he saw the distress on my face. “My dear, I realise that much of this will be strange to you, but I implore you not to judge harshly just because you are unfamiliar with our customs. None of this is obligatory; no-one is going to think any the worse of you if you choose not to indulge.”

I gave him a wry smile and thanked him. I had much to think about and wasn’t now at all sure if I could cope in this society. I needed fresh air to clear my mind and stood quickly; a little too quickly and the plug that was locating my shield stopped me in my tracks. The priest noticed, but didn’t mention it. Instead, he reminded me that I was due to shower in the vestry at nine-thirty. It was nine o'clock already. Just then, another young woman walked down the aisle towards us. She was smiling and stepped confidently on heels that would have crippled me, her short, worsted skirt hugging the tops of long thighs clad in shimmering grey tights.

“Lily, this is Julia. She’s come for her shower too.”

“Good morning, Lily, father. Am I early?”

“No, my dear. You're right on time. Lily will be showering after you. Come this way,” and he led the way into the vestry.

Twenty-five minutes later, Julia reappeared looking fresh. Her tights had changed colour to a glossy black, but her skirt was no longer. “Another of Father Dominic’s lost girls,” she said referring to herself. “Although not for long; I'm marrying next week.” She beamed at me.

“Congratulations. It must be nice to think you won’t have to do this every morning.”

“Oh, I don’t really mind. It’s good of the father to look after my key. Much better than having to rely on one of the Village Elders, they can be such fuddy-duddies. I expect Mabel would insist on watching me all the time in the shower in case I started self-pleasuring or being too experimental with the handle of the back-scrubber.” She gave a little giggle. “I know all about you. Karene told me. Daughter of the great Andrew Meadows. You're almost a celebrity round here. We must get together one evening. In fact, I'm having a hen night just like I've heard they do in Blackpool, England. It’s next Saturday. You must come.”

“I’d love to. Thank you,” I said and watched her happily click away towards the door on the stone tiles.

“Lily,” called Father Dominic behind me and I followed him for my turn. Inside the vestry, he held up the key and told me to turn around; he wasn’t going to relinquish the key. It was probably just as well, really, because it wouldn’t have been easy for me to unlock the belt behind my back. As it was, he lifted the hem of my skirt and with a practiced twist of the key, I felt the waistband release.

“There’s a towel waiting for you in the shower room,” he said and I thanked him. “Don’t get carried away,” he warned and I turned clutching the front of the belt to my stomach. “Just the shower, refit the belt, and then lock it.”

He was warning me against any ideas I may have had about self-stimulation. The thought hadn’t occurred to me.

Inside the shower room, I undressed whilst still holding the belt in place and then tilted it forwards to allow the plug to dislodge itself. It slid easily from me and I couldn’t avoid a low moan as it dropped free. I’d worn it for less than a day, but already I felt as if part of me was suddenly missing. I showered and then scrupulously washed and dried the belt before re-lubricating it. This time round, I knew what to expect and took my time reinserting it. It seemed so… so limiting as it slid home and the latch snapped shut behind my waist. Was it this tight before? I redressed and presented myself to the priest like a schoolgirl before her teacher. He asked me to turn around and then lifted the hem of my skirt again to tug at the waistband of the belt.

“Good girl,” he said and I felt myself flushing with a job well-done.

*

Saturday was five days away and each day I met Julia leaving Father Dominic’s vestry as I arrived for my shower; each day she appeared more excited than the last. For me, the week went well and by the Friday, I was teaching my own class of fifteen infants from the syllabus that Miranda gave me. They were beautiful children; so eager to learn.

Saturday. I spent the day shopping and cleaning the house and, at six o'clock, started preparing for Julia’s hen night. Not wanting to be outdone, I’d bought myself a new skirt for the occasion, a nicely tailored, dark wool kilt that was as short as I’d ever dared wear. I matched it with grey, sparkly tights and the only pair of heels that I’d brought from Britain. For the top, I wore a white, open necked blouse and a dark jacket and, whilst I looked very presentable and, if I say so myself, sexy, I looked more like I was going for a job interview rather than to a party. I took off the jacket and blouse and instead pulled a thin, pink sweater with a very revealing neckline over my head and put on my leather jacket with the tassels down the sleeves.

After I combed my hair into two plaits that would look good on a five-year-old and plastered dark eyeshadow and bright red lipstick on my face, I was almost ready. Just one more thing and that was a quick session with the pump to make sure I’d be comfortable until midnight and wouldn’t embarrass myself with soggy patches around my teats.

The party was in the ‘Starling’, the town’s only nightclub, and when I arrived, it was in full swing with a disco blaring out ten-year-old music and coloured lights morphing into different patterns as they rotated on the ceiling and walls.

There were eight girls occupying the corner table nearest the disco; nine when they saw me. “Lily,” called Julia. “Come here and I’ll introduce you to everyone.” I only knew Julia and Karene, but the other six seemed a happy lot. All but Julia, Karene and a girl called Lindsay were already married and Lindsay, a tall girl with a dark complexion that hinted at mixed Indian origins, told me she had a long-term boyfriend and that they were intending to marry by Christmas. We settled down and the drink continued to arrive with precise regularity.

There were a lot of jokes at Julia’s expense, most involving her vaginal guard or imminent lack of it and, as the evening wore on, so the banter became more risqué, particularly from the five married girls. At nine o'clock, the party was joined by seven young men and then it really started to get going. The first items of clothing to go were the men’s shirts to reveal just how toned their bodies were; they must have spent a great deal of their time in a gym that I hadn't even found yet. Their hands seemed to be everywhere over the girls who were all lapping it up. Anything that could be unbuttoned soon was and it wasn’t very long before the girls, too, were becoming topless.

“Come on, honey. You don’t need this sweater. It’s hot tonight,” said a particularly attractive fair lad who could have been five years younger than me. I managed to persuade him that, in fact, I did need it and he moved on to a girl called Tricia on my left who was more than happy to dispense with her floral blouse. Still leaning over me, he latched onto her right nipple and sucked to cause her milk to let-down and she giggled and slapped her breasts in an attempt to stop the flow. It didn’t really work and the lad didn’t help by squeezing her left breast.

My head was rapidly getting dizzy as my eyes flicked over the scene before me, unable to take it all in. Karene, already topless, was now on her knees before a boy whilst beside her, one of the married girls was the same. They looked at each other and, at a given signal, started frantically clawing at the front of their respective partners jeans. The game was to see who could create the fastest orgasm and soon their heads were bobbing like piston engines whilst their partners just lay back with silly grins on their faces. Karene won and proved her victory by grinning to the company with semen smeared on her cheek.

I don’t remember being this uncomfortable in company before and sought desperately for an excuse to leave. In the end, I turned to Julia and whispered quietly that I didn’t think I was ready for this sort of party yet and I hoped she wouldn’t be offended if I just left. She smiled and said she understood, but at that moment her attention was grabbed by Karene announcing a ‘doggy’ race.

“Ooo, yes… I want the blond one,” and she dropped onto her knees with her elbows on the low, round table between the seats. Soon, six other girls had joined her with Karene, as she had won the last race, adjudicating. The girls formed a sunburst pattern around the table with their hips all wiggling seductively behind them.

“Gentlemen, choose your bum,” and the lads made a show of circulating around behind the girls, groping and slapping in order to determine their lady of choice. Finally, choices were made and each settled down behind a giggling girl.

“Gentlemen,” said Karene again. “Reveal your lady,” and, as one, the boys carefully folded the girls’ short skirts up over their backs. None of them were wearing pants. I turned away and hurried from the club.


Chapter 4     
A Career Opportunity Beckons

It was a difficult night and I tossed about the bed for hours trying to process what I had seen that evening. How could such behaviour possibly be right? Most of the girls were married and they certainly weren't their husbands they were with. And everything happening in public like that… I didn’t think I could cope and considered telling the priest so in the morning.

The morning sun evaporated many of my worst doubts like Scotch mist and the wholesome sound of birdsong permeated the air as I made my way to the church for my morning ablutions. I didn’t say anything to Father Dominic, but instead made my way quietly to school.

That afternoon, when the school broke up at three, the priest had arranged to show me the mine workings and was waiting for me outside the gate.

“How far is it?” I asked and that prompted a wry smile from him.

“The island’s less than five kilometres end to end. How far could it be?”

I grinned back sheepishly. In the event, it was about five-hundred metres along a forest path. We came out under a steep bank of white clay with the crashing surf of the sea little more than ten metres below us. As we walked further, so more of the rock face was exposed and it became obvious that it had been worked and perhaps not that long ago. Sparse vegetation was clinging to its white surface, its roots winding into the narrow crevices seeking security and moisture.

“This was where it all started seventeen years ago. Andrew noticed light glinting from the face and discovered thin seams of opal. It’s mostly gone from this part, but you can see that we worked it back a good ten metres. They're excavating a new area just around the corner.”

Around the corner were four men on a narrow ledge some two metres from the ground tapping away at the soft rock with what looked like ice picks. One of them descended when they saw us.

“Good afternoon, father. You brought us a new recruit?”

He thought that was very funny and I surmised that women don’t usually do such work.

“Harry… This is Lily. She’s Andrew Meadows’ daughter.”

Harry looked super impressed and his light-hearted manner immediately turned into one of earnest affection. “Miss Meadows, your father was a great man and will be sorely missed.”

“Thank you,” I said. “Please call me Lily.”

“She may be staying with us for a while. I thought I’d bring her out here to show her what keeps us all going.”

“Sure,” said Harry. “Look over here. We dug these out just today.”

I looked in a small bowl and saw three small chunks of green, glassy-looking stones, but when I held the largest of them up to the light, a myriad of different colours sparkled back at me. “It’s beautiful.”

“It sure is and valuable too. We send of a small bag of these chips every month and get back enough funds to keep the whole town going.”

“Well, that’s not quite true, Harry. Both Lester and Isabelle earn funds through the sale of their books and we do grow and fish much of what we need, but I don’t disagree that return on the gems is considerable.”

“So they're shipped off to the Mother Church in India to be sold and the church then supports the whole town of New Babylon.”

“You got it. A neat arrangement, eh?” said Harry grinning.

I watched as he clambered back to his ledge and then turned to the priest and asked in a quiet voice, “How do you know you're getting a fair return for the gems?”

“Lily… The thought had never entered my head. If the church can raise more from their sale than it costs to support us, then that’s good, isn't it? It will be money that can be used for other good causes.”

“I suppose so,” I conceded.

*

I didn’t see Karene for a couple of days after that, but when we did meet again, all she said was ‘we missed you at the party.’

I told her I still had some adjustments to make before I could fully appreciate my new society and she gave me a knowing smile. “Not quite what you thought, eh?”

“I didn’t think anything. I knew nothing about life here before I arrived, but it’s so different to how things are done back at home.”

“We have been a bit insular for quite some time. A few people have ventured out into the wider world, but most don’t go far and soon return. Life’s hard out there with no-one to look after you.”

“Yep,” I agreed. “It can be, but there is a lot more of it than you can ever imagine and it’s not all bad.”

“But the violence. All those wars, the poverty, and the senseless jealousy; everyone trying to out-do their neighbour. And then, of course, there’s the base immorality that people inflict on each other that cause millions of unwanted babies to be born. God will not be happy with those people. Don’t they know they're committing a mortal sin?”

I looked away in shame. A lot of what she said was right.

The next few days in school went very well, but on the Friday, I was standing outside Miranda’s class in the afternoon and happened to catch what she was talking about. I moved closer to the door to hear better. She was teaching her class of nine to eleven-year-olds biology and the talk had turned to sexual practices. Apparently, she’d already covered coital intercourse and its consequences on reproduction.

“The feel of a man’s cock inside a woman is a great gift from God, but must be carefully protected to ensure it only occurs between couples who are properly married in the eyes of the church. It’s why your mothers and elder sisters are always protected with a guard. It’s there to stop them being able to copulate with other men and not only protects their own souls in heaven, but also those of the men who would have sinful intercourse with them.”

There was absolute silence in the classroom while the children processed this information, but Miranda was far from finished.

“Fortunately, your mother and sisters have other ways to express their feelings towards our neighbours, ways that don’t conflict with the Bible. Does anyone know what oral or anal sex is?”

I froze. Surely this was not a subject suitable for such young minds? I listened horror-struck as Miranda described in minute detail the mechanics of the activities, including tips on how they could make the experience even more enjoyable. It was as much as I could do to wait until the children had left before confronting her, but there was one little girl waiting patiently at the school gate and I felt compelled to wait with her.

Eventually, I could hold myself back no longer and burst into Miranda’s classroom. Miranda wasn’t there. Instead, a man I recognised as the father of the little girl outside was sitting alone on the edge of a desk.

“Oh,” I exclaimed in surprise. “I was looking for Miranda.”

He just stared at me, but then Miranda’s head popped up from between his legs. “I'm here,” she called. “Won't be a moment,” and her head disappeared again. I watched speechless until the man suddenly gave a low moan and Miranda stood wiping her mouth on the back of her hand.

The man saw the indignation in my face, thanked Miranda, and rapidly made his exit whilst I just stood staring at her.

“How is instruction to nine-year-olds on anal intercourse appropriate?” I burst out. “Who even writes your syllabus?”

“I do, of course. And who do you think you are to question my judgement on what and what is not suitable. I suppose you’d rather teach them about wars and killing people?”

“It’s important to teach history so that mistakes are not repeated. I see no value in teaching a junior child how he could improve his anal intercourse techniques; nor, for that matter, practicing dick sucking on a little girl’s father whilst she waits outside.”

With that, I turned on my heel and walked from the room while Miranda spluttered behind me trying to devise a response. I guessed that was my last afternoon of teaching and solemnly walked over to the church to find Father Dominic. He was where I expected to find him, reclining in his easy chair in the vestry, and listened intently to my story.

“But Lily, she has actually done nothing wrong. I have to admit that her teaching syllabus is a little advanced for nine-year-olds, but it’s no criminal act. We don’t believe that the mysteries of life should be hidden from our young. As for her other supposed offence with the girl’s father, he probably asked her for a favour and it our way to help when we can. And now you think she may disbar you from teaching at the school?”

“I doubt that she’ll ever speak to me again. Oh, father, what am I to do? Everything is so strange to me here.”

“Try not to get too agitated. I’ll discuss this with the church elders and we’ll talk again tomorrow when you come for your shower.”

*

Another restless night and another bright morning full of life and birdsong. I drank my coffee and toasted the bread I’d made the night before, all the time thinking about how I could reconcile myself with the alien environment in which I now found myself. Was it really just me? When I analysed the problem coolly and without preconceived bias, I had to admit that the ideas prevalent in New Babylon were sound in themselves. It’s true that they didn’t directly conflict with any Biblical text, but I couldn’t help thinking it would not be what Jesus had in mind. Nor were the ideas in any way injurious or hazardous to health; at least, not any more so than many other activities. But did they really reduce covetousness within the town?

I tried to analyse the problem logically and imagined fancying someone else’s husband to such an extent that it was driving me to distraction. Perhaps I would wait around the corner of his house to watch him arrive home, or follow him at a discreet distance just to watch his body move. Would it help if I was permitted to kiss him? To take his penis in my mouth and taste his seed or to feel him moving inside me, his hands reaching around me to hold my breasts? Would that really help if I was denied the close union of real lovers and the emotional ties of a husband? I sat for a long time cradling my cold cup of coffee with such thoughts flitting through my brain like bats in the mouth of a cave. One moment, I yearned for a wholesome, fulfilling type of love that was at odds with the transient lust that could be sated by such lurid acts, and the next, I could imagine the intimate touch of my paramour helping me through my days of longing until the obsession faded.

Then the night of Julia’s hen party returned in my imagination and I saw the happy, giggling faces of the girls as they teased and quenched the boys’ ardour without risking either their eternal soul or the conception of a child.

With my mind still in turmoil, I dumped the dirty plate and mug in the sink and opened the door to sunshine and reality.

Father Dominic said nothing of significance until after I’d showered. Then he raised the hem of my skirt to check that my belt was secure before directing me to a chair opposite his.

“I visited Miranda yesterday evening and, I fear, your assessment of your future career as a school teacher is accurate; she’s very upset. Then we discussed your problem for a long time in an emergency session of the church committee, Mabel, James, and I, but I regret that nothing emerged as an obvious solution. Mabel is of the opinion that you have matured beyond the point where you could be successfully integrated into our society and that you should return to your own people. I disagree and think you could become a useful and beneficial member of the town.

“We discussed possible jobs within the town where you could become usefully employed; things like becoming a librarian or a shop assistant. You have no trade other than teaching and that is a problem, but I could ask, say, one the seamstresses to take you on as an apprentice.” He looked at me hopefully, but I could raise little enthusiasm for the post.

“James is ambivalent, but I fear Mabel has her mind already set. I did point out that as a society we all bear a debt to your father and should help you if we possibly can, and, of course, there is his house here which you now own.”

We both sat morose for several minutes before he finally roused himself. “Have a quiet day today; stay at home and read a book. And later, perhaps go and talk to Miranda; see if you can make peace.”

We walked together down the length of the nave and emerged into the sunlight to see people running to the left down the main street. I stepped out into the street and saw, above the rooftops, a pillar of smoke rising vertically in the still, clear air.

“There’s a fire…” I shouted and started running with everyone else.

*

By late afternoon, there were still tears in my eyes. My beautiful little house was little more than a burnt-out husk. We tried to save it, dozens of us passing buckets of water from the nearby houses and throwing them onto the hungry flames, but there was little hope. The house was gone along with my few clothes and possessions and my father’s library. They told me that the fire had started at the back where the house was close to the thick vegetation of the forest, but nobody could explain what caused the blaze nor why it took hold so quickly and so completely.

I sat on a rock staring at the smoking ruins with Father Dominic on one side and Karene on the other. I had nothing left: no job, no house… nothing.

“Stay with me,” said Karene and I gave her a wry smile.

“Thank you,” I managed before my eyes filled up again and my voice choked. “What shall I do now?” I murmured more to myself than anyone else.

“Don’t despair. God will find a way. He always does.” I smiled at the priest’s optimism. His observation certainly hadn't been my experience. “It’s three o'clock and school is just finishing. Why don’t you go and talk to Miranda?”

I thought for a few moments and then nodded slowly. It could do no harm. They let me go alone and I wandered along the narrow street as if in a dream. She was in her classroom just packing her bag when I entered and she gazed at me with a strange expression.

“I'm sorry,” I said. “I was in the wrong and shouldn’t have interfered.”

“I'm sorry too. Sorry about what happened yesterday and sorry about your house. That’s horrible luck.” She was quiet for a few seconds and then added, “I'm sorry, but it doesn’t change anything. I don’t think we can work together anymore. We’re just too different.”

“No… I can see that. I just didn’t want you to think badly of me.”

“I thought it was the other way round; that it was you that was thinking badly of me.”

“I’m just not used to your ways here; not sure if I ever will be… Everything is so different.”

“Then you’ve just confirmed what I’d been thinking and teaching here is not for you. But please… Think of me as a friend. I don’t want you to think that I dislike you. I know you're trying to do your best and that it must be hard coming here from outside.”

I thanked her and left, but with nowhere in particular to go, wandered round the temple walls and then along the path to the mine. The mineworkers gave me a hearty wave unaware of my misfortune and I watched them for an hour or so with half an eye on the distant horizon: the Indian Ocean, calm and inviting and, at the same time, so vast and foreboding. India and the seat of the Children of Babylon was out there somewhere, but I found difficulty picturing the Temple of the High Priest; I knew nothing about it.

As the sun began to fall towards the horizon in the western sky, I roused myself and followed the miners back to the town. Without conscious thought, I returned to the church and was surprised that the priest was in conference with Mabel and James McCallan.

“We are so sorry to hear about your house,” said James and Mabel nodded solemnly. “What are you going to do now?”

“What can she do?” said Mabel with a glint in her eye. “She’ll have to go back to Britain and her own people.”

“No, not yet,” said Father Dominic. “Karene has offered her somewhere to stay while she sorts things out and I expect we could find her temporary employment in one of the shops.”

“She’s not one of us. Give her the return fare and let her leave us in peace.”

This just attracted a sharp look from the priest. “That’s not a Christian attitude, Mabel. The girl has suffered misfortune and we should do what we can to help.” The rebuke caused Mabel to redden, but I saw more in her countenance; I saw triumph fade to intransigence.

*

Days became dull working in Karene’s grocery shop, but the evenings passed rapidly with Karene’s companionship. We cooked ourselves extravagant meals, visited friends, or just walked through the quiet streets in balmy nights between coffee shops and bars. In many ways we were so similar: we were almost the same age; the same build – tall and lanky; and both possessed the same offbeat sense of humour. And then again, in other ways we were so different and there didn’t seem to be any way to close the gap. Superficially, she was extrovert to my introvert; bright and optimistic to my reserved distrust. On a deeper level, she viewed boys and, to a lesser extent, other girls as opportunities for simple sensual pleasure whilst I saw them more as fellow travellers floundering in the complex waters of human emotions. I got the impression that there was a lot going on in her head that she wasn’t disclosing, whereas with me, what you saw was what you got. It wasn’t just our hair colour that differentiated us; her psyche was dark to my light.

Having thought of her in those stark terms, it came as an astonishing surprise that she announced that she was thinking of becoming a religious acolyte and moving into the temple.

“You know nothing about it,” she said to me giggling. “It’s not at all what it seems. Do you remember Grace and Lindsey from Julia’s party? Grace used to be an acolyte before she married and Lindsey still is. You saw her in the procession the other week.”

I remembered the girl raising one chained wrist to wave to Karene and realised then she was one of the girls that participated in the frolics at Julia hen party, I just hadn't recognised her. “But I thought that to be an acolyte, you had to be a religious devotee who takes vows to be the Bride of Christ.” I was going to add that they're shut away in a monastery, but then remembered Lindsey at Julia’s hen party; she certainly wasn’t shut away.

“The bit about being a ‘Bride of Christ’ is true, although here they call it a ‘Bride of the Church’ and they are meant to pray a lot, but otherwise they're just like the rest of us. They wear what they like, go out when they like, and have boyfriends if the urge takes them. They do take vows and promise to be faithful to the church, but if they want to get married, Father Malakhi just releases them from their vows. Why should I work in this shop every day when they're swanning around reading books and sunning themselves in the temple gardens?”

“So they're not religious?”

“Well, they are meant to be and they do good things around the town like caring for anyone who’s old or sick. I suppose that includes Father Malakhi himself; he’s looking pretty frail nowadays. Most of them consider the religious devotion to be optional and, basically, I think they're there just to drum up a bit of interest in the town. You know… Keep the miners focused on what’s happening in the church. In any event, when they reach thirty, they have to leave and get a proper job; you can't have acolytes who aren’t young and sexy.”

A sudden thought struck me… “Could I become an acolyte?”

“I don’t see why not. At least then you'd have somewhere to stay. I’ll tell you what; I’ll ask Lindsey to meet us one evening and you can talk to her about it.”

I thought that a good idea and decided to talk it over with Father Dominic in the morning.

*

“I can't say that the idea hadn't occurred to me, Lily, but their moral standing is beginning to wear a bit thin. It used to be that a girl would join the church to learn about religion and benefit the community, but now they just seem to be decorative parasites. Father Malakhi has got very slack with them and I feel that they take too many liberties.”

“But Karene says that they do good work around the town; caring for the sick and elderly for instance.”

“Oh yes. I'm not saying they're bad people nor that they never help anyone. It’s just that I don’t feel that that’s where their priorities lie.”

“Then perhaps I could change that. Karene says I can talk to Lindsey about what it’s really like. Do I have your permission to apply if I think it’s what I want?”

“Lily. You know you don’t need my permission, but if it makes you feel better, then yes… I will support your application.”

The more I thought about it, the more it seemed to fit with what I thought I wanted; a vocation rather than just a job. It made no difference that the other girls didn’t take the work seriously; I would and that will be what matters. But first, I had to be sure it was what I wanted. I had to talk to Lindsey.

As it turned out, I was not the only one considering the church as a career move. When Lindsey arrived at Karene’s house one evening, she was not alone. There was a girl called Elanor with her and I could see straight away that Elanor would fit right into the line-up of statuesque acolyte models. In fact, if you had to pick four girls to represent the image that the temple tried to portray to the town, you couldn’t do much better than the four that were gathered in Karene’s house that evening. I looked at the other three sitting in a line on the settee, all legs and long boutique hair, and had to smile as they chatted together animatedly; subconsciously, I’d chosen similar attire and wondered whether New Babylon was beginning to have an unforeseen effect on me.

“Two years ago,” Lindsey was saying. “I used to work in the library, but this is so much better.”

“You had to take vows?” I asked.

“Oh yes. That’s a big part of the initiation ceremony. You have to promise to be faithful to the church until the High Priest releases you from your obligations; that’s usually when you ask his permission to marry or on your thirtieth birthday. They don’t like to have acolytes older than that because it doesn’t sit well with the idea of us being handmaidens.”

“What will you do then?” asked Elanor.

“I expect to marry long before then. I've been seeing Eddy for nearly a year now. He hasn’t asked me yet, but I’m still hoping for a marital Christmas present.”

“But if you don’t… What will you do when you're thirty?”

“Well, I could always become a priestess. There hasn’t been one that I can remember, but that’s a possibility. All the temple priests and the church elders have to vote if I want to apply and it has to be unanimous; up to now they’ve never been able to agree, so it’s not very likely. So…” she thought for a while. “I don’t know really. Perhaps become an artist. I do a lot of painting in my spare time. One of the priests is very good and he teaches me.”

“You still lactate?” I asked.

“We all do. It’s one of the things Father Malakhi does insist on. He says it demonstrates altruism and that we all ought always to be thinking of others and always be ready to help them.”

“Is that why you were all wearing those white dresses to church the other day?”

She smiled. “You noticed that?”

“Yeah, all that silver tracery on the front panels with the lines of silver studs…”

“Lots of people think they're only there for decoration; that it’s just a hangover from when the sect was in India. Well, it’s true that it is very Indian looking with all the twirls on the bodice and then the way the pattern rises up the front and swirls around our breasts to make those little pointy cones.”

“But the cones are removable,” I said with a grin.

“They just pop off with press studs. It’s very useful when we need to use the pump; saves a lot of undressing because those dresses are laced up the back and take ages to fit and remove.

“Tell me about the chains,” I said.

Lindsey giggled. “There isn't really much to tell. The cuffs are just strapped around out wrists and the chains just clip to each cuff. It’s not like they're real or anything; they're just for show so that we can pretend to be handmaidens like it describes in the Bible. It wasn’t until the priests started teaching me that I realised quite how much of the Bible deals with slave girls and how they should be treated by their masters. I suppose it’s not surprising really because there were so many wars in Biblical times and that meant there were lots of girls captured and sold into slavery. It says that concubines and slaves… they're the same thing really… it says they're expected to be submissive and obey their master in everything, an edict so important that it’s repeated many times in Biblical passages. Ephesians 6:5, Titus 2:9-10, and Colossians 3:22.” She giggled at that point as my eyes opened wide, astonished by the depth of her religious learning. “The priests made us remember all the verses. Even Peter repeats something similar in 2:18. I don’t know whether the priests were making a particular point because we’re handmaidens, but they showed us where the Bible describes how slaves should be treated if they fail to obey. Jesus himself recommends that disobedient slaves should be beaten in Luke 12:47 or even killed in Matthew 24:51.”

“Are you telling me that if I volunteer to be a handmaiden, that Father Malakhi could have me beaten and killed?” I asked aghast.

“No, of course not. Father Malakhi is a dear. I’m just saying that’s what it says in the Bible. Handmaidens, concubines, and sex-slaves… The Bible’s full of them. It’s no wonder the Children of Babylon thought it a good idea to have some of their own.”

“Are you a sex-slave then?”

It was such a simple question and deserved a simple answer, but the reality was more complex.

“Maybe in a way, we are. We promise ourselves as brides of the church, so I suppose that means that we have promised our bodies to the priests like a wife gives her body to her husband, but no-one has ever interpreted it in that way. I know that Father Malakhi is responsible for the security of our keys and that he entrusts that responsibility to the wardens, so if anyone’s got a claim on us, it’s the High Priest, but he’s over ninety. Anyway, we’re all still virgins. If anything, I feel much more protected and secure in the temple than anywhere else. At least there I don’t have to deal with any unwelcome advances.”

“So, no-one’s going to stop me seeing Ben every evening,” asked Elanor, back-tracking to what was really important to her.

Lindsey smiled. “We all have boyfriends. There would be a riot if that happened.”

We spoke for a long time about what life was like up on the hill: what the living accommodation was like, the Biblical education lessons, how much free time the acolytes enjoyed and what they did with it. Lindsey told us about the work they did about the town and the times they visited the school to teach, and she told us about the evenings they had together in the Starling nightclub, or cafés and bars. Then she came over all serious…

“There is one thing I shouldn’t really mention because it’s not supposed to happen, but I think in this instance it’s particularly relevant… I’ve told you that we share bedrooms, two to a room, and that the wardens lock us all in after we return each evening. And I’ve said that we all still have to wear chastity guards and that the wardens check that they're secure immediately after our morning showers. Well, what I haven't mentioned… you must promise not to tell anyone else about this…”

We three all nodded with eyes wide and heads cocked so as not miss a single word.

“What I haven't mentioned is that the wardens actually remove our guards when they lock us in of an evening. We spend every night with no vulval protection…”

She stared at us, having committed to us her most secret of secrets. “And two to a room?” muttered Karene. Lindsey nodded.

“It was Father Malakhi’s idea several years ago. He said if we were locked in with no possibility of meeting any males, then there was no need for us to wear our guards overnight. It’s quite logical when you think about it. The guards are there to protect us from conceiving a child out of wedlock and we can't do that without a man.”

“But…” said Karene and then fell silent as a raft of possibilities occurred to her. “I think I like your High Priest,” she said at last.


Chapter 5     
Two Times Initiated

The more I spoke trying to explain myself, the more disappointed the priest looked. “I know I should be happy to share all that I have with my fellow brothers and sisters, but I can't help feeling uncomfortable. Sometimes, I feel that everyone is staring at me and I imagine that they're willing me to join with them in some sort of sexual congress and I'm just not ready for that. The temple will give me a sanctuary; somewhere to go where I’ll feel safe.”

“No-one will ever ask you to do anything that’s not sanctioned by the holy texts.”

“I know that, father, but I'm not like them. I haven’t been in this community long enough for such attitudes to become normal; for me, much of what is expected here was specifically proscribed by my previous church and it still doesn’t feel right.”

“I understand that, Lily. There are churchmen in this world who profess a religious understanding, but who will twist and manipulate religious texts well beyond their original intent. They will decry a man for coveting his neighbour’s wife, but denounce him for engaging with her in some innocuous pseudo-sexual activity when such activity is not only permitted by the Bible, but actively encouraged. One can't preach on the one hand that all worldly goods should be shared equally and then turn around and say, ‘But you cannot share my wife’; after all, goods don’t come much more worldly than a wife. And what about ‘do unto others as you would be done by?’ There’s little worse than seeing a beautiful woman and knowing that her husband would withhold her favours through nothing more than trivial jealousy while, at the same time, he’s admiring other women and wishing to share their beauty. It’s made worse because it would cost him nothing to share her.”

The priest lapsed in silence for a few moments to gather his thoughts. “I accept that in the wider world, there may by some risk involved inasmuch as such activity could result in spreading disease, but that doesn’t apply here. This is a closed community and such diseases don’t exist here. And when it comes to oral sex, the risks are even less. No, I'm afraid the world at large imposes great harm upon its citizens for no good reason. There is obviously a necessity to restrict coital intercourse to an activity exclusively between a husband and his wife because it is those people who would bear the responsibility for raising any consequential offspring, and the Bible rightly endorses such a restriction, but to limit oral or anal sex makes no sense. And as for homosexual activity, well… we’ve already discussed the idiocy of that.

I let him finish his diatribe, arguments he’d voiced before to me, and he eventually subsided into silence.

“So…” I said quietly. “Are you still prepared to support my application? Elanor is going to join with me, but I think Karene has decided against it.”

“Of course. Make your approach to the temple and I shall be the one to give you away.”

*

The ceremony was arranged for noon a fortnight hence in the temple’s chapel and on the assigned morning I was at the church at nine thirty for my shower.

“The last time,” said the priest with a hint of regret in his voice as he turned the key in the back of my belt. “I have laid out your investiture clothes on the chair.”

I thanked him and showered. Nobody had given me any instructions to the contrary, so I refitted my usual guard and snapped the lock closed behind my back. The dress he’d given me was exactly the same style as I’d seen the acolytes wearing for the church parade, except that this one was black when theirs were white, and when I pulled on the long over-the-knee socks, the top part of my thighs showed startling white between the hem of the dress and the socks.

It was Father Dominic who tightened the laces behind my back to constrict the bodice about my ribs and for then first time, I felt my breasts swell through the holes in the front panel to fill the two removable cones. The priest saw in my face what I was thinking and smiled.

“Support for the community at large is an important principle at the temple, even more so than here in the town, and the gift of human milk by acolytes is viewed as a moral obligation that demonstrates the church’s charity. It makes good cheese, too,” he added and his smile broadened.

He’d supplied no panties and I mentioned this to him when he lifted the hem at the back to check the lock.

“No. It’s not usual for you to wear them with ceremonial dress.”

The short skirt of the dress was barely adequate and I said, “I do feel rather exposed,” but he just shrugged.

We walked up the hill to the temple together and I was conscious of several curious glances as we passed. I suppose it wasn’t every day that a new acolyte is initiated. Elanor was waiting outside the temple gate with a big man beside her whom I took to be her father. The men nodded to each other and I smiled at Elanor. She was dressed exactly the same as I and it was as if we could almost have been twins.

The gate opened and we were met by two temple priests who escorted us through the grounds to the chapel. The precinct inside the walls was just how I had imagined: lush with vegetation and alive with birdsong. Stone paths wound through the foliage past a small, rocky pool, to a stone-built chapel with a clay tiled roof and ornate wooden entrance doors. The doors swung open to show the chapel full to capacity, mostly with invited guests from the town seated on the wooden pews. We continued behind the temple priests, me beside Father Dominic and Elanor beside her father, up the central aisle towards the altar. To either side of us, seated in front of the civil guests, were the wardens and then the existing acolytes. The front row was partially occupied by four temple priests leaving vacant seats either side of the aisle and behind the altar sat the church hierarchy: the white-haired High Priest and, to either side of him, the church elders, Mabel Christie on his right and James McCallan on his left.

The two priests who were our guides took their seats leaving just the four of us looking up over the altar at Father Malakhi. All was quiet for a long moment before the priest rose from his seat, gripped a brass rail that stretched the width of the altar before him, and spoke with a weak, tremulous voice that never-the-less seemed to echo around the stone walls with the authority of many decades.

“Who bringeth these souls to serve the Temple of the Children of Babylon?”

“I, Father Dominic of the town of New Babylon,” said Father Dominic and Elanor’s father then introduced himself in a similar manner.

“And are these maidens of chaste mind and are they intent on serving the Church of New Babylon and its civil community in ways commensurate with their religious calling?”

“They are,” intoned both men.

“And do you, as holders of the keys of these two initiates, freely and without reserve, transfer those keys to the Temple of the Children of Babylon?”

“I do,” said both men in unison.

Then, having completed their contribution to the ceremony, the two men sat in the last empty chairs…

It became apparent then that the ceremony had been adapted from the Christian marriage and it continued with prayers of thanks for the meals we had recently consumed, the good weather we were enjoying, and the health of those around us. Finally, the priest praised God in a long and rambling prayer for giving Elanor and me the inclination to devote our bodies to the church for the good of the community.

Eventually, we arrived at the vows and they had been lifted almost wholesale from the Christian ceremony. I went first and, after declaring my name, had to promise the serve the Church of the Children of Babylon as a ‘Handmaiden’ and to obey the priests of that church ‘in all things without hesitation, reserve or prejudice’, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death us do part or until the High Priest of New Babylon releases me from my vows.

“In the presence of God, I make this vow,” I declared and, just for an instant, felt as if I might faint.

Elanor repeated exactly the same words and, in the silence that followed, we looked at each other as sisters in a new, larger family; one that we had yet to properly meet.

“Lily and Elanor, you have given yourselves voluntarily and without reserve to the Children of Babylon to serve them as Handmaidens in whatever capacity is deemed fit and I now call on you both to complete your sacrifice and kneel upon the altar to receive your chains.”

One of the lower priests put a disc on an old record player in the corner and thin organ music attempted to fill the small hall with a sense of majesty. We were instructed to climb the five tiers up the front of the altar and to kneel upon its top surface, but it seemed such an odd thing to ask. We looked at each other and, in the absence of any further instructions, slowly climbed the steps. Side by side, we knelt with our shoes hanging over the altar’s back edge.

“Now place your arms under the rail so that the Church Elders may apply the chains of your servitude.”

Together we leant forward and placed our wrists beneath the rail, but the priest wasn’t satisfied.

“All the way through,” he added in a quiet voice and I glanced at Elanor again as the full consequence of his instruction hit me. Slowly, we both sunk down until our arms were completely under the rail, our shoulders and upper bodies were pressed against the altar’s cool stone and our hips were forced high behind us, displaying everything previously hidden by our short dresses to the congregation.

Before me, Mabel was grinning. She knew exactly what I was thinking and was making no attempt to minimise my exposure time. She buckled a leather cuff around each of my wrists and then picked up the length of steel chain that was supposed to represent my acceptance into slavery. After snapping the sprung links at either end to test their effectiveness, she held the open links over the D rings of the cuffs and, with as much flourish as she could muster, released them with a loud double click that made me jump. A chill run up my spine that I couldn’t attribute entirely to the exposed flesh behind me.

“Arise, Handmaidens,” announced the priest and we pulled our arms, now adorned with the chains draping loosely from our wrists, from beneath the rail.

All that now remained were the formalities and, after descending from the altar, we followed Father Malakhi and the Elders through a door at the side of the chapel into a small room. Laid out on a desk were two copies of a document headed ‘Contract of Servitude’ and we were invited to sit down and read it through. It was obvious that New Babylon was not blessed with solicitors and someone had adapted the ‘Terms and Conditions’ they’d found enclosed with some product they’d bought from their one of their on-line shops.

It was a long document that covered several pages of closely typed script, the sort of document that no-one would actually read, and, with Mabel looking over my shoulder, today wasn’t the time to start. I skimmed it…

It started by noting that the document was enforceable within New Babylon and ‘The Rest of the World’, a statement I thought redundant and optimistic in equal measure, but then went on to state that the arbitrating body in the event of dissent or conflict would be the Elders of the Children of Babylon. In other words, if I disagreed with them, they would decide who is right.

Next was the definition of terms where ‘Church’ was defined as the ‘Church of the Children of Babylon’ and ‘Contract’ as a ‘legally binding agreement between the Church and a ‘Handmaiden’. ‘Handmaiden’ was defined as an ‘Acolyte of the Church’ and ‘Acolyte’ was defined using circular logic as a ‘Handmaiden’.  A little further on, the confusion was eased when ‘Handmaiden’ was redefined as an ‘indentured female operative subservient to the Users’. ‘Users’ were defined further in the document as the High Priest of the Church, Temple Priests, Elders of the Church, and anyone else nominated by the High Priest. I looked at Mabel and she grinned.

Other definitions appearing in a random order included: Consumers – third parties not including Users; Order – The customer’s or users order for services; and Services were defined as any act or action taken by the handmaiden in response to an order. There were other definitions for words like accommodation, victual, health, reasonable, clothing, and remuneration, some of which I found comforting. Words like Discipline, Penalty, and Punishment not so much. Finally, ‘Sphere of Operation’ was described as the Island of New Babylon and, again rather unreasonably, the ‘Rest of the World’.

By this time, Mabel was getting impatient and I skipped through the headings of the following sections: Church Responsibilities; Customer Responsibilities; User Responsibilities; Application; Interpretation (an interpreter can be supplied – apparently); Basis of Sale (marked as non-applicable, which was reassuring); Fees and Payment (at the discretion of the High Priest); Servicing (I read this carefully, but it seemed to refer to a central heating boiler); Risk and Title; Withdrawal (Not what I expected at all); Conformity (all that said was restrained as required); Privacy (None specified); Duration and Termination (until 30 years of age or as specified by the High Priest); Suspension (when necessary); and Liability. This last item was at least clear; the liability was entirely mine.

By this time Elanor had been finished some time and Mabel was beginning to become agitated. I told her I’d finished reading it.

“Well, put a cross in the box then…”

Above the box it proclaimed: ‘I have read and understand the terms and conditions and agree to abide by them.” I crossed the box and Mabel snatched the document from me to sign and date it as a witness.

“Congratulation,” said Father Malakhi and then went back into the chapel.

“Have I just signed that?” I whispered to Elanor.

“I think you have made your mark, which is the same thing.” She looked to see my reaction, shrugged her shoulders, and followed the priest through the door. Out in the chapel, the High Priest stood in his designated place behind the alter and we were led to stand before it in ours, but turned to face the congregation. Beside each of us stood a warden dressed in a black suit, white shirt, and a rather incongruous bright red tie.

“Citizens of New Babylon,” said the priest and within the church, all sound ceased. I could hear myself breathing and glanced at Elanor beside me. She was gazing out over the seated masses with her hands, like mine, hanging loosely before her, weighed down by the weight of the chain.

“Citizens of New Babylon,” he repeated. “These two souls have voluntarily surrendered their bodies to the Church of the Children of New Babylon and will, from henceforth, serve as Handmaidens for the benefit of the Temple and all who worship therein, and, by proxy, to all citizens of New Babylon.”

I glanced at Elanor again and this time we smiled at each other.

“Within the limitations placed on them by the chains and chastity guards they wear, they have promised to serve you all to the best of their abilities and, to demonstrate their eagerness in this matter, I now call upon the wardens to reveal part of those abilities that God, in his wisdom, has seen fit to grant these maidens.”

It occurred so smoothly and so fast that I barely had time to process what had actually happened. The wardens standing at our sides stepped smartly in front of us and, with a fluid movement that was impressive to say the least, raised both hands to grip the top edge of each of our breast cones and then dropped them, popping open the studs and tearing away the material to reveal our breasts projecting like strange white fruits from the trunks of our black-clad torsos.

I squealed and tried to lift my hands to protect my modesty only to find that the man in front of me was holding the chains between my wrists. He didn’t say anything, but I detected a slight shake of his head before he released the chain and stepped back to my side. I was now looking out over a sea of faces all staring up at my bare breasts. I looked at Elanor and she was still smiling at the congregation.

I forced my jangling nerves to calm and remembered that I’d already showed everyone my bare arse; what did it matter that they all now saw my tits too? Elanor’s father was gazing up at her, his broad smile clearly showing the pride he felt for his daughter and I looked at Father Dominic. He, too, was smiling, but it was more a knowing gesture intended to settle me and he followed it with a slight nod of his head. I smiled back, although my smile was tight with tension.

Soon, people were ready to disperse and Father Dominic just had time to wish me good luck before he was led away by his escort while Elanor and I stood like sentries on guard duty. I watched him go with more sentimentality than I expected and then one of the wardens asked Elanor and me to follow him and led us from the chapel to the accommodation block.

We were destined to share a bedroom and I was pleasantly surprised with the one we were allocated. It was about four metres square with rough stone walls and a high ceiling. A window high on one wall was barred, but that was no more than I was expecting. On the plus side, the room was very clean, the beds looked comfortable, there were two dressing tables, two wardrobes and two chests that all looked new. There was also an en-suite shower room; everything a girl needs.

The warden checked the room was how it should be and then announced, “You can take the chains off now and change into your own clothes if you wish… There’s a breast pump for you to share and a supply of bottles in the cupboard. Keep the milk in the small fridge and it’s collected every morning.” We thanked him and he added, “The other girls have all gone to the refectory for lunch. It’s the other side of the pool. The afternoon session starts at two in the lecture room next door.”

We thanked him again and started our new lives as temple acolytes.

*

All my concerns and anxiety seemed to have been misplaced as the days slowly passed and I settled into life as a temple acolyte. Life was certainly different, but there wasn’t much I missed. The biggest change was the company I now enjoyed, not just during our communal activities during the day, but during the nights too with Elanor in the bed next to me.

I did like her. My first impression of her was that she was a bit aloof and would have preferred not to mix with other, lesser mortals, but that proved to be entirely wrong; she was just shy. Once she felt comfortable with me, conversation flowed easily and she was endlessly entertaining. She’d grown up in New Babylon and knew no different, so was curious about the outside world, but not to the extent she wanted to go there; she loved her life on this small island and would feel unsafe elsewhere.

And our night time guards? It was true… Our warden did unlock and remove the guards every evening and we spent nights just like I did back in Wales, with my body my own; except it wasn’t just the same… With the guard in place, I couldn’t touch myself. I could barely feel myself. Its fit was so perfect that it was impossible to budge, hence very little sense of contact and certainly no friction. I could feel the belt about my waist gripping me with a hold like steel and, of course, I could feel the guard’s location peg lodged in my sex. Its length filled me to capacity and, courtesy of Mabel, it had sufficient girth to be challenging; quite enough, in fact, to ensure it was a tight fit and couldn’t be budged, and more than enough to retain my attention throughout the day. And now it was not there throughout every night.

No… It wasn’t at all the same as in Wales… There I could think, read a book, or just sleep and not give a thought to sex. It rarely entered my head and when it did, its connotations were often negative. My only real sexual experience had been with Charlie and I found that disappointing, but now, every night, I would find my hand straying towards the delta of my thighs. It must have been the feel of the guard’s location peg that was stirring my subconscious, but, in any event, I found it comforting to hold myself, to feel skin against skin.

Elanor, I know, went further. I would watch her at night when she thought I was asleep, watch the covers moving beneath her belly and listen to the little whimpering sounds she was making. I knew what she was doing, but I wasn’t about to tell anyone. It was not encouraged by my priests back in Wales. They used to preach that it was selfish and would distract from the sanctity of marriage and here in New Babylon, it was usually impossible for a girl or woman; they were always sealed by their fathers or husbands; except here, at night, we weren’t. I would turn over and pretend I hadn’t seen, but my hand would invariably tighten on my crotch.

Now, my days were interesting and varied. Our time was dictated by the schedules devised by the priests and included periods of study, devotional obligations, and community duties, as well as organised leisure time where we could play team games, read, draw, or any number of other activities if we could justify them as beneficial. I began studying the bird life on the island and would go off with Erica, one of the other acolytes, into the thick vegetation to see what we could spot and record the detail about the encounters.

The other girls were fun too and it didn’t take us long to know them well. Out of all the girls, only Erica and Mary were older than I. The other nine, including Elanor who was nineteen, were between sixteen and twenty-one and, because of my age, tended to respect what I had to say despite the fact that I was the newbie. I was aware, too, that they knew I was a recent arrival on the island and they would often ask me about my past life, but never once did I detect a desire to leave the safety of the island.

I thought we’d settled in well and life was beginning to adopt a steady, well-planned programme, but change is always just a flicker away. The particular flicker in the cosmos that instigated this first real change was a quantum induced failure of the solid-state electronics that controlled our breast pump: one evening it just stopped working…

We, Elanor and I, had retired to bed after a late-night visit to one of the town’s bars and, I had to admit, we were both a little drunk. The warden had locked our door and all that remained was for us to complete our evening ablutions, use the pump to drain off about 100cc from either side, and climb into our respective beds. The failure of the pump was not, at first, a big issue. I thought we could manage without it until our warden returned early next morning to open the door and refit our belts, but by twelve-thirty, both Elanor and I were in considerable discomfort. Our breasts had swelled to such an extent that they felt hard and our teats were forced into long points.

“I’ll bang on the door for the warden,” I said. “I don’t think I can stand this.”

“No, don’t do that. He’ll be asleep by now and, in any case, it’s not necessary. We can just relieve each other.”

“What, suck each other’s tits, you mean?”

“Of course. We do it all the time when we’re out late. Come over here and I’ll show you.”

This was, indeed, outside my comfort zone. No-one, except a drunken Charlie and Di Griffith after that fateful dinner date, had ever touched me there and I wasn’t sure I could cope. On the other hand, I knew that Elanor was in as much discomfort as I and would expect me to relieve her. I bit the bullet and climbed out of my bed.

“How should we do this?” I asked.

“Just lie down beside me; that’s it… a little lower.”

Her teat was pressed against my cheek and when I turned my head, it slid between my lips. I lay still, not daring to move. It felt so erotic it couldn’t be right. I gave a little suck and two dozen micro-pores jetted milk into my mouth as Elanor gave a long sigh.

“Oh, God. That feels so good…”

She was right. It felt good from my side too and now my hands were on her, guiding the hardened cone of her breast to my mouth. A few minutes later and she was definitely much softer; I changed sides.

“Thank you,” she whispered hugging my head to her chest. “You know you’ll have to do it again during the night; I can't last until morning.”

I made a muffled mewing sound and she released me and grinned.

“Now I’ll do you…” and she scooted down the bed. She was much more confident than I was and hugged me as she suckled, her hands gently sliding up and down my bare back. Soon, I too was soft, but she didn’t stop. Now she was squeezing and pulling at me, gripping me with her teeth as she stretched and kneaded. I didn’t stop her… It felt agonisingly good.

“You have lovely tits,” she whispered and pushed herself up the bed until we were nose to nose. I stared at her, stared straight into her dark eyes, and I was shocked by the intensity of passion I saw there. Her hand was behind my head and before I knew what was happening, our lips had touched and our eyes had closed. It was the first kiss I’d had in years and it was with a girl. Did that matter? No, not really. Not at all, in fact. It was beautiful; the most beautiful thing I could then have imagined…


Chapter 6     
Betrothed

Ifelt as if I was finally growing up; becoming an adult… My days were spent on interesting and beneficial activities, my evenings on fun times with my new friends, and my nights were spent with Elanor when we were free to explore the delights God had seen fit to give us. It was a wonderful time and it was about to get even better.

It happened one evening when I was sitting in the corner of the Starling chatting quietly to Mary and three young men entered. I saw them immediately, but it was a minute or two before Mary noticed and called to them.

“Lily, this is John,” she said pointing to the tallest lad who was grinning at her. “We’ve been courting for five months now,” she added proudly. “This is Martin. He’s Diana’s fella, but I’m afraid I don’t know your friend’s name.”

“Drake,” he said as his eyes slid from Mary onto me.

“I can't stay,” said Martin. “Gotta meet someone,” and he was gone.

“Can I get you ladies another drink?” asked John. He and Drake were already cradling beers and, when Mary pointed to our full glasses, the boys sat down at our table. Soon, Mary and John were huddled together exchanging secrets, leaving me sitting next to Drake and looking rather embarrassed.

He saw my discomfort and stood. “I should go,” he said with a voice that seemed unusually resonant in the enclosed corner of the hall.

“No, stay. Sit here and tell me something interesting.”

He smiled. The first time I’d seen him smile since they’d arrived and his face looked completely different. He was an imposing man; not fat but tall and heavily built with thick, sunburnt arms and a muscled torso barely disguised by his thin t-shirt. His face was not classically handsome, it was creased and scarred across his left brow under his thick, brown hair, but he had a strong, clean-shaven chin and lips that looked surprisingly sensitive. It was his eyes, though, that got me; when he turned those piercing grey eyes on me, I felt that they could see all that was inside my head. I blinked, he smiled, and I was lost… although I didn’t tell him that, of course.

We talked until the club closed at one o'clock, but the sum total of what I found out about him was disappointing. He was a carpenter and lived alone in one of the more isolated parts of the island; his parents had both passed and, as far as he knew, he had no living relatives; he’d spent three years in Australia and only came back a year ago; he had a pet dog – a street dog that had adopted him; and he didn’t have much time for the church or their rules. He knew I was an acolyte, of course, and thought that was quite funny…

What he found out about me was, well… everything. When I looked at him, I couldn’t help myself. It was if my mouth suddenly developed autonomy from the rest of me and couldn’t stop talking. I told him about my childhood, my mother, my pregnancy, my boyfriends, my old and new beliefs, and my hopes for the future. The only thing I didn’t mention was that I was the daughter of Andrew Meadows, but by the time the club closed, nothing else remained a mystery. When I finally stopped to take breath, I couldn’t help but notice the mildly amused expression on his face.

“I'm sorry,” I said. “I seem to have monopolized the conversation.”

“A bit,” he said grinning. “I don’t mind. I find you interesting. Not many people have actually left the island for a start and here you are, only just arrived.”

He walked me to the gate of the temple and, as the gatekeeper waited for me to enter, gave me a little peck on the cheek. I raised a hand to the spot where his lips touched before self-consciously dropping it again.

“Will I see you again?” I asked as casually as I could.

“At the club tomorrow. Eight o'clock.”

He was still standing there when the gate closed and I walked back through the temple grounds to my dorm in a dream.

“Evening, miss,” said my warden. “Late tonight. Miss Eleanor has been in for hours.”

“Sorry,” I muttered.

“Oh, no need to be sorry,” he answered cheerfully.

I removed my panties and stood still while he lifted the back of my skirt and unlocked the belt. I waited until he’d turned away and then a quick twist and I’d released my waist and dislodged its locator, although not without the sudden spasm that shot up my spine every time that occurred. I handed him the belt for him to clean and have it ready to refit after my shower in the morning, and entered the bedroom. Elanor was sitting up in bed reading and as soon as she saw my face, exclaimed with a girlish squeal: “You’ve found a boyfriend…”

*

I saw Drake at eight the following evening, and every subsequent evening for the next week before he suggested I might like to come over for lunch the next day, a Saturday. I thought that was a splendid idea and told him so. We arranged to meet outside the temple gate soon after noon and I spent the preceding hours trying on different outfits. In the end, it was one of Elanor’s that I wore: a short, pleated skirt that sat well over my hips and a short-sleeved t-shirt. I chose my eye shadow carefully to match the copper colour of my shirt and Elanor did my hair for me. I would normally have worn it loose or in a ponytail, but that morning I had two bunches, just like I had all those weeks ago for Julia’s hen party. It made me feel young, in fact it made me feel like a seven-year-old schoolgirl, and, by association, carefree.

It was getting late… I used our breast pump one last time just to delay the next session by as long as possible, and slipped on my best pair of shoes. Elanor burst out laughing…

“You'll break a leg if you try to walk through the jungle in those…”

She was right. They made my legs look much longer than they really were, but that wouldn’t help if the heels just sunk in the soft soil. ‘Sod it,’ I thought and pulled out my walking boots from beneath the chest. They were big and black and heavy, and they contrasted spectacularly with the short skirt and all the exposed leg. We both giggled; I looked like a cartoon caricature. I think Drake was impressed, too, when he saw me judging by his broad smile.

He’d been shopping and we wandered happily along the winding path through the thick undergrowth towards the north shore. It took us almost an hour to walk there because the path skirted the low summit to take the easiest course and we saw no other soul for the entire journey. We arrived quite suddenly, emerging from the forest into a small clearing next to a sandy beach where the land had formed a small cove. His cottage was like most of the dwellings on the island, a wooden, painted structure, this time coloured in subtle shades of green to become almost invisible against the trees. The sand reached as far as the cottage’s entrance door and beyond I could see an open shelter stacked with logs, a workbench, and a bicycle. A sudden movement from the shelter and a shaggy, brown hound bounded from its shadows and bounced happily before us.

“This is Tommy.”

“He does seem pleased to see us,” I said.

“I shouldn’t read too much into that; he’s like it with everyone.”

I picked up a short stick and threw it into the surf; Tommy barked and lurched in after it, bringing his trophy back and dropping it at our feet.

“Now you’ve done it,” said Drake. “He won’t let up for hours now.” I smiled and threw the stick again.

I was a beautiful day. We ate the food he’d prepared the night before and drank the wine he’d bought at the shop, and then I curled up against him on the swing seat and we just listened to the waves and seabirds. He was impressed I could name all the birds we saw; my time birdwatching with Erica had not been in vain. We kissed and the hours just seemed to drop away.

At four, I sat up and looked down at him with a doleful expression. “I should be getting back.”

“But why? It’s still early. I thought I could cook you supper.”

I hesitated… “It’s been almost five hours. I’m beginning to feel a little uncomfortable,” and I glanced down at my bust which was beginning to swell.

“You don’t need to worry about that; I can help you.”

I giggled, but then saw he wasn’t smiling. “You're serious, aren’t you?”

“Of course. Your problem is easily solved.”

I sat staring at him for a long time with my libido bubbling away beneath me, urging me ever onwards. I’d seen enough naked breasts in Babylon to realise this wasn’t the big deal it would be back in Wales, but still I hesitated; twenty-two years of cultural programming is a big thing to break.

“Fresh prawns for supper,” he teased.

In the end, with a flourish, I pulled the t-shirt over my head to reveal myself in all my bosomy glory. Drake didn’t say anything; just put his hands on my sides and pulled me down across him and, with a long, low moan, I lowered myself over his face and felt my left teat being drawn inextricably between his lips.

It’s difficult to explain how I felt. The breast pumps were ‘invigorating’; they sometimes made me shudder with the combination of the stimulating manipulation, the erotic sense of having an intimate part of me trapped within a machine, the trickling sensation of milk flowing within my breasts, and the hormonal hit of the oxytocin that the activity releases. Yes, the pumps were good and Elanor was even better, especially when she supplemented the suckling with her fingers on my sex; that could always make me climax. But when Drake pulled my teat roughly into his mouth whilst squeezing my tit with both hands, my imagination soared. I was in heaven.

No longer was the activity the mechanical process of stripping milk from my breasts; it was the act of a lover and I found myself swooning with delight. My sex flooded with my own secretions and for the first time ever, I cursed the chastity guard with all my heart. I wanted him so much it hurt. Surely God would not gift me such an emotional burst of love only to expect me to withhold its fulfilment?

He repositioned me, lifting me bodily to draw my teat from his mouth as if I weighed nothing and then lowering me again to suckle the other side. I settled once more across his face with a palm flat on his chest. My knee was hooked over his waist and I could feel him with my ankle, feel the hard swelling in his jeans that told me that he was sensing the eroticism too. My palm slid south… He felt wonderful; so powerful and I, by comparison, felt like a kitten playing with the tail of a tiger.

“More comfortable now?” he asked. I didn’t bother answering; I had other things on my mind and moved to seal our mouths together in a slow kiss that seemed to exist in a world populated solely by the two of us. I broke for air and as my eyes flickered open, they locked onto his intense grey ones and I felt even more like I was destined to be the main course for dinner. I didn’t care; I wanted him to eat me. My hand was still on his jeans… In that instant, I wanted more than anything to eat him all up and, without a word, slithered slowly down his chest until I was kneeling between his legs. He didn’t speak and I carefully unzipped him and peeled open the front of his jeans.

He felt huge in my mouth, a silky-smooth plug that filled me, physically and emotionally. I could wrap my tongue around him and press him against the roof of my mouth, and when I sucked, he groaned. With his shaft in my fist, I pressed him deeper into the back of my throat until I couldn’t breathe, and then lifted until I could stroke him with my tongue and suck him again. I’d never done this before, but somehow it felt natural. I pressed him deep again, but it could never be deep enough; I wanted to consume him, to make all of him part of me, but had to settle for just his cock.

When I looked up his body, his eyes were closed and his hands were relaxed by his side. I sucked again, he shuddered, and I felt a thrill travel the length of my spine. He was my lover and I could make him react like a puppet. Who was I kidding? The next thing I knew was that he had hold of my hair bunches, one in each hand, and now he was controlling me. He pulled me onto him, deeper than I went before, and then relaxed. I gasp for breath and he pulled again.

Suddenly, it was me that was the puppet controlled by a puppet master who only had one thing on his mind and it wasn’t exactly my welfare. My head bobbed, tugged forward by my hair and then released just enough for his glans to slide over my tongue before I was dragged down again. I should have been dismayed that he’d suddenly assumed control of my body, offended even by his presumption, but it wasn’t at all like that. He was using me like a lover, forcing me to do exactly what I wanted to do, and I felt an overwhelming gratitude towards him. I didn’t have much scope for choice, but I could grip his shaft firmer and suck harder, and that was enough. He climaxed…

His hands were now on my head to hold me still while his semen filled my mouth. I couldn’t lift myself from him, but I didn’t want to. I wanted every last drop of him…

*

That night, I lay in bed next to Elanor. She was asleep now; I could tell by her steady breathing. I was smiling… Thirty minutes before, she’d had me squirming and moaning, but in my imagination, it wasn’t her hand that had been doing all the work; it was Drake’s cock that had filled me, Drake’s lips that had been seducing me. Without a shadow of a doubt, I was in love.

That was my second great revelation. The first was when I found God and realised the foolishness of gambling with the life of an infant. That caused me to withdraw from boys in general in the hope of discovering the one that God, in His wisdom, had marked out for me; my perfect partner. Sexual relations, so my new-found logic went, were always meant to be for the furtherance of a family and to think otherwise was just selfish.

Now, after meeting Drake, I know for a fact that God always intended sex to be fun. Why else would he give me such an overwhelming craving? All right, I accept that in some cases to risk conceiving a child whilst the legal framework for its upbringing was not in place could be foolhardy, but if you love someone, really love them, a marriage certificate almost becomes irrelevant. Even after such a short time, I felt like I wanted to be with Drake forever and whether or not we were actually married wasn’t going to change that.

Having said that, I had no problem with the priests pushing marriage. It was a good idea to provide some security for the family, but now I can see that the way they were going about it was certainly wrong. God gave us all the thrill of sexual stimulation to bring couples closer together and to seek to somehow negate that was to defy God’s intentions. I’m talking about the vaginal guards, of course; the theists’ answer to men’s supposed uncontrolled sexual predation. He meant for couples to enjoy each other’s company, to revel in the touch of each other’s bodies, and for the priests to deny that is surely tantamount to blasphemy. Do they really think they know better than God himself?

The problem wasn’t that the guards precluded coital intercourse… That, after all, was their intention and they did that very well. The problem was that that was not their only effect… They also completely covered a girl’s clitoris, rendering the tiny organ totally neutralised and the girl powerless to ease any pressing urges she may encounter. For me, the main source of those urges was now Drake, but the way the guards were located using a vaginal peg was a significant contributary factor that was now in danger of completely overwhelming me.

A man may consider this to be the ideal method of location because not only did it make the device impossible to dislodge, but it also ‘occupied’ the very place it was designed to defend. One can’t indulge in coital intercourse if the coital canal is already full. But therein lies the problem… A girl can't be expected to walk around all day long with the locating peg lodged in her sex without experiencing some side-effects. The entrance to my vaginal canal is extremely sensitive and the small, continuous movements I felt could not fail to awaken the very feelings that the priests intended to be subdued.

I hadn’t realised how extreme these effects were until I met Drake, but now I find I'm in a state of almost constant arousal and there’s almost nothing I can do about it. A couple of days later, I mentioned this to Drake and he was most sympathetic, apologetic even because it was him that was the root cause of my discomfort.

“Oh sweetie. I’ve been selfish, haven’t I? Taking from you without returning the favour.”

“No, you haven’t. If I didn’t want to feel you in my mouth, I wouldn’t keep doing it. Actually, I really love it; it’s like I’m absorbing part of you into me just like when you suck on my tits and absorb part of me. It’s as if we’re slowly becoming one person.”

“That’s a bit esoteric for me. All I know is that you suck my cock until I climax and it’s wonderful, but there is more I can do for you. You’ve never mentioned it, so I’ve not suggested it, but if you’d like to try… Many people can actually climax with anal sex.”

I gave a nervous laugh. It’s something I’d never had the inclination to try and I didn’t think now would be a good time to start. “Thank you for your kind offer, but I think I’ll give that a miss.”

“You're quite sensitive there, you know. You might find you really enjoy it.”

I just smiled and Drake didn’t press the point, but I did notice a shadow of disappointment cross his face.

*

Days became weeks and, whereas before that fateful day in the club, I’d not noticed Drake at all, now he seemed to be everywhere I looked. When Elanor and I visited an aging widow to help with shopping, he was there refitting a door, and when I went to the quay to collect supplies from the boat, he was there unloading timber. And, of course, every evening he was waiting for me to finish my daily chores. He was even outside the church every Sunday when we processed from the temple for Sunday Mass and I would wave to him, rattling the chains that were clipped to my wrists.

It took him eight weeks before he asked the question I’d been waiting four weeks to hear, and then it was not the most romantic of proposals: “How would you feel if I offered to safeguard your key for you?”

It took me a few moments to realise what he was asking and, because some strange, transient physical disability was preventing me from actually speaking, my answer was a long kiss.

The next day was one of the very few times when I actually got to speak to the High Priest in person. He was sitting in an armchair in his private study and I was standing self-consciously before him, nervously clenching my hands so tightly together that my fingers hurt for days afterwards.

“Master,” I whispered and stared at the floor before his feet.

“Speak up, my dear. My hearing’s not what it was.”

“Master. I have met someone and would like to ask you to release me from my vows so that I may marry him.”

He clapped his hands together and struggled to his feet to stand facing me with a smile lighting up his old face that made his years fall away.

“My dear Lily, congratulations. To marry and bear children is the whole meaning of life and I am so glad you have discovered that. Of course, I will release you; how could I not? Have you decided when the ceremony will be?”

“We thought next month if you, my master, agree.”

“Next month it is. Make the arrangements and we can combine both ceremonies together: your marriage and your deconsecration as a handmaiden. You have my blessing, my dear.”

I couldn’t stop my grin from contorting my face and thanked him profusely, kissed his bony hand, and backed out of the door.

*

It had been two weeks since my audience with Father Malakhi. Time had seemed to be passing at a snail’s pace and the days were creeping by. This particular morning was even slower than usual. Elanor and I had both showered and were waiting for Edgar, our warden, to unlock the door to our dormitory and refit out chastity belts. It was already nearly nine, the time when our community duties should begin, and we had yet to eat breakfast.

Several times, we’d heard footsteps in the passage, rapid footsteps of people hurrying, by still we waited. Then, a fumbling with the lock and the door was thrown open. Edgar’s face was grey. He stared at us, but didn’t speak.

“What’s wrong? What’s the matter?” asked Elanor.

“It’s Father Malakhi …” he managed at last. “He has taken his place in heaven…”


Chapter 7     
A New Regime

In the city of Agra in the Indian state of Rajasthan, Maira, second wife of Edward Simmonds, looked out over the green lawns and through the wrought iron railings at the chaotic street life beyond. Traffic was almost at a standstill with the few cars unable to move while bicycles, mopeds, and the ubiquitous motorised rickshaws called tuk tuks weaved between them in a teasing dance. Over the entire scene washed a sea of humanity on a quest to buy or sell anything that was transportable, their colourful multitudes clogging pathways and roads alike. Maira sipped her tea holding the cup delicately between long fingers and listened to the gentle hum of the air conditioning.

The door burst open and Simmonds entered the room like a ship in full sail, his long robes billowing about his portly body. He wasn’t tall, but what he lacked in height was more than compensated by his girth. He was obviously in a state of high excitement; his round face was flushed and his impressive moustache was twitching like the tail of a squirrel. First Wife Kaskvi was hard on his heels and grinned at Maira.

“It’s ‘appened,” said Simmonds with glee. “It’s finally ‘appened. The old priest is dead.” He flopped down in a large, ornamental armchair and the two women sat on smaller chairs, one either side like bookends.

“For twenty years they’ve been sending us their opals and we’ve been sending ‘em enough cash to keep their simple lives ticking over, and I can’t deny the profits ‘ave been good.” He giggled at his outrageous understate as he looked around the palatial room and then at the two women. Both room and women were exquisitely beautiful and expensively adorned with gold trimmings. “Yes, very good,” he agreed with himself. “But now is my opportunity to really maximise the returns. I know they could produce much more if they tried, they just need a little more encouragement and now I, Edward Simmonds, will provide that encouragement in the most powerful way possible: by religious edicts. I will be their new High Priest and they will all do as I say or suffer the wrath of their God. We must leave immediately.”

Simmonds jumped up and bustled from the room leaving the two women staring vacantly at each other. They were happy enough to allow him the use of their bodies in return for the extravagant lifestyle and use of his bank account, but to leave the city with its gigolos and paramours for a tiny Indonesian island didn’t carry the same appeal. Unlike Simmonds, the women were one hundred percent Indian: tall and statuesque with long black hair, heavy breasts and slender waists; almost the exact opposite of Simmonds whose father had been European.

Edward Simmonds Senior, had been the man responsible for the creation of the Babylonian Sect forty years earlier along with Guru Kabir Anand. It had been fun in its day, a retreat for hippies and artists where they could relax and enjoy the effects of certain medicinal herbs without fear of legal consequences. Andrew Meadows announcement in the late nineties that he’d found opals on an uninhabited Indonesian island was to change the whole nature of the sect forever. At first, he was met with derision, but then mounting excitement as the first gems started to be received in India.

Soon, almost all that was left of the community had emigrated to dig in the clay and those religious sect members who remained in Agra were left to arrange disposal of the gems and to provide whatever funds were necessary to keep the Indonesian enterprise solvent and content. The difference between the island’s expenses and the actual value of the incoming gems was staggering, but nobody from the island ever asked any questions. In return, Edward Simmonds Senior didn’t ever ask who actually owned the gems; best just to keep quiet and accept the money.

Guru Kabir Anand died, followed shortly afterwards by Edward Senior in 2004 to leave Edward Simmonds Junior and his aging Indian mother as the sole recipients of the opals. Edward slipped into his role of Bishop of the Mother Church of the Children of Babylon in Agra like a snake sliding into its hole despite the fact that by that time, the church consisted only of him, his wives and his mother. His days were spent not on considering theistic and philosophical matters, but on the earthly chore of dealing in gems; it was hard and tiring work taking much of his time and effort, but very rewarding.

He was now approaching middle-age. He and his father between him had managed the sect for forty years, but it was the last twenty years after the Children had decamped en mass to Indonesia that had made him rich. Their ploy had been greatly assisted by the nature of the sect itself: the stupid fools had decided that they would isolate themselves from the evils of the world and, to that end, pretty much stayed on their island and let Simmonds get on with things.

Occasionally, a sect member would find their way to India and try to look up the Mother Church, but that wasn’t easy; Simmonds didn’t exactly publicise where he lived. When someone did manage to track him down, the house was like a fortress with a high, impenetrable fence around its boundary. Visitors were reluctantly received, after making an appointment of course, and were shown into the presence of the great man with due pomp and pageantry to receive his blessing and a few wise words, before being escorted away by one of the servants.

Life had certainly been good to Edward. He was rich, very rich, and he lived in his mansion with many servants and two beautiful wives who were devoted, if not to him, at least to his money. Now, with the death of Father Malakhi, the ideal opportunity had arisen to increase the throughput of gems and, thereby, his own wealth. Edward Simmonds would appoint himself as High Priest and Religious Leader of Babylon Island; a simple feat for one so gifted in the art of bamboozling the deluded.

*

On Babylon Island, the temple grounds seemed to be a scene of organised chaos. Everybody was busy doing something, but it was not immediately obvious what that was. I was tasked with organising the trimming of the town’s church to reflect the sombre nature of the imminent funeral, but my mind was elsewhere. My wedding was planned for two weeks hence, but now looked imperilled; the priest who’d said he’d release me from my vows was dead and I’d been unable to speak with Father Giles, the most senior of the temple priests, to ask whether he’d honour the promise.

In the early afternoon three days after that fateful morning, the funeral took place and the cortege wound its way down the hill from the temple gate to the church. It was preceded by one of the wardens, an old man called Ware who had been the old priest’s personal servant for many years, and he walked solemnly before the six priests who were carrying the open coffin between them. Behind the coffin walked the acolytes in pairs, this time dressed in our black socks and dresses, but still wearing the ceremonial chains of our office.

The streets were lined for the entire journey by the townsfolk who stood silently watching the procession before joining the end to follow it to the church. Before long, not only was the church full to capacity, but so too was the square around the church.

Prayers were said, hymns were sung, and Father Giles orated a long eulogy in praise of the dead priest for a life well spent while Father Malakhi stared sightlessly at the ornate ceiling above him. After the closing prayers, the cortege reformed and processed to the furthest westerly point of the island, a bare headland that jutted out into the Indian Ocean, and there they lit the funeral pyre and we watched it burn before the setting sun.

The following morning, Father Giles called together the entire temple, priests, acolytes and wardens, for a meeting in the temple hall. He had news.

“I have just received a communication from our Mother Church in India. We are to be honoured that the position of High Priest of New Babylon Island will be taken by Bishop Edward Simmonds, Religious Leader and Head of the Temple of the Children of Babylon in Agra.”

He paused and there was absolute silence in the hall. Nobody expected this. It had been assumed that the natural successor to the old priest would be Father Giles, but evidently, this was not to be. No-one on the island had even spoken to Bishop Simmonds before, let alone actually met him; all communication had been through intermediaries who occasionally visited the island, or via the satellite phone that Father Malakhi had.

“Bishop Simmonds will be arriving with his retinue the day after tomorrow and I hope you will all welcome him into our community with the respect and adoration appropriate to his high office.”

I was appalled. This new priest was a complete unknown and might have totally different ideas about the propriety of releasing acolytes from their vows to allow marriage. In the worst case, I might even have to wait until my thirtieth birthday to be released. I had to speak to Father Giles as a matter of urgency…

“How can I Lily?” said the priest. “I am not the authority here.”

“But you can release me now before Bishop Simmonds arrives.”

“No, I cannot. I have not been ordained as the island’s High Priest and have no more power than any of the other priests here. You will have to wait and speak to Bishop Simmonds when he arrives. That will still give you time to prepare for your wedding.”

“If he allows it,” I said despondently.

The priest looked apologetic. “I'm sorry, but I can't help you in this matter.”

*

Bishop Simmonds’ boat, when it arrived at the island’s quay, was a motor yacht leased from Kupang and large enough to sleep six plus the crew. The local dignitaries were waiting on the quayside by the time the boat docked and Bishop Simmonds was first ashore with a huge smile and a hearty handshake. He seemed to roll from side to side as he walked with his silk gowns wafting behind him in his wake. Father Giles greeted him, followed by the other temple priests and the church elders from the town. We acolytes were there too, dressed in white and looking like a guard of honour.

“Ah. The ‘andmaidens,” said Bishop Simmonds in a surprisingly high-pitched voice and approached for a closer look. “They do look splendid…” He walked along the line, examining each. “I've ‘eard a lot about you,” he addressed to no-one in particular, but then turned to Father Giles and asked, “And you pump ‘em for their milk?”

“Most of the women in the town donate milk to the community. It’s a way of sharing the gifts that God has conferred upon us.”

Simmonds turned back towards us and lifted up Elanor’s wrist to inspect the chain. “It’s not locked,” he said sounding surprised.

“The chains are purely ceremonial. They serve no actual function.”

Bishop Simmonds seemed about to say more on the subject, but at that moment, two Indian women stepped ashore followed by three male servants.

“Ah. Let me introduce to you my wives, Kaskvi and Maira.”

The two women inclined their heads in greeting and Father Giles welcomed them, although he did look a little taken aback. “We weren’t expecting you to be so accompanied. The residence of the High Priest is austere and ill-suited to accommodating such a party.”

“Then that should be your first priority: extend and redecorate. I shall expect nothing but the best furnishings for my wives.”

“As you wish.”

“And my personal valets require accommodation too.” He turned away and, walking past the priests and elders, started along the path towards the town with the women and servants following him. Father Giles hurried to catch up with him leaving the priests and acolytes standing on the quay.

And that was it for almost two weeks. I tried to speak to him about my wedding plans, but apparently, he was seeing no-one. I just got a message back to say that such plans were out of the question for the immediate future. That evening, I told Drake, and he wanted us to elope… flee the island and start afresh in Timor or Australia, but we still had a lot tied up here in New Babylon, his house and carpentry business for a start, and, in any case, the only way we could leave the island would be on the service boat and that wasn’t due for some days.

As time passed, our worse fears seemed groundless. Apart from a few forays out in the company of Father Giles, Bishop Simmonds and his wives stayed in his temple apartment for the entire two weeks and seemed uninterested in becoming involved in island life. This impression was, however, erroneous.

*

“This is the perfect place for a hotel and maybe a casino. Something not too big but classy and very expensive.”

Maira looked around her at the small apartment and scowled at Simmonds. “I’ll be pleased to move out of here. It’s cramped and uncomfortable, and there’s nothing to do here.”

Simmonds ignored her comments and carried on visualising his plans: “Down near the quay… ‘Course, we’ll ‘ave to change some attitudes around here. We’re not going to attract many high-rollers with all the local women wearing chastity belts.” He chuckled. “That would put a damper on the nightlife, that’s for sure. Kaskvi, start making a list. First thing is to secure the mining licence. I expect the church elders hold it. Point two: increase gem production. There’s only four of ‘em actually mining; if I increase that to at least twelve it will triple production straight away. We’ll also need a proper safe; the fools keep the stones in a box in the mining office. Then there’s the plans for the hotel. I’ll get an architect and some surveyors out here. Where ‘ave we got to? Point five: unlock the local women; that will be important. And six: ah yes… the acolytes. Do you know they’ve all signed contracts that bind them to being my ‘andmaidens? I can order them to do whatever I want and they have to do it because that’s what they’ve promised God. ‘Course, the silly old codger that was here before me let ‘em get away with murder, but I’ve got big plans for ‘em.”

Simmonds settled back in his chair and his eyes misted as he considered the acolytes. He’d read the document they'd all signed very carefully. It said they were now brides of the church and he was now the head churchman. That’s as good as saying that they were now all his concubines. “Did you know that when the Bible refers to concubines, it meant something quite different to today’s interpretation? It wasn’t talking about second wives to the local sheik; it was referring to girls captured in war and sold on as sex slaves. Peter even gave advice to these 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.’ Well, I think that’s good advice that these girls ought to follow and I mean to see to it that they do. But first things first; I’ll need to make sure they behave like good ‘andmaidens should by replacing their fake chains with real ones. When I've got ‘em secured, then we’ll see how far their faith will take them…”

*

The first time I realised that things had changed was one morning when Elanor and I exited our shower room to find Edgar, our warden, waiting for us in the bedroom. This, in itself, wasn’t unusual because he always checks our belts every morning and we’d become inured to being naked in his company. We both turned around with our arms in the air to show him the belts securely locked behind our backs, but when we turned back, he wasn’t smiling.

“Bishop Simmonds has decreed that from now on, all acolytes must wear ceremonial dresses at all times,” and he handed each of us the short, white dresses that we’d previously only worn to church. It didn’t take us more than a few seconds to realise that the removable cones that usually covered our breasts had been, well… removed. I stared at Edgar, my face a mixture of shock and quizzical confusion.

“Bishop Simmonds says that as acolytes, you should always be ready to support the community and this is one way you can demonstrate that readiness.”

“We have to appear in public with naked breasts?” I gasped. Instead of only affording us easy access when we needed to use the pumps, now we could expect to display ourselves through the circular apertures of our dresses at all times.

“It’s not such a big thing,” said Elanor beside me. “People don’t worry about that here.”

“It’s a big thing for me,” I retorted. It’s true that the girls in the nightclub hadn’t seemed bothered, but it wasn’t something I’d seen in the town’s streets in all the time I’d been there.

While I’d been preoccupied with the dresses Brother Edgar had given us, Elanor had opened the clothes drawers of her chest. The only garments it now contained were another white dress, the same style in black, and a few pairs of long socks. Even her underclothes were missing.

“I'm sorry,” muttered Edgar.

“It’s not your fault…”

He watched us don the dresses and lace each other up, and the effect was everything I knew it would be: bare tits squeezed through the holes in the front panels and projecting more than is natural to look like some new form of weaponry with large, blush-coloured teats on puffy areolae as detonators.

We pulled on the long white socks and black patent shoes, and waited for him to open the door, but he hadn’t yet finished with the bad news:

“I'm afraid that’s not all… As handmaidens to the church, Bishop Simmonds has decreed that from now on you must live and work in a manner befitting your status,” and he held out two pairs of manacles.

“We have to wear our chains all the time?” asked Elanor.

“They're not our chains,” I murmured. “These ones are real…”

It was true. There were no leather cuffs with buckles, no snap links on the chains. These were steel cuffs and the chains were welded to each.

“No…” she cried. “He can't.”

“I'm afraid he can and has,” said the priest. When you were initiated as acolytes, you made a promise to God to obey whatever religious dictates you were given and augmented that by signing a legal contract pledging your bodies to the church. You do not have a choice in this matter.”

I could see my future crumbling before my eyes, but I could also see tears forming in Elanor’s and resolved to be strong in this matter. I took one of the chains to inspect it: polished steel wrist cuffs with concealed locks and linked by a shorter 20 cm chain. Then I noticed that Edgar was also holding two matching collars, each with a welded metal loop welded to each of its quadrants.

It was pointless arguing with or even complaining to the warden; he knew what we thought and none of us could do anything about it. With Elanor silently watching me, I handed the chain to the priest and held out my wrists. He whispered, “I'm sorry,” again and snapped the cuffs closed. Then he took the collar and carefully placed it around my neck. Its lock made a loud click when it closed to make me jump and, although it wasn’t attached to anything, its presence was an ominous portent. I closed my eyes. When I opened them again, Edgar was just folding the collar about Elanor.

“You're expected for breakfast in thirty minutes,” he muttered and left.

“What’s happening?” asked Elanor. “Why has he done this to us?”

I had no answer for her and just shook my head. “No doubt we’ll find out soon enough,” I said and bent low to retrieve the breast pump from a bedside cabinet.

Breakfast was a subdued affair. All twelve acolytes were dressed the same and sat along either side of the refectory table bare breasted and with their wrists chained together. The chains had little effect on our ability to eat, but the clicking of metal on the table’s surface was a disturbing reminder of their presence. None of the wardens made any comment as they watched us.

After the meal, we sat expectantly awaiting what would happen next. Of Bishop Simmonds, we saw nothing, but we were not surprised when Father Giles addressed us.

“Our High Priest, Bishop Simmonds, has seen fit to impose upon the acolytes conditions appropriate to their status as religious handmaidens.” He paused; his face expressionless but grave. “From now on, acolytes shall wear only what you wear now and at all times shall be restrained by chains.” His eyes were gazing at a point high above our heads to avoid making eye contact. “In addition, until further notice, acolytes shall be confined within the temple walls.” There arose a breathy gasp from the table and he finally dropped his eyes to meet ours. “That is all,” he added and hurriedly left.

*

This was the start of a new chapter. No longer were we permitted our previous freedoms, whether that be the freedom to visit the town like ordinary people or the freedom to move uninhibited. Nor were we to be permitted a sense of modesty; Bishop Simmonds had taken away our dignity. In fact, we were permitted no freedoms at all except for our morning shower. Brother Edgar now removed our belts first thing in the morning along with the wrist cuffs and we were free to shower. Immediately afterwards, we’d dress in the meagre clothes provided and our belts and chains would be refitted. This meant, of course, that our nightly affections were severely curtailed; we could cuddle and relieve each other’s breast milk, but orgasms were now completely beyond our reach.

However, my biggest loss, without question, was Drake. I couldn’t see him at all; I couldn’t even get a message to him because Edgar, our only real option for contacting the outside world, told us that he had been specifically warned against such an act. My marriage was postponed indefinitely and my love isolated from me; it was enough to cause me to cry myself to sleep every night. We couldn’t work out what Bishop Simmonds was doing nor why he was doing it. So far, all he had achieved was to demean us and stop us assisting the old and needy townsfolk for no apparent benefit on his part. And then, four weeks after his arrival, I finally got to go into town.

It was the day of the formal inauguration of Bishop Simmonds as High Priest of New Babylon Island in addition to his other title of Bishop of the Temple of the Children of Babylon in Agra and we all had to walk in procession from the temple to attend the ceremony in the town’s church. As soon as I learnt this, I was filled partly with dread and partly with excitement at seeing Drake again. My dread was well founded; not only were we expected to wear the same clothes and appear semi-naked before the townsfolk, but our chains were reconfigured so that we were unable to cover ourselves. No longer did we walk in pairs, but now in a long crocodile with our wrists locked together behind our backs, their linking chain attached to the back of our collars and our collars chained to the girls in front and behind. I was so frightened I was shaking; it was fear of appearing in public half-naked like the sex slaves we were supposed to be.

We set off through the temple gate, Bishop Simmonds leading the procession flanked by his two Indian wives in their colourful saris. Then came the temple priests led by Father Giles and then us, Handmaidens to the Children of Babylon, in all our bare-breasted glory. I do believe that Bishop Simmonds deliberately had us waiting for hours before the occasion so that our breasts looked particularly bountiful when the time came and, with our hands cuffed behind us, it was difficult to avoid swaying and bouncing when we walked.

Fortunately, my fears were on the whole unwarranted because, although the townsfolk were obviously shocked by our appearance, the overriding emotion I sensed was pity rather than outrage or even amusement. They watched us pass in silence, but I was conscious of an undercurrent of murmuring following us to the church.

Drake was there, waiting close to the temple gate and he looked angry rather than anything else. Not angry at me, of course, the circumstances weren’t my fault, but angry at the church that they could debase us so. I tried to smile at him and he raised his hand in greeting, but there was no smile in return.

Inside the church, we were led to stand in a line behind the altar. In front of us, Bishop Simmonds was presented with the Orb of Power and the Sacred Staff of Saint Priapus by Father Giles after the necessary but interminable prayers and hymns. It was a long service and all the time my eyes were on Drake standing tall at the back of the church. I could see he was watching me, his eyes boring into me with an intensity I first found unsettling, but later reassuring. The throng of humanity filling the church between us seemed to disappear like evaporating mist until there was just the two of us, my lover and me, and my nakedness before him took on new meaning. I could sense his hands on my breasts, his lips on my aching teats, and I closed my eyes as I thrust myself towards him. Lower down, barely concealed by my short skirt, the peg of my chastity guard seemed to grow in girth and I felt myself flooding with wanton anticipation.

Then the chain on my neck collar was jerked to the side. I almost fell but merely stumbled awkwardly as we were led away behind the priests following the orb and staff. I passed by Drake at the back of the church and hoped he could read the love on my face; his was once more severe.


Chapter 8     
Escape

Three days after the church service, I was led alone into Bishop Simmonds private apartment and stood before him. He was seated in an armchair with his wives seated to either side, all three of them staring up at me.

“Lily… ‘Andmaiden of Babylon’,” he said with his high voice. His accent was undoubtedly Indian, but he’d evidently learnt the clipped London vowels from his father and I found his speech both alien and familiar at the same time. “Do you feel content in your chains?”

I stared at him. What sort of question was that? Of course, I didn’t.

“No, master,” I said simply.

He looked to his wives and then back at me.

“You ‘ave promised God to serve me loyally. Is that still your wish?”

I hesitated. I did promise that, but I've no need to like it. “No master.”

“No…” he jumped to his feet. “Would you break your oath with God?”

“No, master. I will serve you, but it is no longer my wish.”

He thought for a moment and then sat partially placated. “So, if I were to remove your belt, you would be happy to settle yourself on my lap?”

“No, master,” I whispered. He jumped to his feet again. “Reluctantly, I would settle on your lap as your wife and allow your member to slide into my body, but I would not be happy to do so; I would tremble with disgust and weep.”

“And what if I whipped you to heighten your enthusiasm?”

“Then I would weep all the more, master.”

He stood there staring at me and I could see the anger bubbling behind his eyes. “And what about my wives… Either one. Would you pleasure them if I ordered it?”

“Yes, master.”

“And would you weep then?”

“Yes, master.”

I could see he was getting bored with this. It was getting him nowhere fast.

“Lily. You promised things when you gave yourself to the church, so why are you now so discontented?”

“This is not what I thought would be required of me when I became an acolyte.”

“But you took the oath; you signed the contract. Do you not see that this is what an ‘andmaiden should expect? You are a slave girl contracted to appease me as High Priest and whoever else I should nominate. Will you abide by that oath?”

“Yes, master.”

“But not with joyousness knowing that you're abiding by the will of God?”

“No, master.”

He stared at me for a long time and I thought he’d start shouting he looked so cross, but eventually he just spat the words, “Leave us,” and flopped back down in his chair.

*

Once Lily had left the room, Simmonds turned morosely to his wives and grumbled: “That’s the eighth one we've ‘ad through ‘ere and she’s no better than the others. If it’s not one thing, it’s another: ‘I've got a boyfriend’ or ‘I don’t believe in sex without marriage’. What did they expect? The contract was quite clear. ‘Bride of the church’, it said and they should all accept their responsibilities with joy and contentment, but they won’t. I can't force them… How would that look in the new hotel? ‘Here’s the religious ‘andmaiden we promised you, but take no notice of her crying all the time…’”

“Wasn’t that the girl whom that letter was addressed to?” asked Kaskvi. Simmonds just looked puzzled. “You showed it to me just after we arrived here. You found it very amusing.”

“Oh, from the Australian dominatrix?”

“You put it in the desk drawer.”

Bishop Simmonds retrieved the letter and reread it with the sour expression slowly dropping from his face:

Hi Lily,

Just a short note to see how you are and to let you know how I’m getting on. Melbourne’s great, just how you said it would be and it’s so good to be free of that fucking belt. I started out working in bars, but didn’t do that for long. I was serving this woman one evening and made some crack about one of the lap dancers needing some tuition cos she wasn’t trying hard enough and the woman asked me how I’d train her. Well, I just said I’d fix bells to her nipples and pussy and if she didn’t ring them all the time, I'd slap her. The woman thought that was very funny and offered me a job in her studio, so now I’m a trainee dominatrix.

It’s really good fun. I get to play with men and women, boys and girls. Sometimes they come just cos they like to be tormented and sometimes a husband or wife will bring their partner in for some special tuition. It’s mostly the men that do that and usually it’s a husband complaining that his wife has lost interest or is not trying hard enough anymore and I have to liven her up a bit. It’s funny to see the men crawling along the floor pleading to be whipped, but it’s even better to see a woman squirming and wriggling with an orgasm she can’t control. A few sessions like that and she’ll do anything her husband wants.

So, how are you? Still feeding the town with your tits and prancing about with those fake chains? You'll have to come over and see me sometime and I’ll let you play with some proper ones. I’ll even give you a special discounted rate ��

I’ve stopped expressing milk now and I can't say that I miss it much. It used to feel nice, but it was so inconvenient.

Better go now, my 3 o'clock is about to arrive. She’s a screamer and I have to gag her or else my ears start to hurt.

Love to you all,

Karene

“Kaskvi, you're a genius. How did I miss this?”

*

That night, I lay in bed next to Elanor. Our chains were so short we couldn’t actually hug each other, but we each had a hand under the other’s neck to hold our heads close and the other hand resting on each other’s chest. At least it felt comforting and we could still kiss and suckle when the urge took us.

“I haven't seen Ben since the inauguration ceremony and your poor Drake. He must be so worried about you.”

I didn’t really want to talk about that and made no reply.

Elanor was quiet for a long time and then came out with her sensational secret that left me stunned: “Edgar told me he’d help us to escape…” 

I didn’t know what to say. To leave the dehumanising atmosphere of the temple was all I now thought about, but I’d discounted Edgar from my schemes after he was so adamant that he couldn’t afford to take the risk.

“He said he’d get word to Drake to be waiting outside the wall at a particular place and time and leave a ladder hidden nearby that we could use.”

“When? When can he do this?”

“He’s not said. That’s up to us to say where and when we could scale the wall. Sometime just after morning lessons and before lunch perhaps.”

I was suddenly excited. “Behind the power house… It’s right next door to the maintenance shed where the ladders are kept. He could arrange to have the shed door left unlocked and the priests may think it was just opportunism on our part. We’d be partially concealed from the main building by the power house too. Let’s check it out tomorrow.”

I was so excited, it was hours before I fell into a restless sleep, but it didn’t seem to matter; adrenaline kept me wide awake and as high as a kite all the next morning. Just before lunch, we casually wandered through the grounds around the path that followed the wall until we came to the power house. The building was almost entirely covered by a thick layer of ivy that had been allowed to grow in order to help deaden the deep rumbling of the diesel generator within and the path took on the nature of a jungle trail where it wound between the building and the external wall. Just beyond the power house was the maintenance shed, brick built and strong with a heavy padlock on its steel door.

We looked at each other, glanced about to ensure that we weren't being observed, and then peered through the bars protecting the dust encrusted windows and into the shed’s dim interior. There was one long wooden ladder we could see lying on the floor against the opposite wall.

*

Edgar was hesitant that evening when Elanor broached the subject.

“You only need to do two things: get word to Drake to meet us as a particular time and arrange for the maintenance shed to be left open.”

“How can I leave the shed open? I haven't got a key; I never go there.”

“Well, can't you feign a reason? You need oil for the door locks or something?” asked Elanor. “Where are the keys kept?”

“They're all in the key safe in the main office.”

“I've got an idea,” I said. “If you can think of a reason to go to the shed some time, you could take a mould of the key. I’m sure Drake could get another cut in town. Then when we escape, there’ll be nothing to directly implicate you. They’ll think someone just didn’t lock it properly and that we, finding the shed unlocked, just took the opportunity to borrow the ladder.”

It was another two weeks before Edgar told us he’d got a mould of the key to Drake and a further week before he showed us the duplicate key.

“Tell me when you’d like to go. I can see Drake in the ‘Dancing Crane’ bar next Friday.”

“Then let’s make it fifteen minutes past noon on the Saturday,” I said and looked to Elanor for confirmation. She nodded and then Edgar nodded.

“Saturday, twelve fifteen it is, then,” he said and left us for the night, locking the door behind him.

The week dragged by with painful lethargy, our interminable routine of sleeping, eating, reading, and praying degraded by our nakedness, hampered by our chains, and only briefly relieved by the five milking sessions each of us undertook every day. During the daytime, we’d often see Simmonds’ two wives wandering about the gardens in the company of the two younger valets or lazing in deck chairs under the shade of the palms. They’d look at us, look at our nakedness, and grin, stretching their arms out like somnolent cats just because we couldn’t do the same.

One time, the two of them called us over. They wanted us to stand behind their chairs and massage their shoulders. It didn’t matter to them that we were missing our lunch. It didn’t really matter whether their shoulders felt better. What was important was that they could demonstrate their power over us; we were their handmaidens too…

Finally, Saturday came. Our lessons and prayers were unaffected by the days of the week with the exception of Sunday when we were expected to spend long hours in silent prayer; Saturday was just like any other weekday, except that this one wasn’t. We awoke, showered, dressed, and breakfasted before attending a lesson on Moses and an hour of silent prayer. Elanor and I waited until the other acolytes had left the room before we followed, taking the path around the walls. I’d secreted the key en route two days before and, after carefully checking that no-one else was in the vicinity, I unlocked the maintenance shed and between us, we manoeuvred the long ladder behind the power house and up against the wall. I was first up and tentatively peeped over the wall.

“I'm over here.”

My heart leapt. It was Drake’s voice and he appeared from behind a bush to stand below me.

“He’s here,” I whispered to Elanor and climbed higher until I could sit on top of the wall. I lowered my legs over and then dropped straight into his arms. A quick kiss and I called to Elanor. “Quick. Climb over.”

Her head appeared above the wall and she grinned down at us. Then she screamed. “Someone has my leg.” She cried. “I can’t move.” Her head disappeared for a moment and then she was back. “Go quickly; they’re running for the gate. I can’t come. They’ve cuffed my ankle to a rung.”

I looked at Drake and then we ran. My last view of Elanor was of her head above the parapet urging us on into the thick vegetation. We pushed forward and then dodged left on a diagonal course back towards the town before veering right in the direction of Drake’s cabin.

Back at the temple, Elanor looked down at her left ankle locked to a rung with a pair of handcuffs. She could neither climb higher, nor descend to the ground, but now had to wait until she was released. She watched the High Priest’s three valets appear on the outside of the wall below her and then run about in different directions like headless chickens trying to locate our escape route. They failed…

*

“Well…” said the head valet, a fat, man of Indian descent with shiny black hair whom Simmonds had, perhaps ironically, called Elvis. He was looking up at Elanor. They’d cuffed her other ankle to the same rung so she couldn’t kick them and now he lackadaisically raised a hand to grip a bare cheek visible beneath the hem of her short skirt. “What are you going to do now, slave girl?”

*

Back at his cabin, Drake inspected my chains and shook his head sadly. “We’ll need bolt croppers to cut through these; I don’t have any here; mine are still in town.”

“Kiss me,” I pleaded and stood so close I could feel him growing against my hip.

“We need to go. They’ll soon find this place. I have a friend in town who can hide us until we can find a boat.”

I wasn’t listening. I held his neck and sealed our mouths together.

“Lily, please…”

“You don’t know what it’s been like in there.” I kissed him again and then, with sudden urgency, cried out, “Fuck me. I want you to fuck me… Do it now.”

He just looked confused. “I haven't got tools to remove that belt.”

“I don’t care,” and turned around in his arms to back up against his groin.

“Lily… Are you sure?”

“Oh, God. Yes…” I murmured and pressed his hands harder against my tits.

I don’t know how long we were together like that; time seemed to have no meaning. I could feel him moving inside me and, at that moment in that small cabin in the woods with nothing but the birdsong to accompany our muted gasps, that was all that mattered. And then our fragile world all came tumbling down.

“Lily…” It was a voice I recognised. “Lily. We know you're in there. You have to come out.”

Drake withdrew and as he hurriedly reclothed himself, I peered out the back window. “They're out there too. One of the valets and two priests.”

Drake stepped out onto the veranda to confront Father Giles, a small group of priests and wardens, and one of the town’s folk holding the leash of a tracker dog.

“You can’t have her. She’s mine.”

“No…” said Father Giles sadly. “She’s stolen property. You have stolen her from God.”

“God would not debase and abuse her like you have. You have forfeited your right to her.”

At that moment, from the side of cabin, a whip cracked and Drake reeled to the side clutching his shoulder in pain. One of Simmonds’ valets stepped forward with the bullwhip snaking menacingly about his feet. As he raised it for a second strike, I stepped through the doorway to stand before Drake.

“No. Don’t. No more. I’ll come and I promise never to run away again, but please don’t hurt him.”

Father Giles signalled for the whip to be lowered and spoke to me. “You have done a wicked thing, Lily. You have sought to break the sacred oath you made with God and must now seek his forgiveness.”

I bowed my head. “I'm sorry, father, but it’s… it’s all so cruel.”

“I'm sorry, too, Lily, but my hands are tied in this matter. You must return with us and face whatever retribution is due. And as for Drake, I forgive you, my son and I pronounce that no further action be taken against this man,” and he glared at the valet with the whip.

“Lily,” called Drake softly, but I walked away from him and into the arms of the waiting wardens. When I turned, I gave him a wry smile, but I was so choked I couldn’t speak.

“I’ll wait,” he called out, but by then I was being led away.

I walked back next to Father Giles with my small retinue of priests and wardens following in our wake.

“Father,” I whispered. “What’s happening? Why is he doing this?”

I thought at first he hadn't heard me because he didn’t immediately reply, but eventually he murmured, “God has seen fit to give us a challenging High Priest. Our prayers are with you, mine and the other priests. Some of the wardens, too, but not all. You must be careful who you trust.”

“And Edgar?”

“Edgar is, unfortunately, no longer with us. He has been redeployed to support Father Dominic down in the town. You will have a new warden.”

We said little more until we arrived at the gate of the temple. The gate opened and I entered only to stop in my tracks before the awful sight that greeted me. Elanor was still attached to the ladder. It was lying flat between two trestles and her ankles were still cuffed to the rung upon which she’d been standing, but now her hands had been lashed to a rung above her head and her waist tied tightly to the side rails.

“Lily…” she called when she saw me and then screamed when another strike from a cane fell onto her naked rump.

“Enough,” cried Father Giles and Simmonds’ head valet grinned. I could see stripes all the way down the backs of her thighs, and her breasts were similarly marked where they’d been struck hanging through the rungs of the ladder.

“I suppose this will be my reward too.”

My eyes were already filling with tears as I looked at her, but then the high voice of Bishop Simmonds himself sounded from the shadows. “No. For you I have been persuaded to employ other plans.” I spun around and there he was, him and his two wives, smiling at me as if greeting me for a summer picnic. “Lock her in her room,” he said and then turned and walked away.

*

“You ‘ave almost convinced me, Miss, er… Vespa.”

“It means ‘wasp’; I sting…”

“Quite. But you don’t want our other miscreant stung like Elanor?”

“And how far would that get you? You’ll only risk permanently marking her body. You told me you wanted them conditioned to behave positively to sexual stimuli. A cane wielded with artistry and skill can be a positive tool, but its crude use as demonstrated by your tame baboon can hardly be said to produce the type of responses you require. Much more likely is that the girl is left timid and enervated, and hating you even more. Have you acquired the items I suggested?”

“The new belts will take a few more days. Fortunately, the local manufacturer is well organised and still has the original moulds of all the girls, which has helped enormously, but we are still awaiting delivery of some of the mechanical components.”

“And the pump?”

“I don’t understand why you want that. Surely, these girls have grown up in this environment where expression of breast milk is considered normal…”

“That doesn’t mean that manipulation of their breasts and teats is not sexually stimulating, but mainly the effect of the new machines will be psychological. You need to make it clear to these girls that their bodies are no longer their own, but the property of the church. Once they accept that, it will be a relatively small step to get them to consent to other more intimate conditions. You tell me that you require them to accept you, and by extension your two wives, as representing the church as defined in their inauguration ceremonies. You want them to see that they are, religiously speaking, your wives. Not only that, but you also want them to revel joyously in that circumstance.”

“That’s it. That’s precisely what I want. I don’t want empty vessels; I want them to crave my attention like any good wife would.”

“Then our task is three-fold. Firstly, we need to show them that they have no choice in this matter and, I believe, that part is almost complete. Secondly, it will be necessary to subjugate them; make them totally submissive in order to bend them completely to your will, and I see that you have started that by forcing them to expose themselves and limiting their ability to move. And finally, and this will be the hardest part, we need to cause them to crave your attention. And do please note that we cannot achieve this last element if you continuously beat them; it will just make them more rebellious.”

“Miss Vespa, I bow to your superior knowledge and experience. Please feel free to organise the acolytes as you see fit. The undertaking is now entirely yours and please consider my staff at your disposal.”

“And the pumps?”

“They will be online in three days’ time.” The tension seemed to ease in the room, but Simmonds wasn’t quite finished. “We still need to deal with this absconder, this Lily Green. I know you’ve taken steps to make any future attempts by her to run away difficult, but that’s not the same as actual punishment. Surely that’s sending the wrong message?”

“I have her punishment in hand. As I've said, corporal punishment will not work in this instance; we need to be a lot more subtle. I think a punishment that attacks her dignity rather than her body may prove to be a lot more successful.

Simmonds watched the woman walk from the room, watched her leather pencil skirt squeeze her into polished globes and those globes rise and fall with each careful step. The door closed and Mr Johl appeared from another doorway, his corpulent figure rivalling Simmonds’ own. Mr Johl was Simmonds’ trusted head valet, his butler.

“You haven't told her everything, then?”

“Of course not. She knows only what she needs to know. Perhaps once she’s finished, we may try her own techniques on her; I could always use an extra woman and especially one with such appealing attributes.”


Chapter 9     
Industrial Management

Ilay on my bed thinking about Elanor, about the punishment she’d borne and about what Simmonds may have in store for me. I thought about Drake too; would he really wait another eight years for me and is there any real guarantee that that I would be released from my vows even then? Life had taken a distinct turn for the worse and I’d never felt this despondent before. How could anyone live like this? How could they be so cruel?

A key turned in the lock and I cowered in my bed, pulling the covers up around my neck.

“Karene! What are you doing here?”

“Hello Lily. It’s Miss Vespa to you. I’m your new personal trainer,” and she grinned.

“What’s happening? What do you mean?”

“You never did receive that letter I sent you, did you?” I shook my head. “Your new High Priest must have intercepted it. I wrote to tell you how I was getting on and to say I was working in a BDSM studio as a trainee dominatrix.” Her face broke out into a broad smile. “Next thing I know, I have the offer of a job back here in New Babylon trying to get all you acolytes to comply with your new master’s wishes.”

“Will you help us to escape?” I asked hopefully.

“Oh sure… And how do you suggest I do that? There’s the small matter of self-preservation at stake here; those three valets, his henchmen, are all armed and the big, fat one looks really mean. I have to admit that if I’d have known what I was getting into, I might not have come, but now I’m here, perhaps I might be able to help in my own small way. At the very least, I could help you accept your circumstances. You never know, you might come to enjoy it here.”

“Karene…”

“Miss Vespa… If Simmonds hears you calling me Karene, he’ll think I'm slacking and it’ll be worse for you.”

“I didn’t ever expect to see you again. I thought that once you'd left, you'd never feel comfortable wearing a chastity guard again and having someone else mind your key.”

“And I never will. You probably don’t know it, but chastity guards are out-of-fashion down in the town. Your new High Priest has told everyone they defeat God’s design for a woman’s body and, as such, can be considered a blasphemy. Instead, people must start to take responsibility for their actions, as if that’s going to work here…”

“No-one has a chastity guard anymore?”

“Well, there will always be a few die-hards and, of course, it’s actually not up to the women whether they wear one or not; it’s their fathers and husbands that have to make that decision, but, on the whole, there are now fewer around.”

“But we still have to wear them…”

“That’s now up to Bishop Simmonds. It seems he doesn’t care so much about being blasphemous with regard to you despite what he’s told everyone else.”

I was suddenly hit by the unfairness of it all, but there was nothing I could do about it and at that moment I was more concerned with what Karene was planning to do.

“What I'm paid to do, of course,” she told me. “Firstly, I've got to deal with your stupid escape attempt. I've saved you from a beating, but you can't expect to get away with no consequences. Now, show me your legs…”

She dropped the bag that was slung over her shoulder and pulled out a pair of steel manacles linked by a short chain. “No… You can't.”

“And you'd rather have the cane? This is to stop you climbing walls or running away.”

“But I've promised never to do that again.”

“Oh sure; that’s alright then.” She glared at me. “Legs…” she said again in a tone that dared me to argue. I slid the bedcover away and she sat on the edge of the mattress to fit the manacles. I realised then that they were lined with leather padding and the steel bands were adjustable.

“These are never coming off, are they?”

“For your daily shower,” she said and squeezed the bands until they were tight before removing the keys from their integral locks. I stood and stared down at my new ankle adornments; they were now linked by a 25 cm steel chain.

“Karene,” I sighed.

“It’s your own fault. Anyway, you'll soon get used to them. Just don’t try running anywhere. Now for the bad news: this hobble chain is a practical defence against you absconding again; it is not a punishment. That is still to come and I’m afraid you're not going to like it, but I suppose that’s the way of punishments.”

“What do you mean? What’s going to happen?”

Karene offered a hollow smile. “I can’t tell you that yet, but I will say that I have managed to stop him beating you and you should be thanking me. Now I must go; things to do,” and I watched her leave and lock the door behind her with my mind full of conflicting emotions. I was pleased to see her, but much of what she’d said made me wonder whose side she was actually on. And then I'd seen the gleam in her eye when she locked the hobble onto my ankles.

Nothing further happened for hours until I heard the door lock click again and Elanor entered followed by our new warden. Elanor’s face was swollen and red from crying and she clasped her arms over a chest that was showing angry welts across her breasts. She was taking tiny steps, too, her pace length determined by the length of her short hobble chain.

As for our new warden, I hadn't seen him before and straight away I didn’t like him. He was short and slight with a pinched, sullen-looking face, but he was carrying a tray of bread and cheese that he put down on the table between our beds.

“Sleep well,” he muttered and left,

“Elanor. Are you alright?”

“I've been better,” and she tried to smile. “That was your friend, wasn’t it?”

“Karene, you mean. Yes, she used to be. I hope she still is, but I'm not sure.”

“She put some salve on the welts and they do feel a little better.”

*

Despite initial appearances, Elanor’s stripes had faded considerably by the next morning and she told me they were no longer stinging so much. Our new warden, whose name we were to learn was Ethan, appeared early the next morning to unlock our belts, cuffs, and hobbles and to leave us clean dresses and socks. We showered together. It had become the highlight of our day, but we had to be quick; in twenty minutes he’d be back to relock everything. We took it in turns to clean each other; to lick each other clean…

All too soon, we were sealed up for another day, and now with the addition of the hobbles to further complicate what was always a trying time. None of the other acolytes were so impeded and they all stared as Elanor and I entered the refectory with tiny pixie steps, a salutary lesson for anyone else planning to abscond.

Of Karene, I saw nothing for two whole days, which I thought was ominous. There was also unexplained building work going on in a room off the great hall that I found disconcerting, but it was on the morning of the third day that things came to a head. Ethan, having allowed us to shower and then secured us for the day, left with our breast pump.

“Father Giles will explain all after breakfast,” was all he’d say.

At breakfast, we learnt that everyone was in a similar situation and that no-one knew why. Father Giles, when he appeared, looked gaunt.

“Girls… You know I have always been pleased with the way you put the town before yourselves with your donations to the community milk bank. It’s a good indication of a philanthropic nature that’s beneficial for all.” He hesitated and took a deep breath before proceeding. “Your High Priest, Bishop Simmonds, is also impressed by your generosity. So much so, in fact, that he has devised a way to harvest your benevolence more effectively. It was his expressed wish that the temple should invest in a facility that will enable you all to milked so much more efficiently.”

There was a general murmur of surprise and apprehension with this announcement and the priest was anxious to complete his message before the murmuring became something more vocal.

“I shall expect you all to report here at eleven where you will be shown where you must go and what you must do. That is all…” and he turned on his heel and hurried away while us girls just stared at his retreating back in shocked silence. No-one was prepared to second-guess what was destined to happen at midday, but we didn’t have long to wait.

After a particularly boring analysis of Abraham’s relationship with the Hittites, we assembled again in the refectory at the specified hour, all beginning to feel a little uncomfortable; it was time to relieve ourselves of another 100cc from each breast. Father Giles was conspicuous by his absence and in his stead appeared Mr Johl, Bishop Simmonds’ portly butler, accompanied by the other two valets and three wardens, including our own, Ethan.

“Follow me,” said Johl without preamble and then added, “No talking.”

He led the way from the refectory towards the new area and before we even got to the room, I heard the low hum of an electric motor. The room was all gleaming white with white ceramic tiles on the walls and floor, and fresh white paint on the ceiling, and it struck me at once that we had entered a dairy. In two rows of six and facing each other were twelve tables made from thick, transparent plastic, each hot-pressed from a single sheet to form two sides and top surface as one seamless piece with rounded edges between each surface. To make each structure rigid, a plastic panel had been glued between sides and top to make the back faces of what was, in essence, two rows of large, transparent plastic boxes that were open at the front.

I moved closer. There were padded bars along the rear top edge of each box and each had an oval shaped aperture cut into its top surface with nylon straps riveted to the table top on either side of the hole. More straps were affixed to the back panel about half way up. I had a nasty feeling about this and what I have described so far was just the furniture.

The milking apparatus, for that’s what it was, consisted of multiple steel pipes that ran under each row of tables; one was a narrow collecting pipe and two others were vacuum pipes. Flexible plastic tubes branched from these pipes beneath each table to connect to the teat cups that were hung from storage hooks under the tables’ top surfaces adjacent to the apertures.

I looked about like a frightened rabbit, but there was nowhere to run even if I was able. One of the wardens was standing in the doorway and the others were directing the girls to their respective tables. Then I saw her standing at the end of the room where the pump and a collecting vessel were located. She smiled at me and pointed to the empty table beside her. Someone pushed me in the back and I stumbled towards her.

“Is this your doing?” I whispered.

She just smiled and said, “Lie over the table. You're going to love this.”

I looked around again and saw that most of the others had assumed the position and wardens were tightening straps behind their backs to hold them in place. I glared at Karene, walked behind the table and, with as much dignity as I could muster, folded myself over its top surface. My breasts hung through the aperture and my elbows lay between plastic posts that protruded from the table’s surface.

“Comfy?” she asked and, without waiting for an answer, connected the nylon straps behind my back and pulled them tight to force me against the table top. My face overhung the front edge and I could look under it to see my breasts dangling beneath its surface like two conical water sacks with long, pointy teats. I tried to wriggle, but it made absolutely no difference to the position of my tits. My lower arms and hands were not restrained at all, but all I could do with them was to paw pointlessly at the outside wall of my box. The posts limiting movement in my upper arms stopped me being able to reach around the open front or back to where my hips were folded over the back edge.

Karene smiled and walked behind me out of my line of sight. I felt her connect the straps behind my knees and pull them tight to pin my thighs to the back panel.

“There. Nearly ready,” and she patted my exposed bottom where my short dress had ridden high. She appeared before me again and knelt before my face.

“Karene…” I whispered. “What are you doing? What’s happening?”

“I would have thought that was obvious. Shush now. I told you I have a job to do here and that’s to turn you into good little slave girls.”

“But you're my friend.”

“I still am your friend, silly. You, on the other hand, are a handmaiden of the church, a slave girl, and, in that capacity, you have voluntarily elected to serve the High Priest who is now Bishop Edward Simmonds. My job is to help you realise your responsibilities towards him and other church members and that’s what I'm trying to do here. Today’s lesson is designed to show you that you're no longer the owners of your own bodies. They belong to the church and, more specifically, to Bishop Simmonds. These tits…” and she reached under the table to hold my left nipple in the palm of her hand, “Are your tits no longer,” and she suddenly pinched and pulled to make me yelp.

“Now then,” Karene continued casually while I just stared dumbfounded with our faces less than a hand’s span apart, “Bishop Simmonds tells me that he’d like to maximise your productivity, so I thought it would be a good idea to combine increasing your milk yield with a demonstration of your actual status here; hence the industrial milking units and your new milking stalls. Neat, don’t you think?”

“I think you're sick.”

“Oh, be careful, girlie. I might be your friend, but don’t go thinking you can take liberties.”

All about me, I could hear groans and yelps as wardens and valets rubbed pairs of hanging tits with some sort of gel before attaching the teat cups.

“It’s just a water-soluble lubricant mixed with a mild irritant. It ensures that cups latch on properly and, well, just a little something to help you enjoy the experience.”

Karene squirted a quantity of clear gel into her palm from a tube and then cupped both my pendulous breasts in turn to squeeze and knead my areolae and teats until I was super-slippery, and as she kneaded, so my nipples started tingling. I so wanted to hate this girl for what she’d done, but I found myself closing my eyes, slapping the sides of my box, and purring like a kitten as her fingers teased me. She finished the task by pinching each nipple and pulling it with a rolling action to ensure it was fully coated. Then she sat back on her haunches and grinned at me.

“What have you done?” I asked becoming increasingly alarmed as my teats began to go beyond tingling until they were smarting with an overwhelming itch. I slapped the sides of my box as hard as I could, but of course, could do nothing to alleviate the irritation.

“It takes a little while for the gel to start taking effect,” she said and her grin broadened. “It’ll make you appreciate the milking action a little more. Not only does it make you a bit more sensitive, but you’ll be pleased of the friction once the milking starts.”

“Karene, please. My nipples are tingling like crazy.”

“Yep. Great, isn’t it?” and she stroked her hand under my dangling nipples. I screamed, the sound mixing with numerous other squeals and shrieks. “Consider this a sort of introductory offer to help you realise the benefits of this system; you won’t be getting the stimulant gel every time you're milked.”

“Good,” I whispered and she touched the two teat cups to my nipples. Suddenly, I was grabbed and what felt like my nipples, my areolae and a goodly part of each breast were sucked deep into the cups with a suction so fierce that I thought I might burst. I screamed again.

“These are my own design too,” she said. “They work the same as the ones used on cattle, but they’ve been adjusted for size. They have a flexible inner sleeve and a rigid outer sheath to make two distinct chambers, but initially, both inner and outer chambers are subjected to a strong partial vacuum, and that’s what you can feel now.”

She let go of the cups they just hung there, pulling at me with their weight. I could feel my milk start to trickle down inside my breasts and squirt from my teats as a fine mist.

“The best part is when the pulsator starts. The pulsator opens the outer chamber to atmospheric pressure causing the inner sleeve to collapse about your teat and squeeze you as well as sucking. As soon as the valve snaps shut, the chamber de-pressurises again and the cup reverts to plain old suck mode. It’s the squeezing that’s been missing from your old breast pumps and it’s that that makes these units so effective.”

She looked round to check that all the girls had their teat cups connected, whispered to me ‘Enjoy’, and then rose to move to the control panel to activate the pulsator. There was another collective scream from the room as all our left teat cups suddenly crushed their entrapped nipples with a force that felt like it could crush bone. A second later, the grip relaxed only for the right cups to do the same. I could feel my milk squirting into the tubes in strong bursts that hit first one teat and then the other, the powerful suction rapidly refilling them between bursts. I wasn’t just being sucked anymore; I was being pumped.

It was a long time before the screams subsided during that first milking session; a long time before I got used to the alternating squeezing and sucking, and the consequential rising and falling of the cups beneath me that pulled so carelessly at my tits.

She let it run for seven minutes and then stopped the pulsator. The wardens worked their way down the lines turning off the valves below each cup and dragging them from their teats. It was only when all the cups had been removed, that she finally turned off the pump and there was blessed silence.

“Nearly 2.7 litres. That’s an impressive increase for a first attempt,” she announced peering at the collecting vessel. “Well done everyone.”

Then they left us slumped over our tables and gazing at our poor, abused nipples drawn unnaturally long by the action of the cups and pointing like little fingers below tits that appeared much smaller.

I felt absolutely exhausted and my breasts ached, but, despite all that, I felt strangely elated. At one point during the milking, I even felt close to climaxing. It’s true that expressing milk usually makes me feel good, but this was in another league. I lifted my head and looked across the aisle at Elanor. She seemed to be asleep with her head drooping. I whispered her name and she stirred enough to look at me. She was smiling.


Chapter 10    
Enhanced Protection

When we reassembled soon after six o'clock the next morning, it was for our fifth milking session and everyone was still sleepy. Karene was waiting for us, as were two of the wardens, but there was no longer the strength in numbers of the day before. Nothing was said, but there was now a different atmosphere in the room. The acolytes seemed more accepting of the procedure and took up their stations without discord. It took longer to connect everyone up, of course, but we just waited quietly for our turn.

I was one of the last and tried to remain expressionless while Karene spread the lubricating gel under me, thankfully now without the irritant, but she knew; she could tell. She said nothing, but the smirk on her face as her hands worked the lubricant into my tits was unmistakeable.

“Ooo!” she said as the teat cups locked on and her eyes popped open wide, mirroring my own; the strong suction still surprising me.

“It’s ok for you. You're not being milked like farm cattle,” I said and her grin broadened.

“If you want to get it over quicker, I could increase the suck,” she countered.

I declined her kind offer. She nodded knowingly, clicked on the pulsator, and twelve high girlish voices squealed.

Thirty minutes after the session, Elanor and I waited in our room for Ethan to remove our encumbrances so that we could shower. I'd almost got used to the ankle chains and barely noticed them anymore. It was only when I was with the other acolytes and had trouble keeping up with their pace that I became aware that I was different.

We had to wait for the warden to remove our chains, wrists and hobbles, before we could undress for our showers and it was something we all looked forward to every morning. To be free of all restraints and the horrible chastity belts if only for a short time was like a breath of fresh air reminding us what the world used to be like, ought to be like…

When Ethan appeared, he unlocked us and then we, in turn, divested ourselves of our dresses and long socks. Then he spun me round in his usual brusque manner to unlock my belt and, as was to be his custom from now on, watch me with an unpleasant leer on his face as I struggled to disengage the belt’s location peg. The belt dropped to the floor with its phallus sticky after a day’s use and I walked nonchalantly into the shower room with as much dignity as I could muster.

Then he did the same with Elanor, but she had more trouble with his unwelcome attention and, under his scrutiny, had difficulty dislodging her belt’s post before it finally slipped free. A few seconds later, she too scampered after me into the shower.

“Twenty minutes,” he murmured and left, locking our bedroom door after him.

“This is all beginning to get to me,” she complained. “I don’t like that man.”

“Nor I,” I said.

She was quiet for what seemed like a long time and then said, “I feel like a cow when I'm milked. It’s so… it’s so dehumanising.”

“I know what you mean,” I said.

“It’s so cold and mechanical with that milking machine. It’s like making love to a robot.”

“Making love?” I wasn’t expecting that.

“No, I didn’t mean that. I just meant that it was so clinical. You know… no emotion there.”

“It’s a machine, Elanor. Of course there’s no emotion.”

She went silent again and started washing her hair with abstracted, perfunctory movements. Suddenly she said: “I orgasmed.”

I stared at her.

“I couldn’t help it. The stimulus from those fucking teat cups was just too great. Was that wrong of me?”

I smiled. “I’m not jealous,” I said and kissed her lips.

*

At eleven, after our first lesson of the day, we were all waiting outside the dairy door for the next session when Karene appeared in the company of Ethan and a couple of other wardens.

“Apologies for the delay, ladies,” and she fumbled with a bunch of keys looking for the right one. The door opened and we trooped inside to wait behind our respective tables. I caught Elanor’s eye and her face broke into a broad grin before she turned red and looked away. Further down the line, other acolytes were showing signs of secret smiles too and I glanced at Karene. She was looking straight at me with a serene grin on her face.

It was Ethan rather than Karene who prepared me that time and he was far rougher with me when it became time to gel my tits. Karene was just standing by the pump watching. He attached the teat cups, gave them a pull to ensure they'd locked on properly, and then clambered to his feet. Karene was waiting with her finger on the pulsator switch while other wardens finished connecting the last remaining girls and Ethan moved behind me to strap my legs in place

“Bishop Simmonds wants them excited,” he said to Karene. It was then that I felt his hand on me. He couldn’t touch much because I was wearing my belt, but his palm was flat on my cheek beneath the hem of my skirt.

“You don’t need to tell me what Bishop Simmonds wants,” answered Karene.

His hand moved and a felt his fingertip pressing against my sphincter. I squealed and tried to wriggle him off, but that only caused him to hook me and say, “This one’s a wild one.”

I wanted Karene to call him away, but she only said, “She has her moments.”

“Karene…” I murmured and peered up at her with a supplicating expression, but I knew straight away by her glaring response that I'd made a major mistake. “I'm sorry, Miss Vespa. Please forgive me.”

“The bitch doesn’t know her place,” murmured Karene.

“Evidently,” said Ethan and I felt his finger wiggling more which caused me to make a pitiful mewing noise and open my eyes wide. “Would you like me to teach her?”

Karen was quiet and Ethan took that as a Yes and I felt his finger slip inside me. I gave a sharp shriek only to see Karene still regarding me with a cold stare, but after a few moments, she relented and told Ethan to desist.

“I have her lessons in hand, but if she squeaks, spank her,” and she flicked the switch. Along with every other acolyte in the room, I gave a high pitch squeal as a teat cup burst into life and Ethan pulled his hand from me to plant a flat-handed slap on my bare bottom. I squealed again and he slapped me again. Karene grinned and told Ethan to check on the others.

She waited until he was at the far end of the room and then knelt before me, ostensibly to watch the teat cups bouncing under my tits. “Do that again and I’ll let him take you,” she hissed.

*

Karene was not lying when she told Ethan she had the matter ‘in hand’, as I and my fellow handmaidens were to find out the following afternoon. We’d just had lunch and there were two hours before we were due to report to the dairy, two hours that we were supposed to pass in silent study, but that afternoon we were told to go to our rooms. Elanor and I waited expectantly, but it was not Ethan who entered but Karene.

“I have temporarily reassigned Ethan,” she said smiling. “I thought I'd do you myself.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but she was carrying a big bag.

“I need to remove your dresses and belts,” and then she stood patiently waiting for us to react. We were both playing it cool, so she unlocked our manacles, but left the hobbles in place. We unlaced each other, and soon our dresses dropped from our hips, and it wasn’t long after that when she unlocked our belts and we both stood before her completely naked above our thigh-high socks.

“As you know, I have been contracted by Bishop Simmonds to make you all more amenable to behaving in accordance with the vows you all took; that is, to get you to behave like the brides you promised to be.”

“He wants us all to treat him like a husband,” said Elanor quietly.

“Is that too much to ask? It’s what you promised.”

“We promised to be brides of the church when kind old Father Malakhi was High Priest, and even then we didn’t think that meant literally. Surely, Bishop Simmonds doesn’t really consider us to be married to him?”

“Well, in a way he does. You are all his handmaidens and the Bible makes it very clear that that means he has sexual rights over you all and, equally, you all have certain responsibilities and duties towards him. Furthermore, you have all promised to obey him whatever he requires of you.”

“But that’s just not right. I’m supposed to be marrying Drake.”

“And I Ben,” added Elanor.

“That was dependent upon the High-Priest releasing you from your vowels and now, let’s face it, that just won’t happen. You both made a promise to God and that cannot be broken especially when supported by a signed contract however much you’ve got the hots for a boy. But don’t fret… Bishop Simmonds is not a cruel or unreasonable man. He knows this is hard for you and doesn’t want to coerce you into doing something you don’t want to do, but he would like to try and change your minds. And that’s where I come in; that’s my job and, as must now be obvious to you, I have already started by introducing the new milking parlour. Put in the simplest of terms, it’s intended to remind you that your role here is to serve Bishop Simmonds and that it is him and not you that decides how your bodies should be used. These new belts will be the next step,” and she pulled from her bag a new chastity belt.

“Well,” I said after a few moment’s consideration. “If your intention is to make us all unattainable, you’re certainly not messing around. That looks like I’m going to be safer than Fort Knox.” It definitely looked more substantial than the skin-coloured model she’d just taken off me that only protected the front. This one was still predominantly made of moulded glass fibre, but it was much more substantial with stainless-steel reinforcement. It was black, had a single wide front panel instead of the two ‘horns’ of the old belt, and, more significantly, had a full crotch strap. I was to be totally secure with the strap passing all the way beneath me and up the back to link with the waistband in a three-way lock in the small of my back. I was, however, confused by the metal bands that dangled from chains attached to the sides of the waistband.

“I'm sure all will become clear shortly,” said Karene when I pointed to them.

She let me inspect the inside of the crotch strap. It was moulded to fit my body just like the other belt. In fact, it was constructed using the same mould and I could see the intricate profile that slid between my labia, but no location post. I reasoned that because the new belt included a ‘complete’ crotch strap, there was no need for the stubby post of the previous model and in its place the blacksmith had fitted a disc insert that offered me no more than a smooth, rounded dome on the inside. There was no short stubby pipe to collect and channel away urine either, but rather a small void where my urethra was destined to be with a drain hole beneath it.

I touched the inner profile and was surprised that its central ridge was now constructed of flexible silicone rather than the unyielding glass fibre.

“Your comfort, as always, is our prime concern,” smirked Karene and I frowned, but secretly I was pleased.

Further inspection revealed that there was also a 50cm disc locked beneath where my anal sphincter will be. I grinned at Karene, “Ethan is going to be disappointed.” Then I turned the belt over and saw on the underside there were keyholes in both discs.

“So, I have to ask someone to unlock me each time I need to use the toilet?” I asked.

“That shouldn’t be necessary. It should be one of your morning chores before your shower,” she answered. “And as you can see, there is a drain hole for urine, so that won’t be a problem either.”

“I take it we don’t have much choice?”

Karene shook her head sadly. “Not about wearing it. Your choice is how you react to it.”

“Well, he’s being very optimistic if he thinks this is going to make me want to fuck him…”

“We’ll see,” said Karene and smiled again. “This one’s yours, Lily. It has your name inside the waistband,” and she gave it to me along with a tube of gel to ensure it slipped into place easily. As far as I was concerned, this belt was a welcome replacement for the old one and, without hesitation, I wrapped the wider waistband about my waist and clicked the ends together. Then I pulled the crotch strap through my legs and tugged at the narrow cable that went up between my cheeks at the back. It seemed much too short.

“You’ll probably need to ask somebody else to help you at this point,” and she stepped behind me to yank the strap up tight. I squealed and heard another click, but then the pressure didn’t ease. The belt was hard against me and, in particular, the anal disc seemed to be spreading my cheeks.

“That’s tight,” I complained. “Can't you ease it a bit?”

“It’s meant to be tight.” She knelt behind me and wrapped one of the bands around the top of my thigh. Its ends snapped together, as did the second. I still didn’t know what they were for, but when Karene pulled a silver padlock from her pocket and clipped it between small loops on the inside edge of each band, everything suddenly made sense. The bands were now linked.

“Oh…” I said, sounding like a naïve simpleton.

“It’s to prevent you from opening your legs.”

“Because there’s no location peg,” I added. “It’s so I can’t slide it aside,” and Karene smiled.

“You look like you're wearing armour,” said Elanor.

“I feel like I am.”

“Your turn,” said Karene and pulled the other belt from her bag. Now that she’d seen the final installation, Elanor was more hesitant than I, but, when asked whether she was refusing to comply, her nerve broke and she allowed Karene to complete the installation.

“There… That wasn’t so bad, was it? You can finish dressing now.”

She left us as soon as she’d secured our manacles, but it wasn’t long before we made a disturbing discovery.

“Is yours moving?” Elanor asked.

“I think so; it’s moving very slowly though.”

A minute spent standing perfectly still confirmed it. A small section of the rib that was moulded to fit between our labia was rocking from side to side over our clits, but doing it so slowly it was barely perceptible.

“The crafty bitch,” I hissed. “That disc must be packed with batteries.”

“I can't stop feeling it now I know it’s happening.”

“Just ignore it. You’ll soon forget.”

I was wrong. I found it impossible to follow my own advice and, although it was obvious that nothing was going to come of it, it was impossible to ignore. By the time I saw her in the dairy at three, I was cross; very cross.

“That was a mean trick,” I hissed.

“What?” she asked under her breath so our conversation didn’t attract attention.

“You know very well what… This fucking belt’s moving.”

“Oh, you aren’t worried about a little thing like that, are you? I thought you were stronger than that.” That was the point when she brushed her hand under my teats and made me catch my breath. “Well, I’ll tell you what: you just let me know when you want to move up a stage.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know… Ramp things up; make it all more interesting.” She squeezed me with a palm-full of gel in each hand and I gave an involuntary moan.

“You're a fucking bitch; do you know that?”

“Yes I am,” she said emphatically and clicked open both teat cups before lifting them simultaneously to my nipples. I gave a short shriek. I couldn’t help it; the bitch had got me so worked up.

*

We didn’t see Karene again until the three o'clock session the next afternoon and by that time we’d been wearing the new belts for more than a day and it was our third day with the new milking machines. It had been a very long night both for me and Elanor. Neither of us could fall asleep properly and we kept on inadvertently waking each other. By the time the six o'clock session was due, I’d almost had enough. If Karene didn’t do something to make it all better, I was going to start screaming.

Even at this early hour, she was waiting for us when we arrived in the dairy and looked like she was ready to attend a business conference to discuss high fashion. Her tall boots, flared black leather skirt and tailored white silk blouse were all chosen to compliment her dark hair and eyeshadow and it was only blood-red lipstick that provided a contrast.

I took a deep breath… “Please, Miss Vespa,” I slowly enunciated with barely concealed scorn. “We need to talk.”

“We all do,” called a voice from the back.

“Am I to assume that you're all a little overwhelmed?”

“Oh God, make it stop,” came another voice.

“If you want to discuss it, first please take your places. I’ll not be listening to anyone who doesn’t comply…”

There was some shuffling and then everyone started settling down over their milking tables. Karene and three helping wardens went along the lines tightening straps and it was only when we were all thoroughly immobilised that Karene spoke again.

“Let me guess,” she said. “You all want me to either give you some sort of sexual release or you want me to stop the belts.”

There was a moments silence while everyone waited for some-one else to speak and then a sudden burst of agreement.

“Well, I’m a reasonable person. I'm prepared to do both and if you don’t like my solution, we can just revert to the situation we have now.”

“We don’t like this situation either,” I whispered, but she ignored me.

“Is it a deal?” she asked and was greeted with a rather muted and reserved acceptance. “Let’s put it another way: is there anyone here who doesn’t want to try my solution?” No-one said anything. “Good. That’s settled then. Now, it’s going to take me a few minutes to prepare you all, so I ask you all to be patient and to not talk.”

As I could have predicted, she started with me. She picked up a rucksack that was leaning against the pump and moved behind me, and the next thing I felt was her inserting a key into the underside of my belt. I felt her remove a disc and cool air touched me, touched my labia. I should have guessed what she had planned, but naivety is one of my principal characteristics. Suddenly, there was something else a lot more substantial than air behind me; it was a dildo and she’d lubricated it well. In my present position, there was nothing I could do to inhibit its entry and I could only close my eyes and try not to cry out as she slowly pushed it home. Its girth and length were both as substantial as the last belt’s location peg and the ordeal of its installation seemed to go on forever to leave me with the now familiar sensation of fullness. I wondered if all the dildos were going to be the same size this time, but was afraid to ask.

Finally, there was a click as its mounting disc meshed with the belt and there it was. I slowly exhaled and gave my erstwhile friend a look that could freeze hell when she peered around my box to see my reaction, but it was too late to change my mind now. I bit my tongue and watched her install the same into Elanor.

“That’s good,” she exclaimed when she had worked her way around the whole room. “Everyone comfortable? No-one feeling excessively full?” She looked at all our faces arrayed in lines down the room. Again, no-one spoke. “Did you know… now here’s a thing… Did you know that surveys have uncovered the fact that more than 52% of all Western women over the age of eighteen own at least one vibrator? And now you can all count yourselves as part of that number,” and she gave a little chuckle; no-one else laughed and she turned serious again. “Ok. Here’s the deal: this is now the configuration of belt that you will all wear from now on.” A general groan… “I’m not going to stop the clit tease altogether because, well, I think in time you’ll grow to appreciate it, but I will stop it for some of the day. I propose that the night time period between midnight and the six o'clock morning session will be tease-free and also the early afternoon session. That will give you almost half of your day stimulant free.”

“Hardly,” I muttered and again she ignored me, but paused to see how her proposal was being met by the others; there were no dissenters. “But I also promised you all a sexual release, or, to put it another way, an orgasm… I'm sure it won't come as a surprise to learn that your new dildos are motorised. In fact, they hold enough batteries to last some days if necessary, much more than the little disc that they replace, and, just to make life interesting, I’m going to exercise them at ten-thirty in the morning and seven-thirty each evening during your milking sessions.”

I looked at Elanor and then along the two lines of heads protruding from the plastic tables. No-one wanted to make a sound.

“That’s a deal then… And if anyone chooses to opt out, then, as I indicated, we will revert to plan A for them, but perhaps with the clit teaser at a slighter higher level. Now then, let’s get on; you must all be feeling pretty full.”

I wasn’t sure if she intended the double entendre, but it seemed quite appropriate. A couple of minutes later and everyone was ready with the hungry machine drawing their nipples ever deeper into the voids. Karene flicked the switch and the pumping began. Nipples began to be alternately stretched and squeezed and milk began to flow in abundance, but everyone was waiting for the promised finale. They had four minutes to wait; minutes during which the pump worked incessantly to strip us of our milk. Four minutes later, I watched Karene take a small transmitter from her pocket and touch a button, then my whole world changed…

I don’t know what I was expecting; some sort of vibration, I suppose. What actually happened was that the inside of my dildo began to rotate within its outer sheath, but it was not of a coherent construction. Instead, it was made from three separate sections roughly articulated, so when it turned, it writhed and bucked inside me. The clit teaser awoke, too. No longer was it a slow, lazy rocking movement. Now it was like a fluttering insect beating against me with its wings. I screamed, as did every other acolyte in the room as the combination of industrial breast pump, snaking dildo, and fluttering clit teaser worked their combined magic to send everyone into hyper drive, and the screams didn’t abate until three minutes later when everything stopped.

My heart was racing, my nerves were balanced on a knife edge, I couldn’t speak because my breathing was so fast, and my brain was flooded with what must have been the biggest oxytocin burst I'd ever experienced. After a couple of minutes during which the teat cups were removed and the pump was turned off, I looked up to see Elanor. Her eyes were still closed, but her lips were moving. It wasn’t hard to know what she was miming; it was: “Fuck Fuck Fuck Fuck Fuck…” Then she opened her eyes and this time we smiled at each other.


Chapter 11    
A Visit to the Clinic

Despite what Karene had said, the clit teaser was not active immediately after the session. We all stumbled off as if in a trance to our rooms for our showers before breakfast and once more Karene’s new device surprised me as I found my walking compromised; it would have helped if we could have opened our legs more, but as it was, each step squeezed the new device between muscles intent only upon locomotion.

Edgar unlocked our manacles and we removed our dresses, each looking at the others strange lingerie, but making no comment. Once unlocked, our belts dropped away easily complete with their new appendages looking like… well… glistening cocks. We didn’t say much during the shower; there wasn’t much to add and we certainly couldn’t work up the enthusiasm to play with one another. Perhaps that was also part of Karene’s plan, to make us totally reliant on her for our pleasures and not each other.

When Edgar reappeared with our belts, he’d washed and dried them and gave them to us with the dildos removed, but that was only to facilitate refitting. With us both locked up tightly, he made us lean on the edge of our beds and pushed the dildos home with the resounding clicks as they locked into place sounding louder than cell doors slamming shut.

We went down for breakfast and it was when we were sitting around the table that Karene remotely triggered the clit teasers on ‘twitch’ mode.

Karene had followed us to the dining room, poured herself a drink, and then stood sipping it whilst leaning against a wall. Her eyes were fixed on me and I began to feel unsettled. Slowly, the girls finished their drinks and left until there was only the two of us left in the room.

“Do you remember I said that that you're due a punishment for absconding?”

“That was days ago. I thought you’d forgotten.”

“This isn’t my choice, Lily… Well, in a way, I suppose it is; I had to promise to punish you somehow to save you from a worse fate. I’ve just had a delivery and now everything’s ready.”

A chill ran down my spine. “What are you going to do?”

“Do you remember that to protect Drake, you promised Father Giles never to try to abscond again?”

“That man was whipping him.”

Karene shrugged as if the reason didn’t matter. “Whatever… Anyway, today we get to test that promise. I have a little errand for you; I need you to take something down to the clinic.”

I could barely believe it when Karene escorted me to the gate and then watched as I made my way down the hill alone. She was actually letting me walk by myself into the town. Admittedly, she’d taken extra precautions that didn’t necessarily preclude me absconding, but did make it more difficult. She’s reconfigured my manacles so that they were locked tightly together behind my back and then used the linking chain to attach them to my collar. The result was that my hands were pulled high between my shoulder blades leaving them quite useless for any dextrous task.

If I really wanted to escape, I'm sure my inconvenient restraints wouldn’t have stopped me trying, but I’d made that promise to Father Giles and that was more binding than any steel. I set off down the hill, taking one short hobbled pace after another with my bare breasts pointing the way. I wouldn’t have been able to consider embarking on such a humiliating journey anywhere else, but here on Babylon Island I felt somehow safe… vulnerable and exposed, but safe.

And the purpose of my errand? Karene wouldn’t tell me. She did tell me that the clinic wouldn’t be dosing me with anything, nor would they be conducting any sort of unethical operation.

“They're doctors and nurses… They cure people,” she said.

She had, however, hung a small package around my neck addressed to Doctor Johnson, our local physician, and my only task was to deliver it.

As expected, my progress attracted a lot of attention as I made my way along the main street. It was as if they'd never seen a bare-breasted acolyte wearing a hobble and with her hands locked high behind her back before. Several people asked me if I was alright and if I needed help, but, of course, there was nothing anyone could actually do. And even if they could have released my hands or removed the hobble, it wouldn’t change anything; I’d still be committed to returning to the temple.

I tapped on the clinic’s entrance door with my toe and a pretty nurse opened it. She was a similar age to me and I’d met her before at the club. She smiled when she saw me.

“Hello, Lily. We’ve been expecting you. Come straight in.”

Doctor Johnson smiled too when he saw me, although I doubted that the smile was genuine. He looked first at my bare breasts, then at my hobble chain and my locked wrists, but he made no comment about them and continued as if everything was normal. “One of the wardens popped in earlier to say you were coming.”

He lifted the small package from around my neck and extracted a note. “Bishop Simmonds says you’ve been having problems with your plumbing. Yes... A little bit of urinary incontinence…”

“I’m not incontinent,” I cried.

“There’s no need to feel embarrassed about it. It affects many people and will probably pass in a few weeks. I’ll give you some pills to take which should clear things up, but in the meantime, the father asks if we can fit this catheter as a temporary solution,” and he pulled a clear plastic bag from the package. Inside was a 40 cm long, braided steel tube covered by a clear silicone skin with a small balloon and a nickel-plated metal tap on one end.

“My…” uttered the doctor when he saw it. “I must admit, this is rather an unusual request and not normally something we’d recommend. And these things are usually very flexible and light-weight; this one seems particularly heavy-duty. Do you think he means to just allow this to hang between your legs?”

I looked at what he was holding; suddenly everything began to make sense and my heart dropped to the floor.

“Yes,” I said in a weak voice. “I think that’s exactly what he means.”

“I see,” said the doctor. “There’s a key here that he says gives access to your chastity belt. I suppose you’d better climb up onto the couch and we’ll take a look.”

I sat on the edge of his examination bed and swung my feet up so that I was lying on my back with my knees folded and he saw for the first time the complex arrangement of chains and metal bands that adorned my crotch and upper thighs.

He tried not to look surprised. “The father seems very anxious to safeguard your virtue. It would take a safecracker to get into here without a key.”

“Bishop Simmonds likes to know that we’re secure,” I said with the sarcasm barely detectable in my voice.

The doctor looked at the key he was holding and then reached past the padlock between my thighs to fit it into the access disc. It turned and he withdrew the disc only to discover the long phallic plug on the inside of it. Again, he made no comment, but placed the plug on the metal tray beside him.

“Access is a bit tight especially when you can’t open your legs, but I think I can reach your urethra,” he said peering through the access port with the help of a small torch. “Yes… This should be fine.”

I didn’t wholeheartedly share his sentiment.

“These things work by inflating the balloon at the top end of the tube once it’s inside your bladder. It stops you accidentally pulling it out,” and he demonstrated it to me by holding up the balloon next to the tap. It shrank away to nothing at the same time as a second balloon on the lower end of the tube inflated. “All we have to do once it’s installed is to stop the fluid leaking back into the first balloon and I see there’s a length of heat-shrink sleeving here for that purpose.” He held the tube up and the fluid drained back into the lower balloon as the top one shrunk and disappeared. “Are you ready? It won’t hurt at all.”

I knew for a fact that it was going to hurt my pride big-time, but I couldn’t tell him that.

He donned a pair of latex gloves and the nurse passed him a piece of lint that he doused with a small quantity of alcohol before carefully wiping it between my labia. It felt cold and I shivered, but not just from the alcohol. Then he cut the end from the polythene bag and extracted the catheter. I saw the looks that passed between the doctor and his nurse; they weren’t happy.

“Okay,” he said, taking a deep breath. The nurse opened a tub of gel for him and he spread it thinly along the side of the tube. Then, using the fingers of his left hand, he reached through the access port in my belt and spread me while he poked the end of the tube into my urethra. “Your urethra is only 4 cm long, so this shouldn’t be too taxing.”

I felt the tube sliding into me and it felt distinctly odd and then I saw urine running from the tap on the other end of the tube into a small cup the nurse was holding. She closed the valve and the flow stopped.

“That means the end is inside your bladder,” and he held up the tap-end of the tube and watched the balloon shrink as the one inside my bladder grew. He gave it a little tug and I yelped when I felt it pulling at my insides. He smiled.

“Not so bad, was it?” he said and the nurse handed him what looked like a small hairdryer. He slid the rubber sleeve over the deflated balloon and warmed it with hot-air gun until it was tight about the tube, thereby fixing the internal balloon inside me.

“There… All done. Just got to put you back together again,” and he reached behind his chair for my phallic plug. It had all been carefully thought out: the catheter fitted neatly into the slot beside the access disc that was previously just the drain hole and didn’t interfere with the installation of the vaginal plug. That plug he now lubricated before sliding it carefully back into me. It clicked into place and he helped me rise.

Standing next to the examination bed, the hem of my dress dropped back down to conceal the belt and the bands about my thighs, but now the catheter hung down with its bright silver faucet swinging between my knees and giving me little tugs with each movement. Both the young nurse and the doctor stared at it, their faces as expressionless as theatrical masks.

“I suppose we’d better test it,” said the doctor and looked at the nurse. She took the hint and knelt before me with the cup. She placed the cup on a low stool, picked up the end of the catheter tube, and looked up at me. I could feel the tube moving inside me when she handled it and shuffled forward until she could hold the tap over the cup. She turned the valve and a thin stream of urine flowed into the cup to half fill it. It felt odd; I could sense my bladder emptying of its own accord and I didn’t like it. The flow stopped and she turn off the valve and dropped the tube, watching wordlessly as it swung back and forth.

“Let me know as soon as you’d like it removed,” he said.

“I’d like it removed now, but it’s not up to me. I’m sure Bishop Simmonds will let you know.”

He nodded understanding implicitly the words I’d not said, resealed the key back into the little package and hung it back around my neck.

“Oh… Wait there a moment and I’ll fetch those pills I promised you.”

“No, don’t bother. I don’t think I’ll be needing them,” and I turned with leaden feet towards the door.

The nurse showed me out, opening the doors for me. “I think your priest is cruel treating you like this. It’s as if he’s deliberately trying to humiliate you.”

I looked at her and was tempted to tell her it was a punishment and not a remedial health issue, but I didn’t have to.

“You're not incontinent at all, are you?”

I turned my head away instead of answering her, but then she whispered, “I have a message for you. A girl called Karene told me that Drake will be at the Red Moon Inn at one o'clock; that’s now…”

I looked at her and felt the colour drain from my face. Drake… I so wanted to see him, but not like this. I thanked her and turned away to trudge slowly back up high street. It was lunch time and there were even more people out on the street to witness my progress, witness the tube swinging lethargically between my legs with its metal tap continually giving me little tugs.

A hundred paces up the street I paused. To my left, a few metres up a side street was the Red Moon and I could hear music escaping from its open doorway. I reconsidered… I couldn’t pass up such an opportunity and shuffled towards it.

Peering through the door into the dim interior I could see him. He was sitting at a table drinking a glass of beer and beside him was a young woman, a very pretty girl. She had her hand on his leg and they were laughing.

It felt as if my world had just crashed and burned and I turned away with tears running down my cheeks. I’d been stupid. It had only been a few days since I was with him and already he’d found someone else. How could I ever have thought that he’d wait for me? Wait for the next eight years?

I’d gone maybe a dozen paces when suddenly he called my name and he was there, grabbing my shoulders and spinning me around to fall bodily into his arms.

“Lily…” he whispered. “It is you,” and he was kissing me and I was still crying.

He pulled me into the shadows of an alley because people were staring at us and kissed me again, this time less frantically and more tenderly.

“What are you doing here? Are you alone? There was a message waiting for me at the bar last night to say you’d be here.”

“That will be Karene, but I don’t really know why.”

He eased me away to arm’s length and looked at me, at my hands locked behind my back. Then he noticed the tube and the metal tap between my knees, well below the hem of my dress.

“What’s that?”

“I've been to the clinic. They’ve catheterised me.”

Drake stared open-mouthed. “What… Why?”

“There’s no need to look so shocked; I'm not ill. It’s a punishment for trying to run away with you.”

“But that’s ridiculous. Come on… Let’s go to my lock-up. I’ve got tools there that can remove that in an instant, and all those locks too. We can be away again before they even know it.”

“I can't. I promised Father Giles that I wouldn’t run away again. Anyway, I wouldn’t put it past Karene to have someone watching us.”

Drake didn’t argue anymore; any promise is binding and one made to Father Giles even more so.

“Oh Lily,” he murmured and enfolded me again, crushing me against him and kissing me so that my heart broke anew. “Well, come into the bar and meet Alison. You’ll like her; she’s Ian’s wife and he’ll be along in a moment too.”

I shook my head. “I can't; I'm sorry,” and I flapped my hands behind my shoulders as if I was a dolphin. He understood my embarrassment immediately and didn’t push the point.

“That temple has become evil…” he muttered. “How could they do this to you?” He looked again at my entrapped wrists and my naked breasts projecting through my dress. “Are you comfortable?” he asked.

I burst into sardonic laughter and he quickly rephrased the question: “I mean are your breasts comfortable? Do you need me to… you know…” and he held one in his hand. I gazed down passively at it just lying there in his palm as if he was offering me some sort of exotic fruit and then gave a soft moan as his thumb crushed my teat to eject a thin mist of milk.

“Kiss me again,” I whispered and stretched my neck up towards his face.

It was shortly after that he walked me back up the hill towards the temple gate, his arm looped through mine. I knew people were still staring at us, but I didn’t care; I only had eyes for him.

“I love you,” he whispered. We stood next to the gateman with the gate open wide, beckoning me away from my fairyland and back into bondage. All had been said and I kissed him one last time and turned to shuffle into the compound. I heard the gate close behind me and was afraid to look back lest the spell be broken.

*

Up in the temple’s main block, Karene sat by her desk gazing at her laptop, watching the little yellow marker on the map wend its way up the path towards the refectory. Simmons would never have forgiven her if she’d lost Lily for the second time, but there was little chance of that; every belt was fitted with a GPS tracker.


Chapter 12    
Catheterised

Father Simmonds was standing looking out the window at the temple’s flower beds and watching his two wives sauntering along the paved path that led around the warm-water pool and towards the outer wall. They were each carrying a book and a rolled-up blanket, evidently planning on finding a quiet spot in the garden for some relaxing reading. His two young valets walked two paces behind the women, as was only proper, one with a wickerwork hamper and the other carrying two bottles of wine.

He looked at Kohl who was standing like a statue next to the door.

“The mining licence… Where is it?”

“We have searched everywhere for it. Neither the elders nor the temple archives hold it, so I have applied to the Government Registry Office in Dili for a copy.”

Simmonds grimaced. “Things are moving so slowly. I told Giles to get more men working in the mine, but he says he can't find any. What sort of place is this?”

“The surveyors arrive tomorrow to map out the hotel,” said Kohl hopefully and just then, there was a knock on the door and he faded back against the wall.

“Enter.”

“You wanted to see me?” asked Karene.

“Yes, my dear. Come here and sit beside me. I’d like you to tell me how you're getting on.”

“Quite well, I think. The girls are beginning to crave sexual fulfilment, so it won't be long now before you can begin to take pleasure in them.”

Simmonds smiled. That would only be the start of their new life. “And the psychiatric magic you were working on them? Are they fully compliant yet?”

“Not quite, but we’re getting there.”

“You said that if we made ‘em increase their milk yield, it would bring home to ‘em the true owner of their bodies. Have their yields increased?”

“Oh yes… When we started, each of them was extracting 200 ml per session; now, I can extract on average almost 300.”

“On average… So there are some that yield less?”

“It’s an average figure; some yield less and some more. It would be difficult to pump some more than others; I’d have to keep stopping the pulsator to disconnect the more fruitful ones and then restart it, but I suppose it could be done.”

“No, don’t bother. I have a better idea.”

“And may I ask what that is?”

Simmonds grinned. “You will see all in time. India has a very old culture and we have many ways to deal with women who displease us. All I need to know from you is which one produced the least every week.”

Karene asked again what his intentions were and warned him that he risked disrupting her own plans, but when he started to become angry, decided that discretion is the better part of valour, provided him with the information he’d requested, and hurriedly left.

“That girl presumes too much,” hissed Simmonds. Then his expression cleared as he considered his latest idea further. “I want you to do something for me…”

*

The next week proved to be sexually stimulating and sexually frustrating in equal measure. Karene was as good as her word and twice a day we were all gifted with such stimuli that it would be impossible not to climax. At other times, we were teased with our belts moving tantalisingly slowly, much too slowly to do anything other than torment us. And all the while, the linked bands about our thighs made sure that we couldn’t open our legs to ease the pressure on the dildo… For Elanor and me, it was particularly galling because we couldn’t open our ankles either and, what with the bare breasts, we felt like erotic mermaids.

On the whole, the girls said nothing about my catheter tube; just ignored it. I, on the other hand, couldn’t do that. I felt it moving, tugging gently at me every time I sat or walked anywhere.

It did actually have one advantage: the belts prevented us from wiping ourselves each time we visited the lavatory and, instead, we had to sit and wait for the belts to drain; now, all I had to do was stand before the bowl and open the tap. I could direct the stream anywhere I chose just like a boy and, once I was finished, I just closed the valve and walked away.

Each morning, removing my chastity belt prior to my shower was now more complicated because first the vaginal plug had to be removed. Then, when the belt was lowered, the catheter tube and its attached faucet slipped through the access port beneath my vagina. I would stand in the shower completely naked next to Elanor, but with the tube dangling from my vulval lips.

“Can’t you just pull that out?” she asked and I had to explain to her that I couldn’t because it was trapped within my bladder.

“Why haven’t they fitted me with one of those?” was her next question.

“You were beaten instead. This is my punishment.”

“I think I would prefer the cane,” she murmured. I didn’t say anything, but I thought I would too.

It took me until the next morning to realise that I could tuck the catheter up around the link between my thigh bands so that it couldn’t be seen beneath the hem of my dress, and it was the three o'clock session before Karene saw what I’d done.

“I really don’t advise you to do that,” she said quietly as we filed into the dairy.

“Why? Because it defeats your attempt at humiliation?”

She just shrugged, but I untangled the tubing to let it just hang anyway. After all, I wasn’t deceiving anyone at the temple; they all knew what I had beneath my dress. But I was too late.

The next morning, we all had our early morning milking session and then our showers. Elanor and I dressed and then waited to see whether it would be Ethan who would return to fit our belts and chains or whether we were to be honoured with Karene’s presence.

It was Karene. She fitted Elanor’s belt first while Elanor raised her skirt high above her waist and Karene lifted the newly washed and lubricated belt beneath her. The vaginal plug was already fitted to the belt and the whole device slipped easily into place with hardly a whimper from its occupant. Karene locked the belt, applied the annoying thigh bands, the hobble, and finally the manacles with their short linking chain.

“Thank you,” muttered Elanor and sat back down on the edge of her bed.

It was now my turn. I lifted my skirts and Karene raised the belt after dropping my catheter tube through the vaginal access port. She clicked the waistband together, asked me to lean forward with my hands on the bed, and picked up the vaginal plug. Once that was reinstalled, the procedure was the same as for Elanor: thigh bands, hobble and manacles, but before she picked up the manacles, she had something to say:

“I'm afraid Bishop Simmonds saw you yesterday morning; saw what you’d done with your catheter. I’m sorry…” and she held up my manacles. The short linking chain between them was still there, but there was also a second chain, one equally short and attached to the first at its centre link. Silently, she closed each of the manacles about my wrists while I watched and somehow, the clicks that their locks made seemed louder that morning. Then she took hold of the end of the loose chain, lifted it to my collar, and snagged it in place with another small padlock.

“Karene…” I said almost too quietly for her to hear. My hands now hung together a little above my waist with the chains hanging down between my breasts.

“I'm sorry,” she repeated in case I hadn’t heard her the first time.

“I won’t be able to reach the tap.”

“I know,” she said. “But I'm sure your friends will help you.”

She looked at Elanor and then left leaving our door open. When I looked at Elanor, there were tears in my eyes.

*

It was the start of my worst period so far in that temple to Satan. Even Karene had the compassion to look on me with sympathy each time we met, although she was careful never to show friendship to me in public. Several times a day, I’d ask Elanor or one of the others to help me with the catheter’s little tap and not once did anyone ever decline. In fact, it soon reached the stage where girls would offer their help as soon as lessons ended or after meals. It wasn’t a very onerous task, simply completed and quite hygienic, but it did involve them in handling the catheter tube and I could intimately feel every tiny tug.

The occasions when I was alone with Karene were becoming increasingly infrequent and our daily verbal exchanges in the company of others shorter and more belligerent. She’d watch me struggle through the grounds with my feet hobbled and my wrists hanging on the chain from my collar, and all I’d see in her face would be a derisive smile or a mocking sneer. When I found that we were alone in my bedroom before breakfast one morning, I therefore presumed the worst.

“Thought up another torment for me?” I asked, but I didn’t get the expected response.

“How are you?” she asked quietly. I looked at her, trying to gauge her mood, but she just continued: “I saw Drake yesterday in the Red Moon.”

“Drake… How is he?”

“He’s well. I told him you were coping with the support of your friends. He says to tell you he’s always thinking of you. How are you coping with that thingy? … That catheter?

“How d’you think? I can barely move without it giving me little tugs to remind me its hanging out of my vulva for everyone to see.” She had the grace to look guiltily away. “I don’t think this was your most compassionate idea.”

“Simmonds was going to have you thrashed; I had to do something.”

“And you thought this was better? At least if I’d been caned, it would have been over and done with. Now it looks like I have this catheter for keeps.”

“If he’d had you caned, you could have been marked for life. Elanor got off lightly because she’d not actually escaped…”

“Oh God! What’s going on here? Why is he doing all this?”

“I’m not really sure. He says he wants you all gasping for sex, but he’s showing no inclination to actually want it himself. I’m not even sure he does it with those two Indian wives of his.”

“And that’s what you’ve been doing? Winding us up so we’re gasping for sex?”

“I have to show willing…” We were quiet for a few moments with our own thoughts and then Karene changed the subject. “You know he’s got contractors working down by the quay? They arrived the other day and I'm told they’ve been surveying.”

“What… A warehouse? He arrived on the big motor launch; perhaps it’s something to do with that.”

Karene shrugged. “You think he might be building a boathouse for his launch?”

“No, that doesn’t sound right. It has to be a warehouse.”

While my thoughts were on Simmonds’ building project, Karen’s were on a much closer subject. “Lily… Please be careful. I’m doing the best I can for you and all the other acolytes, but if you mess up again, I might not be able to help you.”

I looked down at my chains. “I don’t have much scope for messing up again. Now, if you were to get Father Giles to release me from that promise I made to him and arrange for me to visit town again, that would be different; then I’d have a much better chance to mess up.”

Karene grinned. “I’m trying to protect you, not encourage your adventurous spirit. But I can get a message to Drake if you want; is there anything you’d like to tell him?”

“Just tell him that I love him.”


Chapter 13    
Boxed

There was one other change that was affecting us all: the milking pump was extracting ever more milk from us and our breasts were adapting accordingly. My B/C sized tits were rapidly becoming C/D’s and I’d noticed the other girls swelling as well. D sized cups wasn’t so bad, I thought. I was swinging a bit more than before and was conscious of the extra weight, but they weren’t really sagging and so long as Karene doesn’t extend the milking time, we’d probably not grow much more. But there was always that little voice at the back of my mind saying: What if she does? Is there a limit to how much milk one can produce? A limit on how big my tits could grow?

Karene would read out the total yield after each milking and it was gradually increasing, but not so fast now than it was at first. She was taking individual readings too from the flow gauges on the teat cup collecting tubes and writing them down in her little book. She could even tell which breast was being the more productive. A few days later, I found out why…

“Well, ladies,” she announced after our midday session when we were all standing around thinking about going to the refectory for lunch. “I'm pleased to say that you have now collectively achieved over twenty litres per day for which the village milk bank will be eternally grateful. That’s up from just twelve litres when you started. You should all feel very proud of yourselves.”

I didn’t feel proud; I felt more an exotic species of cow.

“I know for a fact that Bishop Simmonds is pleased too. I'm sure he only wants to help the townsfolk become more self-sufficient and this will be very helpful. However, he would always welcome more and I believe he has an idea to encourage you all to maximise production. If you want to improve the average of a group, the best way of doing that is to encourage the weakest and, for this week, that’s Elly.”

All eyes turned to Elly. She was one of the youngest girls at eighteen and she was also the smallest at 165 cm tall.

“Me?” She exclaimed. “Why me?”

“I've just explained why you… It’s because your milk yield for this week is the lowest.”

“But I can't help that; what’s he going to do?”

“That, I'm afraid, I don’t know, but whatever it is, I'm sure he only has your best interests at heart. He says you should go and see him in his private apartment.”

Elly looked terrified and I could see that Karene was trying to calm her, but it was obviously true that she really didn’t know what Simmonds had in store.

“Come on. I’ll take you now,” and, very reluctantly, Elly followed Karene out the door.

That was at about eleven-fifteen. Just before three, when we were all feeling a bit top-heavy and thinking about the next milking session, Elanor and I were making our way slowly towards the dairy when we saw a small group of people about eighty metres away exiting the apartment building that Bishop Simmonds inhabited. The leader of the group I recognised immediately: it was Mabel Christie, one of the church elders. Behind her were the Bishop’s two young valets and they were carrying a wooden chest between them. They were heading towards the temple’s gatehouse and it was only when they were much closer that I saw it was an entirely different type of chest they were holding, an organic one. It was a wooden box with handles on the side and a pair of breasts protruding through holes in the front panel, and they weren’t carrying it, but merely guiding it; the box had legs.

Suddenly both Elanor and I were running towards them as fast as our hobbled ankles would allow and shouting for them to stop.

“You can't do that,” I spluttered. “That’s cruel.”

“It’s not cruel and it’s none of your business,” countered Mabel in her haughtiest voice.

“But it’s indecent…”

“How is it indecent? The girl is not displaying anything she shouldn’t.”

What the girl was displaying was everything from the waist down sans skirt, but still clad in her thigh-high socks, tall shoes, and her chastity belt with its associated chains and thigh bands. With the notable exception of her breasts, the rest of Elly was contained within the wooden box that was no more than 20 cm deep. I could see her eyes watching me through two small, round holes and below them, her breasts discoloured and distorted by the constricting holes and looking like two large oranges with long, pointed teats bobbed gently as she walked.

“Elly. Are you all right?” It was a stupid thing to ask and I only heard a muffled humming sound in response.

“She can't answer you,” said Mabel.

“But you can't do this. It’s not right.”

“And who are you to judge? Bishop Simmonds has determined that the best way to encourage her milk production is to get the town’s people to help her. The more she’s suckled, the more milk she’ll produce. Bishop Simmonds is a very wise man, you know.”

I had no strong opinions on that, but I was sure that enhancing Elly’s milk yield was not his top priority, although I was equally sure that he’d have no problem with that if it happened. What he really wanted was to subjugate her, make her submissive so he could bend her to his will. I realised too that the same thing would be happening to all of us eventually.

“Bishop Simmonds is a man without compassion and you, Mrs Christie, are equally as bad. For someone who professes to be a Christian, you are a disgrace.”

“And you, young lady, are going to be in serious trouble.” She looked over her shoulder at the two valets and barked, “Forward…”, but I cried out and grabbed her arm.

“No, please. You mustn’t…” but Mabel just shrieked with my touch and it was Elanor who pulled me back, telling me to let it go; that I couldn’t do anything. The last view I had was of the valets guiding Elly through the temple gate, one on each side holding the handles attached to the sides of the box. She looked so strange: a wooden crate with the bare hips and legs of a girl struggling to keep up beneath it.

Elly was, of course, missing at the seven-thirty session and it wasn’t until midnight that I saw her again. Karene brought her in and she looked quiet and withdrawn. Many of the girls were anxious to talk to her to find out what had happened, but she wouldn’t acknowledge any of them. Then she saw me and gave me the merest hint of a wry smile.

“Thank you for trying,” she murmured, but would say no more.

For three days, life returned to normal, or as normal as it got in that mad house, and then Karene was waiting for me after my shower on the morning of the fourth day. She refitted my belt and thigh bands, slid its integrated phallus home past the catheter tube, and, after I’d dressed, locked on all my chains before she said, “Seems you’ve upset Mrs Christie.”

“The woman’s a monster. She’s got no more Christian compassion than our head priest.”

“That’s as maybe, but by fighting with her, you’ve earned yourself a spell in the box.”

“Well, there’s a surprise,” I said caustically.

“You shouldn’t take it so lightly, Lily. There’s much they can do to make the experience more testing… Much they will do.”

“What do you mean?” I asked cautiously.

“I'm sorry,” she said and looked like she meant it. “I have something else I need to add to your belt,” and she produced a round ended silicone plug more than 3 cm thick and 6 long. “It serves no useful purpose other than as a punishment and a warning to the others.” She saw my face and added, “If I don’t fit it, someone else will.”

I took a deep breath. “Then I suppose you’d best get on with it.”

“Probably best if you lean forward with your hands on the dresser.”

I did as she suggested and felt her insert the key into the second disc behind me and pull it from the underside of the belt. When I looked back over my shoulder, Elanor was gazing at me as if hypnotised and Karene was rubbing lubricant onto the plug. I closed my eyes. She touched the tip against me and I was surprised, astonished even, that she could slide it home so easily. The profile of the belt around my anal sphincter was already stretching the muscle open and preventing the involuntary reflex reaction I was expecting; I couldn’t squeeze the muscle to close myself up tight even if I’d wanted to.

“Ooo…” said Elanor as Karene pushed the plug fully home and it clicked into place. It was exactly what I wanted to say, but I was forcing myself to remain silent and aloof.

“You can straighten up now.”

I did, but it made no difference to how full I was feeling.

“Go and have some breakfast. Bishop Simmonds is expecting you at eight-thirty.”

*

This was all getting too much for me and I wondered what would happen if I just refused to comply anymore. Would I be forced? Religion, and the Christian church in particular, had a very colourful history of the atrocities it imposed on people it thought had broken trust with God and I had made those very specific promises. But that was centuries ago, I told myself, but then I remembered the threats and actions between Muslims and Christians, Al Qaeda, ISIS, even the suspected genocide committed by the peace-loving Buddhists and Rohingya Muslims in Myanmar. All over the world, people were killing and raping in the name of their particular God. And the Children of Babylon were no ordinary Christians. The ones I knew in the town were all good people, but what of the Mother Church back in India? In any case, I doubted that much of what they did would ever get the backing of any mainstream Christian community, so why should I be surprised at the lack of compassion shown by their head priest?

At eight-thirty, I tentatively tapped on his door and heard him bid me enter. All three of his valets were already in the room along with, to my horror, Mabel Christie. She grinned at me and my blood ran cold.

The priest flashed me his own pietistic smile. “Ah, Miss Green, isn’t it? I remember meeting you before and I see from your hobble that thingy hanging out of your sex that you're one of the girls that tried to run away.”

I stared at the floor in front of him and could feel Mabel’s eyes boring into me.

“Mrs Christie tells me you were argumentative and aggressive to her the other day.”

“I didn’t like what she was doing to Elly, but I wasn’t aggressive.”

“She tells me you grabbed her.”

I muttered that I was sorry, but it was Mabel who said, “Sorry isn’t good enough. Little girls who shout and pinch their betters must be taught a lesson.”

I wanted to defend myself, to tell them how cruel they were all being, but I knew deep down my best defence would be to remain silent. Mabel came to stand beside me…

“You like donating milk to the community, don’t you?”

I looked at her and nodded. She smiled.

“Good, because you're going to find yourself donating a lot more in the future and the future starts today. These pretty little titties of yours will soon be growing much bigger.” She grabbed the chain linking my wrists and unlocked the cuffs and collar so that my hands dropped free. “Now, take off that dress…”

What could I do? There were five of them in the room all staring at me, waiting for me to show any hesitation. I struggled with the lacing up my back, but was offered no assistance and it took some minutes before the garment eventually dropped to the floor. I wasn’t free for long as the men grabbed my arms and folded them behind my back before binding them together, elbows to wrists.

Mabel walked around me gazing at my chastity belt with its attached locks, chains and bands, and at the catheter tube.

“It now has two supplementary plugs, I believe? Three if you count the one sealing your bladder.”

I nodded. She wouldn’t be able to tell just by looking at it, but I had no doubt she was instrumental in its installation. Mabel stood back gazing at my discomfort with the same disconcerting grin. “Fetch me the panel,” she purred to no-one in particular. One of the valets appeared beside me holding the front of the box I’d last seen encasing Elly complete with its top panel and half the lower panel already attached. The lower panel was shaped to fit around the front of my waist and I felt my throat going dry with the thought.

It was all there just as it had been for Elly: the round openings for my breasts and, above them, the two small holes to give me some feeble vision, but there were other details I’d not appreciated before. For a start and most significantly from my point of view, there was a fat rubber penis-shaped plug just below the eye holes that was projecting back towards where my mouth was destined to be and it was equipped with straps, too, to hold my head against it. There was another detail that took me a few moments to recognise: a tube from the plug going up to an empty container that was fixed to the corner of the top panel. There were also straps either side of the breast apertures to ensure I was pulled tight against the front. The other significant detail was the several holes bored through both upper and lower panels, presumably to allow fresh air to flow, a necessity in the tropical heat.

The valet stood in front of me and held the panel up to my chest while Mabel pulled the straps through under my armpits and buckled them loosely together behind my back.

“Stand still now,” she said and grabbed hold of both my teats to pull my breasts through the holes. They elongated and narrowed, and when she released them, they swelled into globes outside the panel just as I’d seen Elly’s. Then she tightened the straps behind me, pulled me some more, and cinched the straps up tight.

“There. Does that feel comfortable?” she asked in an ironic tone.

I had my head turned to the side and bent backwards to avoid the mouth plug and told her I could barely breathe.

“Oh, I don’t think that’s a serious concern.”

“Box ‘er up,” said Simmonds. “I’m getting bored.”

“You heard what he said,” whispered Mabel in my ear. “Suck the cock…” and she caught hold of one of my teats and twisted. I screamed and turned my head to engulf the fat rubber plug as quickly as I could and within moments, she’d fastened the strap behind my head. I shrieked; at least, I tried to, but it was filling my mouth so completely, no sound could escape from my lips.

I couldn’t move my head any longer to look round, but felt the wooden sides brush my shoulders; someone was trying to fit the rear half of the box and I twisted away. In hindsight, that was not a good idea as I saw Mabel move into my line of sight through the tiny eye holes. She grabbed me; grabbed both my breasts in her hands with a surprisingly fierce grip. The back of the box slid into place behind me and I heard catches snapping into place and padlocks clicking. My waist was now completely trapped by the box’s lower panel immediately above the metal waistband of my belt and I could feel the wood against my shoulders and the back of my head. My upper torso was held in a rigid grip, but below the box, my hips and legs were still exposed; very exposed. I felt a hand slide across my cheek and then a sharp slap that made me jump.

The priest pushed himself out of his chair and moved towards me and I turned to keep him in sight, but another sharp slap told me that was the wrong thing to do. I felt his hand on me. It wasn’t painful, but he was squeezing me.

“Good…” he said. “She should do well. Let ‘er stew for a few hours and then take her down town,” and that’s exactly what they did. I was led into a small room and just left there. They didn’t even bother locking the door; what could I do? I just carefully sat with the box leaning on a wall and waited.

My mind was in such a turmoil, it took me some time to realise what was happening. They’d called me just after I’d been pumped when my breasts were small and soft and now they were waiting for me to swell. After another hour, the panel was uncomfortably tight and it just got worse from then on. After two hours, Mabel appeared with a pitcher of water.

“We don’t want you to get dehydrated; that wouldn’t help your milk yield at all,” and she poured the water through a hole in the top of the box to fill up the container. I immediately felt the liquid in my mouth and had little option but to swallow. Its taste was bitter, but Mabel knew that already…

“That’ll be the Chinese ginseng. It does taste a little nasty, especially in high concentrations, but I thought you could do with a distraction to save you getting bored and it does make one feel awfully ‘affectionate’.”

Ten-thirty was the time I would normally have been milked and, although I couldn’t actually see them, I knew I was the owner of discoloured globes larger than Elly had and I dreaded anyone actually touching them. Of course, that’s exactly what Mabel did when they came to fetch me just to check that I was ready.


Chapter 14    
The High Priestess

Ihave to admit that I was a lot more comfortable after they'd left me in the town centre for an hour than when they’d first delivered me even though the little teaser tab was moving frustratingly slowly inside my belt. The townsfolk of New Babylon were not all heartless like Mabel and many were prepared to help me if they could. Of course, the only way they could do that was by suckling and trying to alleviate my engorged condition to the extent that the constricting holes around my tits didn’t pinch me so hard; by and large, they did very well. They weren’t to know that the ginseng had caused my nipples to swell and become super-sensitive, nor that my labial lips and clitoris had done the same to make my belt feel ultra-tight. Also, there was one serious downside to their attentions: the more they sucked, the faster I ‘restocked’, so to speak. Continuous suckling supercharged my milk production.

Simmonds’ valets had walked me to the centre of town, one each side of the box holding onto its handles and with me trying to keep up with them with my hobble and tiny steps. Then they'd hung me from an arch by a chain locked to a ring on the top of the box and I was obliged to silently stand and await whatever should befall me. I was where people couldn’t fail to notice me; in fact, I was obstructing the pathway. A quick top-up of the water bottle and then they left me, and once my minders had gone people soon started gathering.

“It’s another one,” I heard one man say. “Poor thing. Why do they do it?”

“It says here that she is failing in her milk production and that suckling would help her.”

“It would certainly ease her a little; her tits are as tight as baseballs,” and I felt him touching me.

After that, I was frequently ‘helped’, but it was hours before the person I had been anticipating with a mixture of hope and dread appeared before me.

“Lily…” he said peering through the holes at my eyes. “That’s you, isn’t it? I can tell by the catheter.”

I grunted and caused the box to rock backwards and forwards.

“Oh Lily. They told me that they'd hung another one up and somehow I knew it would be you.” He moved back to look at me. “What have they done to you?” he mused staring at the chains and bands about my thighs and ankles, and then at my breasts projecting from the front of the box.

“I've missed you, sweetie, but it won’t be long now. The whole town’s getting fed up with this guy’s machinations. Do you know he’s had people out by the old quay surveying the land for something? It could be a warehouse or some sort of depot, but we think it’s a hotel. It’ll ruin the island and be the end of us here. It’ll bring in outsiders and they’ll bring in lawyers and police, and soon it’ll be just like every other place in the world. He’s already virtually outlawed chastity devices. It’s caused no-end of fights and bust-ups, although I see it doesn’t apply to you. That’s typical of his hypocritical thinking. Some of the guys are ready to confront him, but they say those valets of his are armed; they’ve seen guns under their jackets and we’ve got none around here.” He paused for breath while I just watched him through my little eye holes, my lover the insurrectionist. “Would you like me to suck you?” he suddenly asked.

During long, lonely nights, I had yearned for Drake to suckle from me again ever since he’d first done it all those weeks ago in his cabin, but not like this… I stared at him for a long time through the small eye holes and then decided I shouldn’t pass up any opportunity. I grunted and began rocking the box again.

Somehow, he didn’t feel like all the others. Sure he was gentle and considerate, but many of the others had been too. Perhaps it was just the way he cupped one breast whilst sucking the other that did it, but I really didn’t want him to stop. God, it felt so good…

He drained me via the catheter too. I had no way of asking him, but somehow he knew and afterwards I felt much easier.

*

Drake was with me for hours, right up until the time that the valets reappeared to collect me. That must have been about eight that evening. He faded into the shadows while the two men unlocked the chain from the arch and walked me back to the temple, but even that wasn’t the end to my torments. They didn’t release me, just left me in the same small room still boxed.

It was way past midnight when they came for me. I knew that because I heard Simmonds asking whether the others would be out of the dairy and Mabel told him they would. I struggled to my feet and turned towards them when they entered only for Mabel to touch me like she was testing the ripeness of fruit.

“Well, dearie,” said Mabel. “Time to unpack you, but there’s one thing we need to do first: we’re never going to get your tits out of those holes with you like that so you’d best come with us.”

Mabel and one of the valets guided me just like before and we slowly made our way to the dairy. I thought they'd make me bend over a table, but instead, they tied the ring on top of the box to an overhead pipe and just left me standing next to the pump. The valet disconnected the pump from the room’s integrated plumbing system and instead, connected it directly to a couple of teat cups and, with the pump running, Mabel held the cups against me and flicked open their valves. I gave a muffled scream as they grabbed my still over-sensitised teats and tried to throw them off, but their grip was too strong and my teats were sucked deep inside the inner chambers.

“Ooo! Still a bit sensitive are we?” asked Mabel and turned on the pulsator. I tried in vain to scream again, but the plug in my mouth was just too big. All I could see was Mabel standing directly in front of me grinning.

*

The following afternoon, Bishop Simmonds and Mrs Mabel Christie met with disciplinarian advisor, Miss Vespa, to discuss the progress of the acolytes.

“Do you feel they're more inclined to be compliant?” asked the priest.

“If you mean are they more inclined to do as you ask, then of course. You’ve certainly demonstrated what would happen if they choose to defy you.”

“But will they submit willingly? It’s important to me that they should be happy; I can't stand dour handmaidens.”

“Ah,” said Karene. “Then perhaps you shouldn’t push them so hard. I'm not at all sure your box idea is having the desired effect either on the acolytes or the town folk. The town is already getting agitated because they think you're building a hotel down by the quay and they don’t like it. Hanging up an acolyte in their town centre is just making things worse.”

“I agree,” said the priest to Karene’s surprise. “They’ve just given me a petition complaining about yesterday’s girl. Now, I don’t want to upset anyone, so I think it would be best if we didn’t do that anymore.”

Karene was surprised, astonished even, and the best response she could come up with was: “Good.” The priest regarded her calmly and eventually she added, “I think you have made a wise choice. If you want genuine affection from your acolytes, then you should consider making it attractive for them. Perhaps show them kindness, make them love you for your compassion. They're all beginning to feel a mounting sense of sexual frustration and in time, I'm sure you'll find at least some of them willing to cooperate with you.”

The priest smiled benignly, thanked Karene for her advice, and escorted her to the door.

“The girl’s a fraud,” said Mabel once the door was closed.

“Of course she is. I’ve known that for a while.”

“You don’t need to make them love you to win their affection; you just need them to see that enthusiastic acceptance is better than the alternative.”

“So we’re back to threatening ‘em and all I’ll get is grumpy acceptance. If these girls are to be of any use to me in the hotel for entertaining the guests, then they ‘ave to actually want to participate.”

“You could always import some girls.”

“And where could I find enough attractive girls who are already lactating? You know the concept behind all this. I’m going to be charging premium rates for their rather specialised services and my clients are not only going to expect to be able to milk them like cattle, but they’ll want to see ‘em enjoying it.”

“Then you'll need to walk a very fine line. Think of something that they’ll definitely not want to do and then give them a choice; perhaps something from old India like that box. That was a good idea.”

The priest gave a wry smile. “It was a medieval torture. A woman trapped inside could do nothing to help herself and would be at the mercy of anyone who wanted to take advantage of her. But I’ll need to be a lot more subtle than that if I'm to get the tacit support of the town and I’ll need that if the hotel is going to be a success. Let me think on this for a while…”

*

Two days later, High Priest Edward Simmonds called all the acolytes together for an announcement:

“Ladies… I have great news. An opportunity has arisen for one of you to be anointed as High Priestess of the Children of Babylon and to take your place in the sacred temple of our faith back in India.”

Of course, this was all total nonsense; there was no temple in India, but none of the acolytes could know that.

“It’s a position that demands only the most chaste and unblemished of minds. The woman would be treated like a Goddess and nothing but the highest degree of moral standing could be considered.”

“But what if we don’t want to go and live in India,” asked Mary. “I mean it sounds very nice and all that, but we have boyfriends and this island is our home.”

“Alas, the choice will not be the woman’s. It is I who will have to decide who should be nominated. I realise that all of you have dedicated your lives to the church and I'm sure that whoever I choose will, in time, find peace in their devotions. But rest assured, this is a decision that may take many weeks to resolve and I shall take all matters into consideration.”

Simmonds left and the meeting turned into a general discussion.

“I'm not going to live in India even if they do make me into a Goddess,” announced Mary and everyone, without exception, agreed with her, although some were more vociferous than others. I just thought about Drake…

“He wants us to act like his wife,” said Elly in a quiet voice and there was immediate silence in the room. “It’s obvious, isn’t it? He wants us to behave as his wives so that he can have coital intercourse with us and he’s saying if you won’t, then I’ll send you away.”

“If that’s all he wants, he could force any of us to do that,” observed Lindsey.

“Well, I'm not fucking the fat slob,” said Erica.

“Then it might be you that’s chosen as the priestess.”

“Look,” I said. “If we all decide not to play his game, he loses. He can’t choose all of us to be his priestess.” It was my view that prevailed in the end and it was generally agreed that if Simmonds tries to encourage any of us to become intimate with him, or anyone else for that matter, then that person should refuse.

In hindsight, it was not a plan that stood a great chance of success, but the early indications were good. The next day, Simmonds engineered a meeting in his private apartment with one of the youngest acolytes, a girl called Simone. She told us all afterwards that he began by asking her how she was enjoying her life as a handmaiden; she told him she wasn’t enjoying it at all in recent weeks. Then he asked her whether she’d like to be anointed as High Priestess and go to India; she told him she wouldn’t like that either.

“‘Only a girl with very high moral standards could ever be considered for that role,’ he told me and then asked if I had ‘high moral standards’. I told him I didn’t think my standards were particularly high, but then he said, ‘Stand nearer my child. You do have the body of a high priestess,’ and he started running his hand up the back of my thigh and over my bottom beneath the hem of my dress. Then he said, ‘And your breasts look like they could yield a magnificent quantity of milk given the right conditioning,’ and, ‘That will be one of the main obligations of the high priestess.’”

Simone’s eyes were wide as she continued to relate her story: “He started holding my breasts then and kept saying how nice they'd look if I was producing six or seven litres a day and that every two weeks, I’d have to bath in my own milk to show how pure I am.”

“That’s ridiculous,” said Mary. “No-one could produce that much milk.”

“Actually,” I said, “I remember reading about an American woman who was expressing eight litres a day for over a year.”

“Ooo… She couldn’t have been doing much else with her life.”

“Anyway, go on with your story, Simone,” I said encouragingly.

“Yes, well… After he’d had a good feel, he got me to kneel on the floor between his knees and asked me if I often sucked boys. He said he’d been told it was quite normal for a girl to do it here on Babylon Island. I said it was quite normal, but only with boys I liked. Then he asked me if I’d do it for my high priest and I said I wouldn’t really like that. He got quite cross then and told me I was going to find myself in India if I wasn’t careful. I did do the right thing, didn’t I?” She posed the question to her audience in general and we all nodded.

The next day, Elly, our youngest acolyte, was called to see the priest, but her experience wasn’t quite so successful. She told us with tears still in her eyes that the conversation went almost exactly the same as with Simone right up to the point where she was kneeling between his knees. Then she described how he ordered her to unfasten his robes and take hold of his cock.

“I was frightened,” she said, “And I didn’t know what to do, but he told me it was my responsibility as a handmaiden to hold him, so I did. Then he asked me if I had sucked many men and I told him five. ‘Good’, he said, ‘Then you can suck on me.’ I didn’t want to and told him I only did it with boyfriends, but he said he was ordering me to do it which made it a religious edict. I didn’t know what to do and touched it with my tongue, but I didn’t want to put him in my mouth. I don’t even know why he wanted me to do that. His wives were sitting there, one on each side of his chair; they could have done it for him, but instead they were only grinning at me.”

“So you didn’t suck him?” asked Mary.

Elly shook her head and Mary gave a long sigh. “Well, I suppose things could have been worse.”

“I haven’t finished yet,” said Elly. “After a little while when he realised I wasn’t doing what I was supposed to do, he told me to stop and then to take my dress off. I thought, ‘Well, that’s alright,’ because I was still wearing my chastity belt, but he had a key… He got the fat valet to unlock me and they removed the dildo and chains and everything. I only had my socks and shoes on and I started to cry. He told me that I had promised to be one of his wives, but I didn’t.”

“Did he force himself on you?” I asked, but Elly shook her head.

“No… He did touch me and told me I was a silly girl and should take my responsibilities more seriously or else I wouldn’t go to heaven, but I couldn’t stop crying. In the end, he just pushed me away and told the fat valet to seal me up again and to stuff me up with an arse plug so I wouldn’t forget that I’d refused him.”

“Oh, Elly. Not you too…”

She burst into tears again. “It feels like… It’s so big and I feel so full all the time.”

“The man’s a monster. We’re all going to end up like Elly, aren’t we?” said Mary. It was a rhetorical question and we all knew the answer.

That night, I had the opportunity to talk to Karene about what was happening and she said she didn’t know why he was doing it.

“It’s not as if he has a super-charged sex drive, or anything. I’ve never seen him even touching either of his wives.”

It was not a profitable discussion and left a number of unanswered questions. Karene said that Bishop Simmonds had asked to see her again the next morning and that she would try to discover more about his intentions and what was actually going on. I didn’t know then that it would be weeks before I saw her again…

*

“Good morning, Miss Vespa.”

Bishop Simmonds was sitting in his favourite chair next to the window that looked out over the garden and from where he could watch the acolytes making their way to the dairy.

“I trust you are in good health.”

Karene nodded.

“A beautiful place, this garden. So lush...”

Karene just nodded again; small talk, as far as she was concerned, served no useful purpose and only irritated her.

“You wanted to see me?”

“Yes indeed… I wanted to congratulate you on the fine job you’ve been doing here. There is an obvious change in the girls’ demeanour and I can see that they are so much more accommodating.”

Karene said nothing. That is not how she would describe the girls’ current attitude. “I hadn’t noticed that your latest attempts at coercing the girls into offering sexual services was any more successful than previous tries. I know that none of them want to be chosen as your High Priestess, but that doesn’t change their underlying nature. They are not naturally permissive and I suggest that if that is what you seek, then you’d be better off procuring girls from elsewhere.”

Simmonds smiled. “What you say is true and I have decided not to pressurize them anymore. It was good advice you gave me a short while ago and I agree that perhaps I’ll ‘ave more success if I appealed to their altruistic nature.”

“Good,” said Karene simply as she tried hard to disguise her astonishment at his declaration. “And I shall be happy to assist you whenever I can.”

“And I appreciate that, but your assistance won’t be necessary for the next week or two. I’ve taken the liberty of allocating you a cabin down in the town and will summon you when I next ‘ave need of your services.”

Karene was shocked again; this was not what she expecting. “You're sacking me?”

“No, indeed. I anticipate that there will be much for you to do in the future, but for the next two weeks, I’d like to allow the girls to find their own way.” It was an ambiguous statement that told Karene nothing. “Anyway, you still ‘ave equipment here that you ‘aven’t even used and I’m anxious to witness you using it. It would be a shame to see it go to waste.”

“There’s no point in tormenting the acolytes further when they're doing what you want.” Simmonds just grinned and she studied his face trying to read what was in his mind. Failing dismally, she turned her attention to more prosaic matters. “What about my money? When can I expect that?”

“Oh, you will still be on my payroll. Consider this as a short paid holiday. Enjoy yourself and I’ll make sure you're properly rewarded later.”

*

Two days passed without any of us seeing either Bishop Simmonds or Karene and we thought that maybe the building work down by the quay was now his top priority and that he’d just lost interest in us.

I was particularly anxious to see Karene. She was going to give me news about her meeting with Bishop Simmonds and I was beginning to find life hard. I wanted, if not her reassurances, at least her dark humour to help me through.

For weeks Drake had filled my nightly dreams and, unable to relieve the emotional tensions that kept building inside me, all I could do was to squirm ineffectually beneath the sheets to feel the twin plugs moving within me. It wasn’t enough and it certainly wasn’t helped by the fact that both my thighs and ankles were linked together to stop me spreading myself.

Elanor was with me every night and on the whole I thanked God that I had someone with whom to share the hardships, someone who understood what I was going through, although her experience wasn’t quite the same as mine: her belt had fewer plugs and her hands weren’t so restricted. She wasn’t plagued by a catheter either, although that was almost more trouble for her than for me because with my wrists hanging from my collar, it was her that had to open the horrible little tap whenever my bladder was full.

She was a close and loyal friend, but her company brought with it one major downside: we could kiss and we could fondle and suckle, but, of course, neither of us could orgasm with no direct stimulation and we only ended up stoking each other’s frustration levels and inadvertently making things many times worse.

I thought a lot about the deviousness of the mind that had planned the bondage and milking regimes with the sole intention of alternately maximising and then frustrating my libido for their own ends, whatever those might be. Simmonds or Karene, I couldn’t be sure who exactly my chief antagonist was, had put a lot of thought into carefully balancing my stimulation with my ability to cope with its effects and for a long time now, it had become apparent to me that I was fighting a losing battle of wills. Although I still played lip-service to the notion of saving myself for Drake, I knew that my body would betray me in an instant given the right conditions and now Simmonds had given us all the strongest incentive yet to relax our morals.

It’s a funny thing, but once I started imagining myself with other men, even one as repulsive as Simmonds, the initial dread slowly abated until the prospect of sating my burgeoning needs by whatever means available began to override my moral stance. I started yearning for a real touch, something more than the mechanical pumping of the teat cups and the relentless motions of the plugs and clitoral stimulator, and as I sensed my mind slowly shredding, the source of that touch became less important.

I needed a real, organic man to quell my spiralling lust and no longer was it always Drake’s face in my head, but a generic man with indistinct facial features and a big cock.

For all my high-minded rhetoric, it was as plain as day to me that as soon as I was presented with the kind of scenarios that had faced Simone and Elly, I would crack and feel thankful for it. My moral benchmark had been slowly eroded and now it was almost completely erased.

*

The morning of the third day brought bombshell news from an unexpected quarter that changed everything and made it even more imperative that I speak with Karene as soon as possible.

It was Diana and her roommate, Judith, who delivered this gem. They waited until we’d all finished our breakfast and the wardens had left us alone before announcing that they had heard something we should all know. They said they were told it by their personal warden, an older man called Banks who had been at the temple for as long as anyone could remember and was well trusted. Apparently, he’d overheard Simmonds’ two wives talking together late the previous night.

“They were discussing what it would be like to be the High Priestess of the entire order and hadn’t realised that Banks was within earshot. One of them was saying that the High Priestess is treated just like a Goddess and that the milk she produces is considered sacred just like holy water.”

“We know that,” said Mary.

“Yes, but what you don’t know is that producing that milk becomes her sole reason for being. She’s milked almost continuously and can’t leave the temple. In fact, one of them said that her throne was more like one of our milking stations and that she was strapped to it nearly all the time.”

“Oh my; I don’t like the sound of that.”

“That’s not all: Brother Banks heard the other one say that she wouldn’t like to be that holy because she would die when they infibulated her.”

“Infibulated…” exclaimed one of the acolytes. “I don’t know what that is.”

“Oh God,” I said and felt like I might faint. “I know they do it a lot in Africa and some Arab countries, but I didn’t know they did it in India. It’s to make sure the girl can't have sex with anyone and it’s usually done to a child so that when they marry, the husband can be sure he’s marrying a virgin. They sew her up and then her new husband has to cut her open so he can fuck her. It leaves the poor girl first with just a scar, and then after she’s wed, a little round hole just big enough for his cock and no feeling.”

I paused and there was absolute silence in the room with every eye fixed on me. I took a deep breath… “It’s a horrible practice. First they cut away the girl’s clitoris and her inner labia, then they cut the outer labia and sew the two sides together to leave just a tiny 3mm hole for urine and menstrual blood. It leaves the girl with no visible genitalia; just like angels are supposed to be.”

“Or Goddesses,” someone whispered.

Elly stifled a scream whilst all the others just stared with wide eyes and frightened faces.

“They can't do that; it’s… it’s barbaric,” murmured Mary.

“People have been doing that to their daughters long before Christianity and Islam. It’s reckoned that there are two hundred million women alive today who have had their clitorises cut. It’s to stop them being promiscuous before they're married or unfaithful afterwards because, well, there wouldn’t be much point if they can’t feel anything. And of that two hundred million, about forty million have also been infibulated. Of course it’s barbaric, but it’s not uncommon.”

“I think I’m going to be sick,” said Elly.

“What can we do?” asked another.

“I know what I'm going to do,” said Erica. “I can’t risk that happening to me.”

The room went deathly quiet and it was obvious we were now all thinking the same thing.


Chapter 15    
Tested and Found Wanting

Johl was looking pleased. “Four of the girls have now asked for a private audience with you. Your latest plan seems to be working.”

“Are you surprised? I have to admit that Kaskvi and Maira played their parts to perfection. That idiot Banks was completely taken in. Neither the acolytes nor the priests and wardens have any idea that the High Priestess and even the Mother Temple are completely fictitious.”

“So you have no intention of actually selecting any of these girls?”

“Of course not. That would only mean one less to support our hotel enterprise. If all works out how it should, I shall merely announce to them that the selection of a priestess has been deferred until a more moral candidate can be found. That should keep them all compliant for as long as we need.”

Work down at the quay was progressing well, too, and Bishop Simmonds was beginning to feel particularly pleased with himself. Then he remembered something important: “Why is it taking so long to get a copy of the mining licence?”

“It is just bureaucracy. You will have it soon.”

“And what are those women doing now?” He was looking out of the window at Maira and Kaskvi walking hand-in-hand around the perimeter path, but instead of walking through the gardens, they had chosen the less picturesque route that went behind the power house and past the maintenance shed. “We need to test their resolve.”

“Your wives, sir?”

“No, you idiot. These four acolytes. I need to know how far they're prepared to go. Tell them to come and see me the day after tomorrow. Now, send in Rushil and Kabir.”

Johl took a deep breath. “I regret, sir, that I don’t exactly know where your valets are at present. If you would like, I’ll look for them.”

Simmonds just glared at him and Johl hurriedly left. It was forty minutes later when the two valets tapped on Bishop Simmonds’ door and he bade them enter.

“I have a little job for you two. I’d like you to go down to the builders’ camp by the quay and tell the foreman that I want four of his men here at three o'clock on Tuesday afternoon.”

“Shall we tell him what for, sir?”

“No. There’s no need.”

“Very good. Will that be all?” asked Kabir.

“No. I’d like you to tell be why you thought it would be a good idea to indulge the whims of my wives.”

Kabir looked at Rushil and their faces froze with shock. “Sir, we are most regretful, but we were ordered by the ladies to accompany them.”

“Accompany them?” queried the priest.

Again, the guilty glances. “Accompany them and accede to their further wishes, sir.”

“And did you protest against these orders that you were given?”

“Oh yes, sir; most vehemently. We told the ladies that you, sir, would be very upset with such orders, but they were insistent.”

“I see. And did you fully comply with these orders?”

“Regrettably, yes sir.” Bishop Simmonds turned his back on his valets and stared out of the window until Kabir asked: “Will that be all, sir?”

“Yes, that is all,” said the priest turning back with a placid expression. “Tell Mr Johl to come in as you leave.”

*

At three o'clock on Tuesday afternoon, Elly, Simone, Erica and another girl called Melanie entered the private apartment of Bishop Simmonds to find the room unusually full. In addition to Simmonds and Johl, there were four other men whom the girls had never seen before seated in a line next to the priest.

“Come in, girls. I understand that you have all asked to see me.”

The acolytes stood in a row before the men looking sheepish and self-conscious in their unusually tailored dresses with their hands still linked together by the steel cuffs and chains. The four men from the site had not been told what to expect and just grinned inanely at their generous breasts and over-sized nipples protruding naked from the panels of their dresses.

“Bishop Simmonds,” said Erica quietly as spokesperson for the group. She cleared her throat and started again in a louder voice. “Bishop Simmonds, we believe we may have given you a misleading impression of…” She hesitated, looked along the line at her fellow acolytes for confirmation, and then said, “Of our moral integrity.”

“You mean to tell me that none of you are the chaste virgins that you pretended to be?”

“To be accurate, sir, we are all still virgins, but not by choice. In fact, we would welcome the chance to show our true characters.”

“Well, my dears, this is your opportunity. Demonstrate away…”

Finally, it dawned on the acolytes why Simmonds had invited these contractors to be present and the girls, faced with the choice of being a High Priestess or a wanton harlot, all chose the latter. Erica, being the eldest, demonstrated how extrovert she could be and approached her man with a smile and a coquettish wiggle to sit on his lap and loop her linked arms over his head. He grinned and fondled her breasts, making obviously crude comments in a language that sounded like Portuguese.

Erica positioned one of her breasts up to his mouth. It looked heavy; they should have been milked at three. His grin broadened and he squeezed its teat to be rewarded with a thin mist of milk that splashed onto his face. Then he said, “You suck me,” in broken English.

“Before you all get too carried away, perhaps you gentlemen would like these.” The men barely understood a word, but when Simmonds handed each a key, the intent was unmistakable.

“Oh…” exclaimed Erica and stared at it as if hypnotised before carefully disentangled herself to stand with her back towards her man. She could feel him lifting the hem of her dress and turning the key, and then the back strap of her belt opened. She leant forward and heaved a great sigh as she felt the dildo disengaging.

“Oh…” exclaimed the man with equal captivation as he slowly withdrew the device.

“Eek,” shrieked Elly beside them as her man popped the secondary plug from her and then watched fascinated as her sphincter muscle spasmed.

*

Released from their torment and told that they were invited to evoke as much pleasure in their partners as they could, the four girls were soon lost in a flurry of sexual pursuits which rendered them oblivious to the presence of either Bishop Simmonds or his butler Johl. The contractors had been without women for more than a week and were keen to make up for lost time, whereas the girls had never before known a man in the Biblical sense and the experience was earth-shattering after being teased and frustrated for so long. Having ‘let the cat out of the bag’, so to speak and after being given religious encouragement to partake in what, up until then, was almost a mortal sin, there was no holding them back. Their pursuit of carnal pleasure after years of enforced denial followed by weeks of teasing frustration became an unstoppable force too compelling to be denied.

In the end, it was Bishop Simmonds who tired first and said in a loud voice: “Gentlemen. I would be obliged if you would all consider yourselves at least temporarily sated and replace the belts on your partners.”

Again, it was unclear how much of this message was understood, but the girls disengaged themselves and each handed her man her chastity belt. There was a general sigh of disappointment from the men followed, a few moments later, by other sighs, higher in pitch but just as heart-felt, as their belts were reinstalled.

“I think, ladies, that you have proved your point and that if you remain so amenable in the future, I regret that I shall have to consider all of you unsuitable for the position I had in mind.” Simmonds smiled as he watched all their faces break into broad grins. “And you gentlemen. Thank you for your efforts this afternoon. They have been most valuable and they won’t go unrewarded. In fact, I have a gift for you to share amongst your colleagues.”

The four men just stared at Simmonds as he snapped his fingers at Johl and Erica’s man interpreted what little of Simmonds’ speech he understood.

The butler disappeared through a door only to re-emerge seconds later trailing two cords behind him. There was a general gasp throughout the room as Maira and Kaskvi were reluctantly pulled through the doorway by the cords tied to their ornamental nipple rings. Johl led them into the centre of the room and then relaxed their leashes to leave them staring with frightened expressions at the surprised eyes and predatory grins of the men. The two women were naked apart from their shoes and, with their wrists and elbows held tightly behind their back in leather arm binders, had no way to protect either their dignity or the most delicate parts of their bodies.

They were truly beautiful creatures with long, dark tresses and coffee-coloured skin that shone like silk. Together, they made a perfectly matched pair: both tall and slender with narrow waists, flared hips, and long, tapering thighs rising to a tangle of black, wiry hair. Higher up, conically shaped breasts were forced enticingly to the fore by their bindings and glowed in the subdued light of the room with their silver nipple-rings flashing as their owners trembled.

“These ladies are my ex-wives and I give them to you to whore with as you wish.”

Maira rocked her body wildly and grunted urgently whilst Kaskvi just stood silently with tears trickling down her cheeks. Neither could utter much in the way of sounds and certainly nothing intelligible owing to the plugs trapped in their mouths by their leather bridles. Maira took two paces towards Simmonds, but Johl pulled at her leash and she spun away with a muted shriek as her breasts were tugged.

Instead, Simmonds approached her and stood close. He was a little shorter than the women when they were wearing their heels and he gazed up into her leather-bound face as he tapped the side of her breast with his silver-headed cane.

“You’ll get no sympathy from me,” he sneered. “You chose to seek the company of other men, so I'm acceding to your wishes by gifting you to these fine gentlemen and their colleagues to keep as their pets. From now on, your life will be simple. You'll only have one role to play and it’s one of your favourites; I hope you’ll both be very happy.”

Maira made an imploring mewing sound as Simmonds turned away and he spun back, slicing the cane through the air like the strike of a snake to leave a raw, red stripe down the side of her breast. She screamed and jumped sideways, pulling again at her teats.

“Enough,” he shouted. “I have had enough of your deceit. You pretended to be loyal, but all the time you were adulterous and sought to take pleasure with my employees. Them I cannot fault because they were only doing what was demanded of them, but you… Take them away, chain them as you see fit, and be sure to discipline them well. They seem to have voracious appetites when it comes to welcoming male members, so your workforce should be well served.”

The builders looked confused and then grinned when Johl passed their leashes to their spokesman. “We can take?” he asked in a disbelieving tone of voice. “We can keep?”

“I never want to see these stupid bitches again. Take them away and fuck them until they squeak.”

The four acolytes tried to look small as they cowered against the far wall. If there was any doubting Bishop Simmonds’ ruthless streak, it had just been quashed.

*

“I didn’t like those women,” I admitted, “But I would never wish that on them. What about the two young valets? What’s happened to them?”

“Nothing,” said Erica. “Nothing at all. We saw them as we were leaving and they were laughing and joking as the contractors led Maira and Kaskvi away. They thought it was funny that they both had marks on their bottoms from Simmonds’ cane…” There was a long pause and then Erica added, “I'm sorry about what we did. I couldn’t help myself and neither could the others. To be chosen as a priestess would be worse than dying.”

“I know,” I said. “I think we all feel the same way and if we all act the same, he’ll have to look elsewhere for his sacred cow.”

“It wasn’t only the threat of that,” said Erica quietly. “When they removed my belt and that man touched me, it was like a bright light flashed in my head and I couldn’t see anymore. I was no longer thinking; just acting on instinct, I suppose.”

She stared at me with a guilty expression that looked rather comical and I gave her a wry smile. “I know. Unlike you, I’ve always known how it is when you feel you can't hold back any more. The last time it happened to me, I became pregnant, but we’re lucky here in New Babylon: there’s no chance of that here; not with all the hormone tablets we take to keep our periods at bay.”

*

Three days later, the scene in Simmonds’ apartment was repeated when four more acolytes were invited to demonstrate how unworthy they were of being nominated for the position of High Priestess and four more random builders were in attendance as targets for their attentions. The results were very similar and Simmonds seemed well pleased, announcing the fact to Kohl and Mrs Mabel Christie who were there to witness the spectacle. Maira and Kaskvi were not even mentioned.

“Well?” asked the priest once the acolytes and the builders had left. “Aren’t you going to congratulate me? I have made ‘em eager to please, something that was taking Miss Vespa weeks and still she failed.”

“She did increase their milk yield,” said Mabel in an uncharacteristic show of candour.

The priest smiled depreciatingly. “That may be so, but you have to admit that it is I who has delivered the coup de grâce in so spectacular manner. I’ll test the last four next week, but I don’t anticipate any problem.”

“Tell me,” said Mabel. “Why are you doing this? You have shown no interest in taking advantage of these girls yourself, so what is your intention?”

“Why, to populate my new hotel with willing and attentive courtesans, of course. I want my guests to experience nothing but the best and these girls will be well incentivised.”

“You're going to turn them all into prostitutes?” exclaimed Mabel with glee. “They deserve nothing less.”

“Not prostitutes; they won’t be paid for their work.”

Mabel was still cackling over the thought that all the acolytes who had previously dared to mix religion with their social life will find themselves with a whole new type of social life. “Well incentivised does not mean, of course, that it would be their first choice of lifestyle,” she pondered.

“And why should that concern me? They all chose their vocation. It was ‘em that elected to be ‘andmaidens to the Children of Babylon; slave girls of the church. No-one forced ‘em. They should have taken more care; perhaps a little more research would have been good. As it is, they ‘ave made a binding promise to the Lord to do whatever I tell ‘em and whether or not they like it is totally irrelevant.”

“You didn’t think to include your wives in this little enterprise then?”

“I regret that they were not burdened with the same religious zeal.”

“It’s not their religious convictions that is causing the acolytes to be so accommodating; it’s the threats to their liberty and bodies they're concerned about. None of them want to be turned into female eunuchs or human cattle.”

The priest just shrugged his shoulders.

*

“It’s Karene that’s made us all like this,” said Erica.

“Not his latest threat then?” I asked sarcastically.

“Yes, of course, there is that, but what I mean is that even without that threat, I don’t know that I’d have been able to resist that man when my belt dropped off and he touched me. It’s that new milking station and these fucking belts. She knew they'd be driving us crazy; it’s why she did it.”

“And if she hadn’t stepped in, you would all have been tortured until you complied and it would have amounted to the same thing.”

“You don’t think this is torture then?”

I gave Erica an ironic smile. “Of course it is, but it’s surely better than the alternative. Anyway, mine’s far worse than yours what with the extra chains and other things.”

Erica gazed down at the catheter hanging between my knees. “Yes, I know it is. I wasn’t getting at you; it’s just that I’m finding this hard and I was looking for someone to blame. She used to be a friend of yours, didn’t she?”

“She did. I know she’s now working for Bishop Simmonds, but I don’t think all of this can be put at her door.”

“I don’t know how you’ve been able to cope as well as you do.”

I shrugged; if she only knew…

“So, are you ready to meet the builders?”

I closed my eyes and counted to three. “Of course, I'm fucking ready. I don’t want to be sewn up and milked till my tits are the size of flour sacks any more than the rest of you. Oh God, yes… Take this fucking belt off; I'm ready…”

Erica gave me a sad smile. “I suppose you do have the advantage over the rest of us that you’re not a virgin… That alone should exclude you being nominated High Priestess straight away.”


Chapter 16    
The Goddess

Father Simmonds was grinning as he held out his hand for the document. “At last. Now we can really start streamlining the sales program. Open negotiations immediately with the Australian auction houses.”

“I'm afraid there’s a small glitch in your plans, sir: the Church of the Children of Babylon do not actually own the mining rights for the opals.”

“But that’s not possible; we’ve always profited from their sale.”

Johl inclined his head in agreement. “It appears, sir, that that was no more than an informal agreement with the late Andrew Meadows. He never did actually sign over the mineral rights of the claim.”

“So who owns them now he’s dead?”

“Apparently, it’s his daughter who lives in the UK. I have a copy of his will here and she is his only beneficiary, but it’s a mystery why she hasn’t come forward to claim her inheritance. Perhaps Mrs Mabel Christie can shed some light on Meadows’ will: she is a church elder after all and they're meant to know everything, aren’t they? She’s waiting outside; says you promised she could witness the last four girls being tested.”

“I did. Do please show her in.”

*

Mabel, when she entered, was in high spirits. “Oh, Bishop Simmonds. You don’t know how much I’ve looked forward to this moment.”

“Mrs Christie. How nice to see you again. Please, take a seat. Before the girls get here, there’s something I’d like to ask. It’s about Mr Meadows’ will. I understand he left everything to his daughter.”

“He certainly did and she’s been a thorn in my side ever since. She’s the reason I'm here.”

“She is? I don’t understand.”

“She should never have been allowed to stay in New Babylon. It was all Father Dominic’s fault. She beguiled him, that’s what she did.”

“She’s in New Babylon?”

“Bishop Simmonds. You’re teasing me… You're about to test her.”

“Lily? You mean Lily?” asked the priest excitedly.

“Of course, Lily. I’ve tried everything to get rid of her and the little bitch is still here, but at least today I’ll see her get her just desserts. She told us she’d turned over a new leaf; given up boyfriends and become chaste. Now we’ll see if she was lying.”

“They're all here, sir; the contractors and the acolytes. Shall I show them in?”

“Er… No, Mr Johl. There’s something I’d like you to attend to first,” said Simmonds with a contented expression on his face.

*

We waited outside Simmonds’ apartment for maybe fifteen minutes and it could possibly have been one of the most embarrassing fifteen minutes of my life. I was in the company of Elanor and two of the younger girls, and we had to weather the leers and comments of the building contractors who were finding it difficult to look anywhere other than at our naked breasts; it was apparent that they had every intention of enjoying every minute of our discomfort. Their explicit gestures we could understand only too well, but their dialect was a complete mystery to us. It was almost a relief when we were all eventually called inside, although a shock to me to see Mabel Christie seated beside Bishop Simmonds.

“Ladies and gentlemen, pray enter,” implored Simmonds gushingly. “And I would be grateful if the gentlemen would kindly take their seats.”

We four stood nervously in a line looking down at our assembled assessors.

“Am I to presume that, like your sisters, you consider yourselves morally unworthy to be considered for the vacant High Priestess position?”

We all nodded.

“Well, we’ll soon see. Lily…” he said addressing me directly. “Be so kind as to hold out your hands.”

Johl approached me with a key and removed my hand cuffs. This was unexpected. None of the previous girls had said that they were uncuffed.

“And now you can remove your dress…”

I closed my eyes, but only briefly. So, this was why he’d had my chains removed. I had no wish to be considered too chaste and fumbled with the lacing behind my back. A moment later, I felt the back of a knife blade slide up my spine to cut the laces into dozens of short lengths and the garment was free, and with a keen sense of trepidation, I allowed what was left of the dress to slide from my arms and breasts. The four contractors were all watching me avidly and almost applauded when my gown dropped and they could see the metal belt about my loins and metallic bands and chains around the tops of our thighs. I stepped out of the crumpled dress about my feet and back-heeled it away behind me. Beside me, the other three girls were staring at me in silence.

What Kolh did next was even more surprising, not least because I expected to be engaged in the traditional local diversion of cock-sucking: he held up a net of leather straps with an 8 cm long silicon rubber phallus as its centrepiece. It was a penis gag with a head almost as large as a hen’s egg and the leather bridle was to hold it in place. I didn’t know what to do. Was this another test? I couldn’t take the chance and opened my mouth to accept the plug. No-one said a word but all eyes were on me as Johl systematically connected and then tensioned the straps until my head felt like it was in a cage and my mouth was so effectively stuffed with the rubberised cock that it was impossible for me to make any sound other than a nasal hum.

Johl had not finished. He pulled my arms behind my back and pushed my hands into the glove of an armbinder. I was dumbfounded. I had no idea what was happening, nor whether I had been selected especially or was just the lucky first in line for this new experience. The girls were all looking at me with open mouths, all wondering the same thing, whilst the four builders were just enjoying every moment of my evident confusion. And as for Mabel, she was having the time of her life and was almost chortling with glee.

By this time, Johl was just finishing tightening the laces behind my back to pull my elbows together. When he appeared in front of me again, he was holding more leather, a whole armful of the stuff, and dropped the straps at my feet before buckling a high collar around my neck. I was now seriously agitated and began making mewing sounds as Johl started to systematically connect the straps together by wrapping them around my torso to form a complex body harness. Unable to look down with the high collar, I could only sense what was happening as he connected the harness to the waistband of my chastity belt, front, back and sides.

I knew I was now patterned by the black straps that criss-crossed my body, dissecting my skin into small segments that strained between the leather. Multiple links and more buckles joined the armbinder to the harness behind my back to further inhibit any movement and bands of leather encircled my breasts to exaggerate and project them, their long teats looking like erotic switches to turn me on or off.

The other three girls were now just staring open-mouthed as if in a trance, watching the spectacle unfold before them as Johl continued with his relentless pursuit to confine me like a sardine in a tin. His next task was to connect a short chain to a hook on the ceiling and link it to a ring on the top of the straps that encased my head before he began methodically tightening all the straps that encaged me to make my predicament ten times worse. They became so tight that I could hardly breathe and their tension pulled my chastity belt up even higher to force the plugs deeper and to remove any flexibility there was between the body harness and the belt.

His final act was to tighten the bands that were squeezing my breasts to make them bulge into blush-red spheres with long, extruded nipples that began spurting milk in a myriad of tiny jets.

Bishop Simmonds now stood. “At this stage,” he proclaimed in his best ecclesiastical voice, “I would like to announce that I have decided who should become the next High Priestess,” and he tapped his cane against the side of my breast.

Beside me, Elanor cried out, “No…” whilst I spun around on the spot with my body so encased in leather straps it was as stiff as a plank and squirting milk in graceful 360-degree arcs.

“I regret, my dear,” he said to me, “That you will have to forego today’s entertainment. To do otherwise would compromise your chaste credentials. You’ll just have to be content to watch your friends copulating.”

I wanted to scream. I wanted to shout at him that I have no chaste credentials; I’d been pregnant, for God’s sake, but, of course, I could do neither of those things and, in any case, he would know that.

“Your friends will, of course, need to work extra hard today because of the uneven pairing you’ve caused, although I suppose we can’t hold you responsible for that. And as for you… You’ll shortly be on your way to our mother country to be prepared for your future life as High Priestess of the Children of Babylon, a position I’m sure you'll fulfil with respect and devotion; after all, you'll be worshipped almost as a deity: an angel of life-giving milk; the goddess of lactation.”

By this time Mabel could keep her seat no longer and stood beside the priest. He gave her a cursory glance, but otherwise chose to ignore her.

“It’s a pity that all great things come with a cost. This leather harness, for instance, will be an essential part of your service; it minimises your movements so that you can devote all your energies into producing our sacred milk. I can see that you may consider it too constricting, but it will help to focus your energies and I hope that, in time, you’ll see its benefit when your breasts really start to swell. Yes… you're going to be a great asset to the church, Lily, and I’m confident you'll strive to serve our church for many years to come. You're destined for big things…”

Beside the priest, Mabel mimed ballooning breasts with a grin like the Cheshire cat.

“But I am not without compassion,” he added. “I am conscious that shortly, after surgery, you will be denied any form of coital stimulation and it’s unfair that at this late stage, you're obliged to witness your friends enjoying themselves when you yourself are so inconvenienced, so I am prepared to grant you one last orgasm before you're finally sealed.” And with that, he touched a remote-control unit he was holding and the dildo buried deep inside me burst into life. I tried to scream again, but could manage no more than a pitiful hum as I spun wildly like a puppet from my chain.

“Girls,” cried Simmonds loudly turning towards the other acolytes. “Surely, you have work to do lest I decide that the church deserves two high priestesses.”

I saw the three of them shocked from their paralyses and jump towards the waiting contractors and as my eyes flickered shut, my vision hijacked by my burgeoning orgasm, I was conscious that Elanor had two to manage.

*

Time seemed to lose all meaning as I hung from the ceiling, spinning from one climax to the next. I couldn’t say how successful my sisters were with their own endeavours, I was too preoccupied, but when Simmonds eventually de-energised my dildo, I saw four very happy builders and three naked handmaidens cooing seductively at their feet. Then Elanor turned to look at me and the smile slipped from her face.

“I’m sorry,” I saw her lips mime until tears obscured my vision.

Shortly after that, the girls were reclothed in their belts and dresses and led from the room. The contractors, too, departed after much grateful praise for Simmonds in their incomprehensible Portuguese based dialect. I was still hanging forlornly from the ceiling when only Simmonds, Johl, and Mabel remained with me.

“Well, my dear. I hope you're feeling better after that.” He stood looking at me like I was a side of pork hanging up in a butcher’s shop. “I have a confession to make to you. Well, several really. The first is that you ‘ave been chosen not for your chaste disposition, but because you ‘ave something I want.”

I gazed at him, not comprehending what he could be talking about. He wasn’t slow in enlightening me, but it didn’t help because I still didn’t understand what it had to do with me.

“It’s the mining rights,” he said and I shook my head vigorously whilst trying to speak.

“Unplug ‘er,” he snapped at Johl and the man pulled the silicone penis from my mouth to leave a metal ring retained by the bridle still trapped between my teeth.

“Ah ‘aven’t ‘ot any ‘icence,” I managed.

“No… I know you physically ‘aven’t got the licence, but you are legally the licenced owner of the mine. I need you to sign the rights over to me or else things are going to be very bad for you.”

I couldn’t see how things could get much worse, but that wasn’t really the point. My mind was racing trying to understand the implications of what he was saying. I own the mine, or at least the rights to extract ore, and Simmonds wants me to sign them over to him. Is this what this whole episode is about? Money? The man was nothing but a crook.

I suddenly felt elated… Of course he could have the mine; I only wanted my freedom and Drake, but the elation didn’t last long and was replaced by terror. What if I did sign everything over to him? Would he then let me go? I thought that was very unlikely. In fact, I decided that my life would be a lot less valuable to him once he owned the mine than if I was the nominal owner. If he held the rights, he wouldn’t want little details like charges of kidnapping and coercion spoiling his day. At least while my name was on the paperwork, he’d be more inclined to keep me alive to deal with any unforeseen difficulties. I shook my head.

“The little minx,” spluttered Mabel. “I knew this one would be trouble as soon as I saw her.”

“She won’t be any trouble,” muttered Simmonds menacingly. He refocused his attention on my straining tits. “It really doesn’t matter whether she signs it or not; we’ll just get it signed on her behalf and duly witnessed by my own staff; Johl can do it.”

That was when I realised that I held no cards at all. He didn’t need me for anything; he just needed me gone. I would have begun to tremble in fear if he’d allowed me that ability.

“That brings me to my second confession,” he continued casually. “There is no Indian temple for the Children of Babylon. In fact, they only exist on this insignificant little island. No temple, no religious cult, and no high priestess. Now you may consider this good and breathe a sigh of relief because you get to keep that pretty little snatch of yours, but the bad news is that so will many other people. I’m transferring you to a Mumbai brothel. It’s owned by a good friend of mine and I can guarantee that once you’ve entered through its doors, you'll never leave again. If you think you're tightly bound now, you wait until he has you fixed down to one of his workbenches. In his establishment, speed is of the essence and the less you're able to move and interfere with his customers’ intent, the more customers he can squeeze into the day and the more money you'll make for him.”

“You're going to be a proper prossie,” cackled Mabel. “It'll be like the express lane in a supermarket check-out.”

“And don’t think you’ll be giving up on all the milking either. I understand he’s particular keen on that aspect and is curious to discover just how far he can push you; how big he can make yer tits.”

I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to hear any of this.

“Hang ‘er up in the dairy. I've seen enough of ‘er for today.”

The butler unhooked me and directed me to the door. He didn’t have me on a nipple-ring leash like Maira and Kaskvi, but he did have something else that seemed purpose made for the job. He picked up my reinforced catheter tube by its little metal tap and gave it a slight tug. The motion was delivered directly to my bladder and I felt the organ move alarmingly as the catheter’s retention balloon was forced deeper into the neck of my urethra. I lurched forward with my only thought directed towards maintaining a degree of slack in the tube while Johl strode purposefully along the empty corridors to the pump room and its milking machines.


Chapter 17    
A Secular Assembly

Things were now moving fast at the temple. That very afternoon, Simmonds sent his minions down into the town to make an announcement: there will be a meeting of all town’s folk in the square outside the church at ten o'clock the next morning and there Bishop Edward Simmonds himself, High Priest of the Temple of the Children of Babylon, will address the town with stupendous news that will benefit all inhabitants as well as assisting the charitable work of the church back in India.

An air of expectant excitement charged the atmosphere as a hundred and eighty souls filled the small space below the steps of the parish church that Wednesday morning. The only residents who weren’t present were the school children who, much to their irritation, were awaiting news in their classrooms a hundred metres away under the care of a single teacher.

Father Dominic, the town’s vicar, stood with his flock next to Mr James McCallan and Mrs Mabel Christie who were representing the Church Elders. Drake was also there, standing in the shadows in the company of Karene, and he was looking particularly agitated having learned from Karene that the acolytes were being assessed to choose a candidate for the position of High Priestess back at the temple in Agra.

It was already ten-fifteen and people were beginning to become impatient when a buzz circulated that a procession was making their way down the hill. It wasn’t long after that that Bishop Simmonds appeared in his ceremonial robes and carrying the Sacred Staff of Saint Priapus, and flanked not by his wives, but by Father Giles on one side and Mr Johl on the other. Behind them walked the other priests and behind the priests were the handmaidens and the wardens.

Drake stared at the handmaidens. There were eleven of them; Lily was not there.

“Do you think he’s sent her away already?” asked Drake with a slight tremor in his voice.

“How could he? His boat’s still at the dock. No, she’s still in the temple somewhere being watched by those two valets of his I expect.” They watched as the handmaidens, wrapped in white capes that covered them from neck to knees, walked in line behind the priests. Their wrists were linked together in front of them by 30cm chains and their metal collars attached to the girl in front and behind by other formidable looking chains.

“I see Elanor there,” said Karene. “At least she’s not hobbled anymore.”

The maidens lined up on the top tier of the steps leading into the church above where Bishop Simmonds was standing and, at some hidden signal, reached to their left to unclip the linking chain from their neighbour’s collar. There was a murmur from the crowd, not least from Karene who’d assumed that the chains were locked in position, and the murmuring grew even more when the girls then detached the chains from their own collars and coiled them at their feet.

“Well, that’s unexpected,” whispered Karene to Drake.

“People of New Babylon.” His high-pitched voice bounced around the buildings surrounding the square like an over-excited sprite, but it carried with it the authority of the church and, as such, compelled silence. “Friends… I have asked to address you all today to appraise you all of a great change that’s coming your way; one that will bring wealth and prosperity to this island and badly needed financial assistance to the charitable foundations of the Temple of the Children of Babylon; charities that struggle with supporting the impoverished and needy of so many different countries throughout the world. I believe it is my duty to give whatever help I can and I’m pleased, and indeed proud, to say that my sentiments have been shared by my loyal handmaidens you see before you,” and he turned to make an expansive gesture at the girls lined up behind him.

“As I’m sure many of you already know or have guessed, I am planning to erect a specialist hotel down by the quay that will offer recreation and spiritual guidance to weary travellers keen to sample the local customs of New Babylon, and for that privilege, they will be more than content to pay handsomely.”

Now the murmurings increased in volume until the priest had to raise his voice to compete.

“Citizens… Hear me out. These guests will bring cash and new employment opportunities to the island. Shops and cafes will open, restaurants can supply fine dining, and new clubs can open for evening entertainment. All manner of activities will suddenly become possible and provide income for island guides, local craft persons, and recreational fishermen.”

Someone in the crowd called out, “We don’t want your visitors,” and another, “We don’t need your money either.”

“Ah…” said the priest. “You may not think you need the money because everything you’ve ever needed has been provided from our mother church in India, but have you ever thought of the strain that puts on our church? I cannot guarantee that those funds can continue into the future and without another source of much-needed revenue, this whole island community may wither and die.”

Suddenly, all murmuring ceased and Edward Simmonds gave an undetectable sigh of relief. The time had come for the final blow that he’d prepared so well.

“Behind me stand our handmaidens and every one of them has promised their bodies to the church. So committed are these servants of the Lord that they are prepared to work in our new hotel to ensure that our guests enjoy the most convivial company, the most nourishing natural sustenance, and the most affectionate attentions that the good Lord, in his wisdom, has designed women to provide.”

“You can't make them do that,” someone cried.

“He’s going to turn them into whores…”

“They're religious acolytes, not prostitutes.”

The cries began to increase in volume until it seemed that a riot was inevitable, but then the priest held up his hand for silence.

“These girls are and have always been handmaidens of the church. They are the concubines referred to in the Bible and, as such, have religious dispensation to comply with the edicts of their masters that for free women would constitute a sin. But it is not my wish to force any of them to engage in activities against their will. They have all volunteered for this role as their contribution towards supporting the church charities. They’re not interested in seeking carnal satisfaction for themselves. Oh no… Their aim is to satisfy a much nobler calling. They seek only to help alleviate sickness and to promote the health and wellbeing of the world’s poor by supporting the charities of our mother church. Each of them has displayed such a philanthropic attitude that I am proud to be called their master.”

“No…”

“That’s not possible.”

“They wouldn’t.”

The cries persisted and Simmonds again held up his hands to restore silence. Then he looked behind him at the girls. Erica was standing closest to him and at a given signal, she released the clasp at her neck and her cape floated to the ground at her feet. Beneath it she wore only her shoes, her long white, over-the-knee socks, and her old flesh-coloured chastity guard that covered nothing but her pubic mound and vulva. To either side of her, all the other girls were doing the same until there was a row of eleven barely concealed girls displaying a lot of flesh. Each stood with their arms relaxed before them and their wrists linked by a length of heavy chain.

Simmonds still had more to say: “These concubines of the church have asked that they may demonstrate their earnest intent in this matter and I have given them my blessing.”

He turned to face the row of girls again and nodded, and each of the girls reached rather awkwardly behind her back to release the latch of their chastity guard before tilting the guard forward to disengage the phallic locating plug. One after another, the belts dropped to the ground before them to reveal their vulvas completely denuded of hair and resplendent with glistening labial detail.

As one, the assembled crowd gave a communal gasp followed by long moments of absolute silence. It was broken by a single voice that called out Elanor’s name.

“Ben…” she answered and all eyes turned to her.

“Elanor, is this really what you want?”

A short hesitation was followed by her answer, steady and clear in the morning air. “It is…”

“But I thought you loved me…”

“I do, but I must do this… I'm sorry.”

Some of the other boys then called out, seeking answers from their erstwhile girlfriends who now seem to have deserted them and the answers were always the same. The cries and shouts from the crowd were increasing again and Bishop Simmonds once more lifted his arms to hold the Sacred Staff of Saint Priapus high above his head.

“I, Bishop Edward Simmonds, High Priest of the Children of Babylon, call upon you, the inhabitants of New Babylon Island, to support your church in this endeavour and I will pray that it brings rewards to us all so that this jewelled isle may continue to exist.” He made some sort of gesture with his free hand in the air in front of him before announcing, “I now declare this meeting to be at an end,” followed by some obscure quotation in Latin.

Bishop Simmonds left the steps followed by Father Giles and the other priests. Behind them, the handmaidens each picked up their chain and clipped it between their collar and that of their neighbour to the right, and then followed the priests in a crocodile line back up the hill with the wardens bringing up the rear.

That only left Mr Johl at the entrance to the church walking along the top tier that the girls had occupied to gather the discarded capes and chastity guards and putting them all in a sack.

*

“What’s happening?” asked Drake as he and Karene watched the procession climb slowly back up the hill. “Why have they all turned like that? It’s completely out of character. Do you think they're all thinking about saving the island from bankruptcy? And where’s Lily?”

“So many questions… Don’t worry too much about Lily. If she's been chosen as the church’s High Priestess, she’ll probably be a lot better off than she is here and, anyway, we can always just go and rescue her. As for the girls’ change of heart, I’m unconvinced by Bishop Simmonds’ argument about the island being in financial straits and I suspect the girls would have the same reservations; we mine opals, lots of them... How could we be financially failing? I’m due to talk to Bishop Simmonds this afternoon and will probably be able to answer all your questions after that. Meet me in the Red Moon at six.”

*

Karene watched the acolytes making their way in little groups towards the refectory and from there to the dairy. Lily still wasn’t with them. She expected that if she’d really been chosen to be the High Priestess, but, despite what she’d told Drake, she had her doubts. She’d felt sure that Simmonds was only making empty threats about that little competition to keep the acolytes in line and, anyway, out of all the girls, Lily was the least chaste…

And then there was the sudden metamorphism that all the other girls had undergone and it looked like it was completely voluntary. The way they’d barely been restrained down at the church suggested as much, although Karene was fairly sure that the wrist manacles were real enough. And then they’d all removed their own chastity guards and just stood there essentially naked before the whole town to demonstrate that they were all prepared to serve in Bishop Simmonds new fetish-based hotel. These were meant to be the most moral of Babylon’s children and Karene had no idea what could have changed them. At least, one of her questions had now been answered; she now knew why he wanted their milk yields optimised and their libidos enhanced. In any event, she was now on her way to see the priest and perhaps he’ll shed light on what’s really happening.

It was going to be her last meeting. The job for which she was hired was now complete and all that remained was for Simmonds to give her the balance of her money before she left the island for good. She’d dressed the part; it was good to leave a client with a memorable final impression and, to that end, she’d chosen carefully. A dark, tight fitting pencil skirt that reached her knees and silk blouse covered her favourite silk lingerie and killer heels gave her the all-important sense of superiority. Her long, dark locks carefully curled in lazy waves fell about her shoulders and, along with the smoky eye make-up, contrasted with her blood-red lipstick and the thin, silver band about her neck.

She walked up the steps and knocked on his apartment door. She didn’t have long to wait; Johl opened it and stood aside for her to enter.

“Good afternoon, Miss Vespa. I trust you slept well?”

Mabel was sitting beside the priest and Karene treated them both to a smile.

“Very comfortable, thank you.” What a ridiculous question. “I see you’ve chosen your High Priestess.”

“Lily… Oh yes.”

“I have to admit to being somewhat surprised. I expected you to use all the girls in your new enterprise.”

“Well, Lily is rather a special case, but don’t concern yourself; she won’t be going to waste. She’s a friend of yours, isn’t she?”

“She used to be, but I don’t think she’s too friendly at the moment; seems to think I had a hand in tormenting her.”

“That’s not what I’ve heard,” said Mabel. “The wardens tell me you have furtive conversations while you're connecting her up to the milker.”

Karene shrugged. “Doesn’t mean they're amicable conversations.”

Simmonds gave her another award-winning smile. “Well, the thing is, Karene, we don’t believe you. We think you pose a threat and, to put it bluntly, we can’t take that risk.”

“You're going to join the hotel team,” crowed Mabel. “After the proper conditioning, of course.”

Karene spun around only to find Johl directly behind her and the other two valets by the door. Slowly, she turned back to face Simmonds. “Well, I suppose I shouldn’t have expected anything else from you…”

“Now don’t be like that. I entered into our little agreement with a great deal of trust and, regretfully, too much naiveté. You, on the other hand, have demonstrated a degree of duplicity from the outset. I can’t promise that your stay with us is going to be comfortable, but we’ll do our best to make it as interesting as possible.”

“What more could a girl want?” said Karene sarcastically.

“You won't be so cocky in a few days when your tits start swelling again and your new chastity belt begins to take effect,” said Mabel, her eyes glinting with malice.

“Oh, I’m afraid it’s going to be a couple of days before we have a belt for you,” added Simmonds apologetically. “But not to worry; we have some of your own equipment that will serve to occupy you until then.” He looked her up and down. “But you’ll need to remove some of those very fetching clothes…”

*

Simmonds, Mabel, and Johl were standing in a line before Karene; she was facing them, tall and erect and defiant. “Would you mind letting my cleaner know I won’t be home for a few days?”

Simmonds grinned, but Mabel didn’t seem to appreciate her humour. “Use your cane on her; that’ll wipe the grin from her face.”

Both Simmonds and Karene ignored her. Karene rose slightly on her toes to change position before settling back again. “I chose well, didn’t I?” she asked. “I mean, you can't fault this for design integrity or efficacy.”

“It does seem more than adequate for the task in hand,” observed the priest.

“And stimulating,” added Karene. “I could get to like this.”

“You may not think so after a few hours,” said Mabel caustically.

Karene moved again, rising onto tiptoe with her fingers splayed to help with her balance. She smiled at Mabel as she slowly sank back to reseat the profiled shaft of the steel bar within herself until she was once more seated on the stop plate and her tall heels were again touching the floor. They’d stripped her of all but her shoes, stockings and garter belt, but she didn’t even attempt to conceal her nudity from their eyes. Instead, she revelled in their gaze and twisted seductively on her pole.

“I can see, my dear, that in time you're going to be a great asset to me,” said the priest.

The smile slipped from her face. “In your dreams…”

“We’ll see,” and he turned to go followed by the others to leave Karene alone in the small room. Now that she had no audience, she applied herself with more determination to the task of escaping from the pole, but no obvious method occurred to her. She was actually standing on the base plate, so there was no way to tip the device over and she had little hope of rising the 17 cm necessary to clear the shaft; wearing her heels she was already on her toes and could barely lift herself a further 5 cm. She lifted one knee high, gripped the shaft between her legs, and pushed down, but to no effect, and then groaned audibly as the bulbous head reseated itself and the stop plate settled once more hard against her clitoris.

“Fuck it,” she muttered and relaxed her arms at her side with a heartfelt sigh.


Chapter 18    
A Plan

In the Red Moon later that evening, Drake’s mood was sombre. He was with Ian and it was already seven with no sign yet of Karene. They sat morosely cradling their beers at a small table where they could watch the entrance door, but custom was sparse that evening.

“We should go to her cottage,” said Ian. “She may have just forgotten.”

Drake gave a sardonic laugh. How could she have forgotten? This was the most important thing in the whole world. The door opening and they both tensed, but it was only an old priest. He ordered himself a beer and leant on the bar.

“Warden Banks, isn’t it?” called out Drake.

The old man looked round. “It was… I’m considering retiring; the temple’s not what it was.”

Drake invited him to sit with them and he was pleased to accept, settling his old bones carefully onto the wooden chair before taking another long swallow from his glass and smiling at his new companions.

“You’re dissatisfied with your vocation?” asked Drake.

“It’s all gone to rats since Father Malakhi passed. I had no idea what was really happening back in India. I don’t even think that Father Malakhi knew.”

“Knew what? What didn’t you know?”

“I didn’t know that they could be so cruel, but Bishop Simmonds is living proof. He treats the girls no better than slaves; no better than cattle even.”

“Do you know why the girls are all supporting his new hotel and what’s happened to Lily Green?”

“Oh yes, I do indeed. It’s why I'm leaving the temple and I’m leaving the island; I can't live with the idea of those poor girls all prostituting themselves while the rest of us continue to live in luxury on Babylon Island.”

“I know they're temple acolytes, but why would they want to do that? Is it just to keep the island solvent or to support the church charities back in India?”

“Oh, they're not doing it to save the island; they're doing it to save themselves. None of them want to end up like poor Lily.”

Drake almost dropped his glass as the old man slowly raised his to drain the remaining beer.

“What’s happened to Lily?” he managed to say with a tremor in his voice.

“Didn’t you hear? She’s been chosen to be the new High Priestess in our mother church in Agra.”

“But…” gasped Drake as the old priest looked sadly at his empty glass. Drake jumped up, grabbed the glass and, within a minute, was back with a refill.

“What’s so bad about being a High Priestess in India? Why weren’t there any volunteers?”

“What’s so bad?” the priest repeated… “She’s going to be their Goddess… The Goddess of lactation. Her job will be to celebrate the life-affirming properties of human milk and she’ll be expected to produce it twenty-four hours a day. They have some sort of milking stall she’ll be strapped to so she can be milked constantly.”

Drake was white with shock. Surely what the old priest was describing was physically impossible.

“But that’s not the worst part,” said the priest and then took another long gulp of his beer while Drake and Ian impatiently waited. “She’s going to be a Goddess and was chosen because she was the most chaste of all the acolytes. To ensure she remains so, they're going to de-sex her like they do in Africa. They're going to cut away her clit and most of her vulva and sew her closed so she’ll never be able to couple with a man. They're going to turn her into a female eunuch and that’s why the other acolytes were so keen to demonstrate how brazen and unsuitable they all were.”

Drake jumped to his feet and was all for rushing up to the temple right away, but Ian stayed his arm.

“Let’s think about this… There’s no immediate urgency; they won’t leave tonight and we need a plan.”

*

The Starling nightclub was buzzing that night. There was a band playing, but Drake and Ian were ignoring them and were instead watching the play on the pool table. They’d already visited the other ‘public house’ on the island, a small corner bar that sold more coffees than beer, and the Starling was the only other place one could buy alcohol and while away a few nocturnal hours. This evening, there were new faces attracting their attention, the new faces they'd been seeking.

“You boys aren’t bad. Not up to island standards, of course, but not bad.”

Rushil considered Drake’s comments while he took a long draft from his tankard of beer. “I suppose you don’t get much competition stuck out here on this tiny island. Now, in Mumbai you can play for a year and not use the same table twice.”

“Do you two think you can better us, then?”

“A thousand rupees says we can.”

Drake laughed. “Rupees aren’t much good here, but if you can talk the barman into taking them, we’ll play you for a round of beers.”

Kabir broke, lying low over the table to line up the cue and Drake noted the small pistol revealed in a shoulder holster when his jacket gaped open. Rushil was the same; neither could conceal the fact that they were both armed.

They were good. They beat Drake and Ian easily in that first game and then compounded their victory by winning the next two.

“That’s it. We concede,” said Ian and sat down heavily on a bench to finish his beer. Drake, Rushil and Kabir joined him.

Kabir drained his glass and then moved into philosopher mode. “Trouble with you lot is that you haven’t got the hunter instinct. It’s not in your nature. I suppose it’s your religious society that’s to blame. You don’t know what the real world is all about. Pacifists; that’s what you are and why you're always going to lose out.”

“Why do you think we’re pacifists?”

“Because you have no guns. It’s true, isn't it? There are no guns in New Babylon.”

“And why do we need guns?” asked Drake.

“There… You’ve answered your own question.”

“Another beer?” suggested Drake.

“No, not for me. I’m going back.”

“What about you, Rushil? How’s your alcohol tolerance?”

Rushil grinned and pushed his glass forward.

Another hour passed while Drake, Ian and Rushil discussed inconsequential matters, and then Rushil announced that he, too, should return to the temple compound. The three of them left the bar and walked slowly up the gentle incline past the brightly lit shop fronts towards the temple gate some hundred metres further, but when they got to the arch where they’d hung Lily, the two men gently steered Rushil through it.

He was momentarily confused, thinking they’d accidently gone the wrong way, but Drake’s knife at his throat soon corrected him. Ian reached into his jacket to remove his pistol and they walked on in silence; no speech was necessary.

Once inside Ian’s small chalet, Drake used a zip-tie to restrain Rushil’s wrists behind his back.

“What do you want,” asked Rushil with a noticeable tremble in his voice.

“We want to know what you know,” answered Drake.

“But I know nothing…”

“We haven't time for such games. Tell us about the temple in India.”

Rushil gave a high-pitched giggle like a girl. “You're all fools. All of you.”

Drake was still holding his hunting knife, but Rushil appeared to discount it. It was a mistake. Drake looked at Ian and Ian wrapped his hands about Rushil’s waist to unfasten his trousers and drop them to his knees.

“What are you doing? No…” but he was already too late. In one quick movement, Drake had looped another zip-tie about his penis and testes, and pulled it tight. Rushil screamed, but Drake wasn’t through yet. Using a third tie, he looped it through the second, used it to pull Rushil behind a heavy dining room chair, and then zipped the new tie about the chair’s top rail. Rushil stared down at his manhood fixed to the chair and then up at Drake.

“Tell us about the temple in India.”

“I don’t know anything. I’m just a servant.”

Slowly and deliberately, Drake dragged the blade of his knife across the top of Rushil’s penis to draw blood and the Indian screamed again.

“No… Don’t, please don’t… There is no temple. There’s nothing.”

“Explain,” ordered Drake in a low growl.

“There’s no temple. No people. There’s nothing of the religion left in India. Only Simmonds. He’s by himself. He’s been selling the opals and sending just enough back here to keep you mining more.” He stared down at his injured penis beneath which a trickle of blood was dribbling down the woodwork of the chair. “He’s scamming you all. When he first arrived, he only wanted the opals, but now he wants to open a hotel and use your women as entertainment.

“And what about Lily. Why has he taken her and what’s he going to do?”

“She owns the mine.”

Drake just stared at him not understanding what he was saying.

“She’s inherited it from her father. The mineral rights are all in her name. He thinks that if she disappears, he can lodge fraudulent papers to show that he’s the rightful owner.” Drake continued to glare at him, so he went on. “He’s sending her to a brothel in Mumbai.”

Ian laid his hand on Drake knife arm, but he needn’t have worried. Drake just turned away, deep in thought, and then sat on the chair with his back to Rushil.

“Please… Let me go. I won't say anything to anyone.”

“Where is Lily now?”

“I don’t know, really I don’t. They take her to the dairy every few hours and there’s a boat coming here the day after tomorrow, but I don’t know where she is now.”

Suddenly, Drake reached a decision. He stood and spun around brandishing his knife and Rushil screamed, but Drake only hooked the tip through the tie around the chair rail and the nylon parted like butter. Roughly, he turned Rushil around and freed his hands.

“Go and remember, not a word.”

He stared down at his genitals still bunched together with the remaining zip tie. “Please,” he whined. “It hurts.”

“Sort it out yourself and just feel lucky you’ve still them,” growled Drake and the man dragged up his clothes and scampered towards the door.


Chapter 19    
A Saviour Cometh

It was mid-morning when Drake tapped on the temple’s main door. Behind him stood three other townsmen including Ian. The gateman peeped through the slot, thought for a moment or two, and then opened the gate wide.

Lily was not the first person Drake thought to ask about. He needed to know what was happening; he needed Karene. The gateman pointed towards the main complex and they exchanged muttered words.

They walked quietly, keeping in the shadows of the thicker vegetation whenever they could. The grounds appeared deserted; there was no sign of either acolytes or priests and they arrived at the door the gateman indicated unobserved. The door was locked, but proved no match for Drake’s hunting knife. Inside, the room was immediately flooded with daylight and Karene grinned at him.

“What kept you?”

“I had to do my hair… You seem to be in a bit of a fix.”

“Yes…” she admitted. “It’s annoyingly effective,” and held her hands out at her sides.

He approached and unashamedly stood gazing upon her nakedness. She reached out for him and her fingertips touched his shoulder.

“You'll have to come closer…” and when he obliged, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed herself against his thin t-shirt. “Ooo, you smell nice,” she murmured and rubbed her cheek against his.

“On three,” he said and closed his hands together under her naked bottom. “One, two, three…” and he lifted her straight up and off of her single imprisoning bar.

“Ooo. Umm… That’s better, I suppose.”

“Well, if you're not sure, I can put you back.”

“It had its attractions, but the novelty was waning.” She released his neck and reached for her skirt which was nearby on the floor.

“Lily?” asked Drake.

“What time is it?” and then when Drake told her: “I think I know where she is. You go and stop Simmonds and I’ll find her.

*

Simmonds was in his apartment and smiled down at Simone, stroking the thick dark hair which formed tight ringlets on the seat of the stool to draw it back from her face. “Comfortable?” he asked and she nodded. He turned around to address Mabel. “I was definitely too hasty with Kaskvi and Maira. This would have suited them admirably.”

“There’s always time to punish the ungodly,” replied the woman. “Especially those that break Gods seventh commandment that forbids adultery.”

“Should I try to recover them?” asked Johl.

“There’s plenty of time. Let the contractors have their fun.”

He put his foot on one of the stool’s footrests and slowly depressed it. Simone made a low moaning sound and when he lifted his foot, the rest rose of its own accord and she moaned again. “Get the other one installed now,” and he tossed Johl the keys to Elly’s chastity belt. Elly felt a sense of unease wash over her, but it was matched by an equal degree of excitement as she looked down at the plush green barstool beside her with its broad, pedestal-like base finished in thick, dark velvet and patterned with gold tracery in the Indian tradition. It had an extravagantly padded seat, a low back and small armrests to ensure that the occupant was snug and secure as he enjoyed his drink, and chrome bars formed footrests on its front face. A metre away, Simone occupied the other similar stool, but Elly couldn’t see her expression because she faced away and only the back of her head was visible protruding above the seat of stool.

Kohl spread apart the base of the vacant stool like a clamshell and Elly saw the hole for her neck open, the overly complex inner seat over which she will be obliged to squat with its retaining straps, and the simple lever mechanisms operated by the external footrests. Behind her, Kohl unlocked her belt and it dropped away complete with its twin plugs as the steel bands that held her thighs together slid down her legs. She carefully stepped out of them, leaving the attached chains, straps and plugs glistening in a heap on the floor.

A commotion beyond the door attracted Simmonds’ attention.

“Find out what’s going on,” ordered the priest and Johl peeped around the door jamb. There was a sharp crack and wood splintered from the frame next to his head as Kabir and Rushil darted inside. Kohl slammed the door shut again.

“There’s men in the compound,” gabbled Kabir. “And the temple priests are just standing by watching them. They're coming this way; we must go quickly.”

“They're armed… You told me they didn’t have any guns,” stuttered Simmonds to no-one in particular. Kabir cracked open the door and fired a single shot blindly down the corridor while Simmonds stared frantically around the room before coming to a decision: “Kabir and Rushil, you stay here and delay them; Kohl, bring the girl,” and he dashed from the room into his adjacent bedroom. Moments later, there was a loud hammering on the door and shortly after that, Simmonds was back having retrieved the rucksack of mined opals from the safe. He pointed towards the rear exit door.

“The maintenance shed… We have to get the ladder because they’ll be guarding the gate,” and he pushed through the door with Kohl gripping Elly’s arm and Kabir and Rushil tumbling after them. Simmonds glared at the valets, but there were already indications that the main entrance door wouldn’t survive for long, so he rushed on without comment. Mabel stood alone for valuable seconds, not knowing what to do, but then hurried after the men.

The door burst open, but the only person Drake and his compatriots found was Simone trapped inside the stool.

“I heard them mention the maintenance shed and a ladder,” she said once Drake had removed the ring from her open mouth. The men ran on.

Back at the maintenance shed, Kohl retrieved the ladder and propped it against the wall for Simmonds to climb, but he’d gone no more than two rungs before an arrow struck the side rail above his hand and stuck fast in the wood, quivering with the impact. Simmonds dropped back to the ground and snatched Elly from Kohl’s grasp. He turned to face his adversaries crouching behind the girl and holding a pistol in his free hand.

“Stay back,” he warned and crouched lower. Beside him, the other three men looked defeated. Kohl and Kabir placed their weapons on the ground before them; Rushil, of course, didn’t have his.

Facing them was Drake with the pistol and the others holding lethal-looking compound bows with arrows already notched. Drake smiled and lowered his gun.

“Well, Bishop Simmonds. This is a fine mess you’ve caused.”

“Stay back,” he growled again. “I’m going to the quay and no-one’s going to stop me.”

“And why should we want to stop you. That was exactly what I was going to suggest you do, but without the rucksack or the girl, of course.”

“You're going to let me go?” He sounded astonished.

“We have had quite enough of you. Why would we want to keep you a moment longer than necessary? Lay down your gun and the bag, release the girl, and I promise a safe passage for you and your men to the boat on one additional condition: that we never hear from any of you again.”

As he spoke, more townsmen appeared and many were armed with similar bows. Faced with overwhelming odds and nasty-looking weaponry, it was not a difficult choice for Simmonds and he did as asked. Elly rushed over to stand behind Drake while the two rows of men now just looked at each other.

All the while they’d been talking, Mabel had been moving slowly to the side to distance herself from the priest, but she hadn't gone unnoticed.

“Perhaps you should join your friends,” suggested Drake, but she looked defiant.

“I am an elder of the church. You can’t make me leave.”

“You misunderstand me. I was only suggesting you might prefer to leave now in the company of Bishop Simmonds rather than wait for the authorities to consider whether you’ve been complicit in any crime; fraud, for instance, or the abduction and abuse of young women. I believe the local police will take a dim view of such behaviour and their prisons are famously uncomfortable.” Drake made an expansive gesture with his arm, and Simmonds’ party, complete with Mrs Mable Christie, started tentatively towards the gate with their escort close behind.

By this time, word had spread of Simmonds’ deceit and they gathered quite a crowd on their passage through the town; gaunt, serious faces that

scowled at the priest as he slowly passed by with his head held high in a show of dignity that appeared farcical before his escort of bowman. The townsfolk followed the group to the quay and watched silently as they boarded the motor yacht on which Simmonds had originally arrived. It wasn’t long after that that the building contractors decided that their best course of action was to leave too and hurried started packing up their tools and equipment. After all, it was blindingly apparent that the local populace was against the idea of a hotel and, with Simmonds gone, there was no-one to pay them.

*

I was in the dairy. I’d been there for what seemed like hours, standing up against the end wall with a hanging chain clipped to the top of my bridle to keep me erect and the milking cups bobbing from my teats. Johl had left the pump on a timer. The suction was relentless, but the pulsator was operating for five minutes every hour, presumably to maximise production. The technique seemed to be working because my breasts were noticeably heavier and I could see my teats were being pulled deeper inside the transparent cups.

The milker had just started pulsing again and I could scream as my teats were alternately sucked and squeezed, but the plug in my mouth kept me silent and my renewed efforts to dislodge the cups were proving equally hopeless; Johl had tied the harness behind my back to some pipework on the wall and, even spinning furiously from side to side wasn’t enough to break the fierce suction and throw off the cups.

That would have been bad enough, but the devil had reset my belt so that it operated every few minutes, choosing randomly whether to operate the anal or vaginal probes, or the clit teaser, or any combination, but never for longer than a fifteen second burst to ensure I was kept on edge, but never sated.

The clit teaser had just burst into life and was causing me to dance on the spot to add an erratic element to the bobbing motion of my tits, and that was the moment that Karene entered the dairy.

“Well, once again you’ve got yourself in a right bind.”

It was a few more seconds before my belt quietened and I was able to gather my senses enough to fix her with a cold stare despite the continual bobbing of my tits. She just smiled and flicked off the pump. When she pulled the cups from me, my nipples looked like small chipolatas that had been over-cooked and when she touched one, I shrieked again; hours of abuse had left them super-sensitive.

But now, for a few minutes at least, I was without the constant suction on my nipples or the frustrations induced by my belt and I could direct all my attention at Karene. I had no idea why I hadn’t seen her for weeks, why she was there before me, or what had happened. As far as I was aware, I was still destined for a Mumbai brothel and thought Karene had come to take me. She moved close to inspect the cords holding me to the rooms plumbing and I tried to kick her, although my hobble snapped tight before my foot connected.

She jumped back. “Quiet now… It’s all right. I’m your saviour and I’ve come to save you.” She was grinning at me and I didn’t know whether to believe her, or whether this was just one more of her tricks. She reached up and twisted the plug in my mouth to tug it free and suddenly I could breathe properly and speak, although indistinctly with my mouth still held open by the bridle’s oral ring.

“Ot are ‘ou ‘ouing? Ot e ‘apning?”

“Oh, sweetie. Everything’s happening. Drake is here, but he’s busy chasing Bishop Simmonds at present, so it’s up to me to rescue you. Now then… How are you connected?” and she peered up at the chain attached to the top of my bridle.

“Aron… ‘Ell ‘ee. ‘Et o’er?”

“What? Oh look, you're dribbling everywhere,” and to my horror, she pushed the plug back into my mouth. I watched with a mix of confusion and elation tempered by the suspicion I couldn’t shake that this was another of her cruel jokes. She untied the cord between my harness and the pipe and unhooked the chain from the straps above my head before turning me around to inspect my back.

“Well, the good news is that I think you’ve been saved from a horrible fate, but the bad news is that I can’t release you because I don’t have any of the keys. You'll just have to be a little patient…”

I grunted and rocked my head from side to side. She was making no sense; other than the one on my belt and those on the hobble between my ankles, I was sure that there were no locks involved in my restraints. She hadn't even attempted to unbuckle the bridle and the plug was still in my mouth, but with no power of speech, I couldn’t very well argue with her.

“Come along,” she said and threaded the cord through the ring on the front of my neck collar to lead me away. Bewildered and not a little apprehensive, I wiggled along behind her as we made our way back to Simmonds’ living quarters. The main door was ajar and the apartment appeared empty until I noticed a head of thick black hair moving on the seat cushion of a high stool. It was Simone; I recognised her voice when she called out.

“Who’s there?”

“Only us chickens,” answered Karene cryptically. She seemed to be really enjoying herself.

“Miss Vespa… Is that you?”

“Hold on a mo… I’ll be right with you,” and with that she led me across the room behind Simone and into Simmonds’ bedroom. “And you can stay here for a little while,” she whispered and loosely knotted the cord to the head of the bed. Totally mystified, I watched her leave and close the door.

*

“What’s happening?” asked Simone when Karene appeared in front of the stool.

“I believe our Head Priest is in the process of being dethroned by the local hero and his accomplices. Would you like to wait for their return so you can show them your appreciation or do you want me to release you?”

As she spoke, Karene leant on the seat of the stool to put her face close to Simone’s and casually rested her foot on the pedal. It slowly depressed and Simone shrieked.

“Oh, I'm sorry,” she said. “I didn’t realise…” which was a lie because it was her who had ordered the fellatio stools. She removed her foot and the pedal slowly rose to its original position while Simone shrieked again.

Breathlessly, Simone said she’d rather be released and Karene unclipped and pulled away the seat cushion from around her neck. Once she’d also swung open the front panel complete with its pedals and connecting cables, Simone’s back was revealed and Karene could access the straps that were holding the girl in place on her not-very-comfortable perch. Slowly, Simone very carefully extracted herself from its intimate embrace.

“Thank you,” she murmured and looked around her for her clothes. “Was that Lily you took into the bedroom? Is she alright?”

“She’s fine if still a little inconvenienced. I thought I’d save her for Drake to unwrap. He should be back soon.”

*

I heard voices in the main room and tried to call out, but that wasn’t really possible. It seemed like ages before the bedroom door opened and there stood Drake grinning from ear to ear. I gave an ecstatic grunt and lurched forward only to be stopped by my leash tied to the bedhead. Five rapid paces and he was standing in front of me, slowly and methodically unstrapping the leather bands from around my head.

“Oh God…” I whispered. “Is it really over?”

“He’s gone and will never be back.” His arms were enfolding, crushing me against him, and for the first time in weeks I felt totally safe; wrapped up tighter than a sausage and still plugged by my belt that had just begun oscillating inside me again and the catheter that was knocking against my knees, but safe at last. And like that, he kissed me.


Chapter 20    
The Indian Princesses

It was more than two hours since dusk and, although the full moon lit the track from the quay like a bright ribbon, within the trees dark shadows obscured all. Five hours before, Kaskvi and Maira were together in the porta cabin listening to the increasing excitement outside, but unable to determine the cause. The small hut had been their home ever since Simmonds had expelled them from the temple grounds into the ‘care’ of the contractors, but its frosted glass windows offered no view of the outside world and they were in no position to open either the windows or door.

When they’d first arrived at the contractor’s village, their jailors had been amused at their predicament and gave them hot meals and warm bunks. They also eased their bonds, replacing the arm binders by cuffing their wrists in front of them and removing their gags altogether. Chains from their cuffs ensured they didn’t stray far from their bunks, but the two women were in no mood to accept their sudden captivity lightly and it didn’t take them long to tear the staples to which their chains had been locked from the lightweight partition walls. However, with hot tempers and little forethought, it was that impulsiveness that was to herald their downfall.

It happened mid-morning when one of the bricklayers decided that his coffee break could be best spent expending some energy and quality time with the women. He was not a pleasant fellow and when Kaskvi screamed during a particularly exuberant episode, he slapped her hard across the face. Instinct kicked in and she fought back, striking him with her clenched fists and scratching at his face like a wildcat. He gasped in astonishment when he realised that her sudden display of defiance had been possible because her chain was no longer fixed and then slumped to the floor when Maira hit him with a table leg from behind. That was it then; they were committed, but their attempt to flee the camp was doomed from the start.

They were soon discovered behind one of the huts carrying their chains and returned to their quarters with additional restraints: their original bindings replaced the cuffs, and their bridles and oral plugs were reinstalled, this latter expedient having the added benefit that they couldn’t communicate well and so could plan no further disruptions. Finally, to make sure the women were thoroughly humiliated, the men had copied Johl’s idea and used the ornamental chains linking their nipple jewellery as anchors for the thin steel chains locking them to the bed frames.

That afternoon, they’d both been sitting on their bunks listening to the increasing disruption outside and then the building site went ominously quiet. Apart from some shouting down at the quay, all activity seemed to have stopped. Suddenly, the same man that Kaskvi had scratched and Maira had hit over the head burst through the door and grabbed a shoulder bag from the far side of the room. Then he looked at the two women and hesitated, muttering curses in Portuguese that they didn’t understand.

He came to a resolution and uncoupled their retaining chains from the bedframes before rushing back out again leaving the cabin door ajar. Kaskvi and Maira just stared at each other. They were both naked, couldn’t speak, and their arms and hands were totally useless encased in the arm binders, but it appeared that they were no longer considered to be the captives of the building contractors.

They peered through the doorway and saw a hive of activity around the quay. Watched by a crowd of local townsfolk, the contractors were loading equipment onto their barge as fast as they could manage; they were preparing to leave. Then from behind the barge, Simmonds’ motor yacht slid slowly towards open water with Simmonds, Mabel, and the three valets standing forlornly against the stern rail.

It was Maira who took the initiative at that point and led the way through the deserted camp towards the safety of the forest. From there, they watched the whole scenario unfold as the contractors soon departed and townsfolk started scavenging the supplies they'd abandoned. The two women were in a fix. Their antagonists in the form of both Simmonds and his party and their more immediate abusers, the building contractors, had left, but they had no friends here on the island; their previous behaviour had ensured that.

Dusk fell and they quietly emerged from concealment to steal their way back to the town. They were moving slowly and carefully, dragging the thankfully relatively short chains attached to their nipple links along the ground between their feet. They had to do something or else they'd starve, but what? Again, it was Maira who decided and she’d spelt out the Hindu word for ‘temple’ in the dust with her toe. Kaskvi had nodded and the two of them had set off along the darkened path. They knew the monks wouldn’t want them there, but neither would they deny them food, clothing, or shelter and, at the very least, they would remove their somewhat inconvenient restraints.

The town was, as always, brightly lit and the women stood no chance creeping through its centre unseen, so instead they worked their way around its fringes, keeping as much as possible to the forest. And then they saw her… She was walking alone towards them along a darkened street and stopped at the last house at the very farthest extent of the habitation. She dropped the heavy holdall she was carrying on the doorstep and unlocked the door before lifting her burden inside. They thought that all of Simmonds’ entourage had departed, that there was no-one left who might actively assist them, but there she was: an assistant to their erstwhile husband whom he had hired specifically to control the acolytes. Just as importantly, she was also a confidant to their fateful liaisons with Simmonds’ young valets; she’d seen them leading the men through the temple’s grounds with lustful intent and had only smiled. She could provide the perfect sanctuary in their time of need.

Creeping like ninjas, the women left their woody concealment and Maira tapped on the door with her toe. It took a while before they got a response, but then a porch light illuminated and the door swung open wide. Karene grinned when she saw the two Asian women standing side by side before her in obvious straits, their dark eyes pleading between waves of thick, black hair and the leather straps of their bridles criss-crossing their faces to hold the plugs securely in their mouths. Their naked bodies were glistening with sweat in the heat of the night with the stress of their exertions and they moved nervously from foot to foot as if standing on hot coals.

Karene looked from their partially concealed faces to their bare feet and then took in all between: the long, coffee-coloured legs rising to broad hips and wiry black hair in the delta of their thighs, their trim waists, and, thrust forward by their enforced postures, pairs of perfect, conical breasts, heavy and shimmering in the overhead light. Their dark nipples backed by large, puffy areolae rose and fell in unison as they breathed, gently swaying the attached ornamental chains.

“My… You do look like you need a helping hand.”

Nobody moved. The three women just stared at one another until Karene finally said: “It’s a funny thing, you know: it was only a moment ago that I was thinking of you, wondering what had become of you. You see, I’ve just recovered some of the supplies that your husband was kind enough to provide and it made me think of you. And now here you are. That’s serendipity, I suppose. Well, I have to tell you that you are indeed in luck: I have need of two willing assistants to help me while away the hours now that I’m temporarily unemployed. Come in…” And much to the women’s surprise, Karene scooped up both hanging chains with one hand and drew her startled new friends into her lair.

“Tell me,” she continued conversationally as she closed the door and turned her attention back to their spectacular breasts. “Have you ever wondered what it feels like to be milked?”

*  *  *  The End  *  *  *


Extract from the book: 
"The Justice Trap"

Heather, instead of finishing her final term of school, is wrongly convicted of a crime and absorbed into a USA Justice System that has recently been revised to not only ease the pressure on over-crowded jails, but to actually allow convicted felons to make a positive contribution to society. The new prisoner leasing scheme is voluntary as far as the prisoners are concerned and has the advantage that Heather will no longer be kept in the state penitentiary, but in return she must agree to obey her new master in all things so long as his instructions are legal and do not threaten her health.

Her term will be served in the household of Ethan Chandler where she is contracted to supply some very unusual services. Chandler, for his part, must ensure that she’s always managed in accordance with State Guidelines, particularly as far as security and ‘dress code’ are concerned even if those guidelines seem unreasonable.

Conditions prove trying for a young woman when family, church, and State all seem to turn against her. In this extract, Heather receives a visit from her mother and a priest who are there to convince her that the new penal system really is endorsed by the church.

Kate is her cell mate and Eva is Mr Chandler’s daughter.

*   *   *   *   *

It was Saturday and Eva was at home, so together Heather and Kate prepared lunch for the four of them and took theirs to their cells, sitting together on Kate’s bunk to eat. At two, they washed the dishes and prepared to continue with the housework when Eva intervened.

“Daddy says I’ve got to change Heather’s chains because she’s about to have visitors.”

“Who?” asked Heather in astonishment. Eva glared at her and she rephrased the question to, “Who, ma'am?”

“I don’t know. People from the church, I think, come to check up on you. Daddy says these chains aren’t appropriate. Perhaps he thinks you might attack them,” and she grinned.

They went back to the cages and Eva collected Heather’s transportation chains from the cupboard and fitted them before removing the working chains. These were the worse restraints from Heather’s point of view. Her feet were hobbled tighter than before and when she stood, her hands were pinned together uselessly at her waist and she could neither raise nor lower them to cover herself. True, she could never successfully attack anyone either, but that didn’t seem so important to her.

Eva led her back to the sitting room, placed a hard dining room chair in the centre of the room and told her to wait there. At least when sitting, her sex was concealed and she could raise her hands enough to cover her breasts.

Thirty minutes later she saw a white SUV pass by the window and a little after that, heard the side door open and muffled voices in the kitchen, Chandler talking to a man and a woman. The door to the sitting room swung open before her and in walked Chandler followed by a broad man wearing a clerical collar and a white cassock over his dark suit. He was also wearing a winning smile that he directed at Chandler whilst behind him, with no lesser smile, was her mother.

“Mother!” gasped Heather.

“Heather,” scolded Chandler. “Is that anyway to greet Reverend Chamberlain and you mother?”

“Sorry, sir.” Reluctantly, she stood to face her guests and her tethered hands dropped to her waist. “Good afternoon, reverend. Good afternoon, mother… ma'am.”

“Reverend Chamberlain, Mrs West… I’ll leave you to talk to Heather,” said Chandler and closed the door behind him as he left.

Mrs West held out her hands. “Oh Heather. Here, let me hold you,” and she rushed forward to envelop the girl in her arms while Heather’s eyes gazed unblinkingly over her mother’s shoulder at the churchman.

“How have you been? You're looking healthy,” and she pushed Heather away to arm’s-length to look at her. “You're putting on weight.”

“Well, not really,” she countered as both guests stared at her swelling breasts.

“You look different and Mr Chandler has given you some, er, jewellery.” She stumbled a little over her words. “Er, silver breast adornments… They are, er, very pretty.”

“They're titanium.”

Different was definitely an understatement. Her nipples had grown significantly since she’d been taking the hormones and were now the same size as the tips of her thumbs. Her areolae, too, were larger and had become puffy so that her nipples projected more. But what really made her so different was the fact that nipples and areolae had darkened from their previous pale pink to a rich, coppery brown that drew the eye like a magnet and highlighted the silvery bars piercing each.

Why didn’t her mother ask why she was naked? Ask why she was chained so and could hardly move?”

“Your father sends his love and is sorry he couldn’t be here,” she said. It was a lie, of course; her father had all but disowned her.

“Are you eating properly? Is Mr Chandler looking after you well?”

“Mother,” cried Heather exasperated. “You can see plainly enough how Mr Chandler is looking after me. He keeps me in a cage naked and chained, and very soon he’ll be milking me just like some farmyard animal.”

“Milking you… My, I didn’t know about that. The kind police officer told me when they passed on the visit request from Mr Chandler what to expect. He said it’s usual to keep disseminated prisoners naked, especially the girls, and that it’s a legal requirement that you're securely chained whenever you're out of your cell, but he didn’t say anything about milking you. It sounds very agricultural. Is that normal for a prisoner like you?”

“I don’t know… No, I don’t think so.” Heather was distracted by something else her mother had said. “Mr Chandler asked you both to come here?”

“That’s right, dear. He said you appear to be confused about your sexual responsibilities towards him.”

“Mother!”

“It’s alright, dear. I know all about what you're supposed to do; what you have to do. You have to realise that your life is different now. You're not a schoolgirl anymore. You're a convicted criminal and the old rules no longer apply. Mr Chandler owns you now, will own you for the next twenty years, and you need to do what he says or else he’s allowed to whip you.” Her eyes once more swept Heather from head to toe. “You have a very pretty body, dear. Your father always thought so, too. Mr Chandler will have seen that and bought you for that reason. It belongs to him now, legally and religiously,” and she glanced over her shoulder for confirmation from the churchman. “Your body is now his and you must give him everything he wants. It’s the law, dear, both the legal law of the State and the religious law of the church.”

There were tears in her mother’s eyes now as she gazed at her helpless daughter. “I know it’s hard, honey. It was hard for us too when we found out that you, our own daughter, had become a drug smuggler, but we’ve come to terms with it and now so must you. It’s up to you to pay your debt to society in the way that the law has decreed. We’ve always brought you up to be modest and chaste, but you’re not our little baby girl anymore; you’re a criminal and our old moral standards no longer apply. This is going to be your life until you're older than I am now: you need to be chained to make sure you stay righteous and can’t run away; you have to be kept naked so that Mr Chandler and anyone else that sees you knows that you belong to him; and you have to give your body to him with an open and honest heart for him to use however he sees fit. This is what the law says you must do and it’s also what God tells you to do; it’s written in the Bible.”

“Surly God does not condone this?”

“Oh, but he does…” It was the resonant voice of the churchman speaking for the first time. “The church supports all God-fearing efforts to control the wildfire of corruption and lawlessness that’s sweeping across our State and high on its agenda is the control of illegal narcotics from countries that don’t know any better.”

He stepped forward, now in his element, and Mrs West faded to the side with the onslaught of his personality.

“You tried to best our heroic law enforcement officers and you lost, and now this is your reward.” He flicked his finger against one of her nipples and she flinched.

“You have forfeited the right to this body.” He strode around her, picking up the chair from behind her and depositing it against a wall. “This is not your back anymore,” his voice rumbled as he grabbed her upper arms and shook her. “It carries the mark of its new owner plain for all to see. And these are not your cheeks… You no longer possess the power to protect them,” and he slapped her bottom hard, making her shriek and stumble forward. He moved around her further until he was facing her, his eyes blazing as he stared at her face.

“These are not your tits,” and he grabbed both in his massive hands, squeezing them so hard that she squealed and her nipples popped out between his fingers in long points. “These were intended to please a loving husband, to offer to him when he felt the need to fondle, and to feed a new-born baby,” and he started shaking them like rattles. “But you have renounced all rights to them now through your greed and avarice. Your evil intent to destroy the young lives of our great State overrode any humanity you had and now this is the result.” He hovered before her like a bear waiting to pounce, daring her to speak, and then suddenly, her worst fears became reality. He grabbed her between her legs, his powerful voice overwhelming her plaintive shrieks.

“And, slave… this is not your cunt.”

“Oh reverend,” cried Mrs West.

“No… I say again: this is not your cunt.” Heather was squirming now, but his strong fingers were hooked inside her making it impossible for her to dislodge him.

“You have forfeited all rights of ownership to this cunt by your malevolent and criminal actions and in the sight of God and with the blessings of his ministers here on earth, you are now required, nay compelled, to deliver this cunt together with all your flesh to your legal owner, Mr Ethan Chandler, with open heart and open legs for him to use as his own for the entirety of your sentence.”

The reverend released his hold and Heather gratefully settled back on her feet again, breathing hard as the churchman’s voice dropped to little more than a disquieting whisper. “You are a slave, Heather West, bound by legal contract to do his bidding in everything. You sought to enrich yourself by imposing evil on others and now the State has passed judgement upon you. But should we now pay for your evil? No, we should not. That is not the Republican way.” he intoned with increasing volume. “You have been sold to relieve honest, God-fearing people of the burden of paying for your incarceration and now it is you who must pay with your body. This policy the church wholeheartedly endorses; the Bible endorses. Does it not say in Collosians 3.22 ‘Servants, obey in all things your masters according to the flesh; not with eyeservice, as menpleasers; but in singleness of heart, fearing God.’ You are now such a servant, a concubine, a recreational slave bought to service the sexual appetites of your new master, and it is now your duty to complete your contract and appease your master with your flesh in the sight of God.

“And what does the Bible say should befall you if you disobey your master? Luke 12:47 gives us the answer: you shall be beaten with many stripes.

“So, Miss West, take these teasing tits, this mouth with its sensuous tongue, this dripping cunt, and, yes, this tight little arse too,” and he rammed a digit into her behind to make her eyes pop open wide, “Spread yourself before him and plead for him to use you as you deserve. You are his, Heather West, body and soul. Weep if you must, but above all, accept the fate that you have earned.”

“Reverend, please…” said Heather finding her voice at last. “I didn’t…”

“Still you lying tongue, slave,” he cried grabbing her chin with his fingers and forcing his thumb into her mouth to press on her tongue. “Save your words to prey for forgiveness,” and then he suddenly snatched his hand away. “She bit me… The evil witch bit my thumb.”

“I'm sorry, Reverend. It was an accident. You were hurting me and I needed to swallow.”

“Harlot, jezebel, strumpet… May you rot in hell; I excommunicate you…” Heather stood with open mouth, frozen in time by the reverend’s words, and watched silently as he smelled his index finger before wiping it on his cassock and turned on his heel to stomp out of the room.

“I’m sure he didn’t mean all of that, dear,” said Mrs West before trotting after the churchman.

Heather shuffled to where he’d put the chair and collapsed onto it, still stunned by his words. A few minutes later, Chandler entered the room and stood before her.

“That didn’t go well,” he said.

“He said I’m excommunicated and that I must give myself to you for you to use as you wish.”

“I know. I heard. He was shouting loud enough to shake the house.” He stood still, watching as the tears rolled down her cheeks. “Don’t worry too much; he doesn’t have the power to send you to hell. But what about the rest? Do you think you can comply with your contract now you know the church endorses it?”

She lifted her face to look at him and her eyes flooded. “I don’t know, sir. I want to, really I do, but you're a… you're a man.”

She suddenly dissolved into sobs that made her speech incoherent. Chandler waited until the shaking of her shoulders subsided and then said, “Taylor was a man; well, a boy anyway.”

“But that was different. I love Taylor. I’m afraid I won’t be able to accept you in the same way; that my body will just close up like a clam. Oh God, please help me.”

Chandler allowed her to lie on her bunk for the rest of the afternoon, locked into her cage, but free of all chains, and when Kate joined her later that evening, she tried to recount the reverends words.

“You don’t need to do that, I heard them plain enough. Oh, Heather. He was a horrible man, but a lot of what he said was true. Not the bit about excommunication and going to hell, obviously, but some of the rest.”

Four days later, her breasts began to lactate.
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