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Mary Mary quite contrary,

How does your sex life go?

With silver bells all attached to chains

and pretty girlies all in a row row row, and

pretty girlies all in a row.

Be. Discerning. Say’s. Mary.

Enjoy this my true Fairy Tale.


Chapter One

Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how does your garden grow? Mary Louise Halford flipped the page of the children’s book of fairy tales she had discovered in the derelict outbuildings of her employer, Lord Markome-Smith.

Mary needed to keep up the appearance of normalcy at work if she was to retain her employment at the big house. She had located an old dilapidated shed, tucked away by the estates far wall, screened and surrounded by trees. It was in this secret but quite scary place ,especially at night, that she slept and lived, the sun woke her early enough to sneak out of the grounds and arrive as though she had come from the nearest village, thus keeping up appearances.

Mary read the first line of Little Jack Horner, who sat in a corner, eating… Mary was hungry and reading about curds and whey was definitely not the way forward. She flipped to another page, cast a wary eye upwards to the dark clouds and wondered if she was going to get wet. She flipped another page and spread before her was a bright cheerfully coloured fair ground. She read the title, are you going to strawberry fair, she wished that she was, but then the rain started.

***

Mary had been very lucky up to this point in her life; she had been completely spoilt, she had enjoyed the very best of everything all provided by her parents. She had been well educated, though she was not the most popular of girls in the school she attended, but she also wasn’t the most disliked either: so things had been ok overall. 

From senior school she had lived a life of freedom without restrictions, her daddy could refuse her nothing, and she would accept everything he offered and if he didn’t offer her something she wanted, well she could wrap him around her little finger and get whatever it was that she desired.

Her life though had changed from happy spoilt brat to girl in the midst of extreme sadness. Her world had collapsed around her ears over the last few months and it seemed to be still degenerating further. She had lost her parents to a drunk driver, who was also uninsured and banned from driving. 

She had been kicked out of her home by the mortgage company, who insisted that as there was no insurance, and the bills were not being paid, that they would reclaim and sell the property to cover their losses. Mary was made homeless; her father had lots of pension cover, but very little life insurance; so there was nothing to provide for Mary. According to her father’s solicitor, there were a number of debts and very little in the way of assets to pay them, and so she should expect no inheritance of note from the estate for her. It had been the solicitor who had suggested that she try to seek work and a new home, and to provide for her own future, something Mary had little idea of how to do. 

She had purchased a tent; she had gathered together just enough loose change to open a postal address box so that she could get a job. She lived in her tent, in hiding and in the woods alone. She at last found employment of a sort working as a maid for his lordships family, and some day in the not too distant future she would get her first ever pay check. Until that time she had to scrounge or borrow whatever she needed, which was everything from food to washing materials. 

Thank God for the job was all Mary could think, and having discovered the shed she chose to live there not under canvas. She did what she could to clean the shed up and it was during one bout of cleaning up that she found the book of fairy tales, which she read avidly to pass the time when she was not working at the big house. Somehow the book with its detailed colourful pictures seemed to bring her a feeling of inner peace and deep contentment, whenever she picked it up.

***

Mary, Mary, quite contrary, she heard a high pitched child like voice singing. She listened for the next verse but it never came. ‘Quite contrary’ flitted in her mind as she thought of her namesake; if I was you, and you were me, then you would know what contrary feels like! Mary was feeling sorry for herself and the book of nursery rhymes was doing little to cheer her up today despite its pretty pictures, for the first time since she had found it and brushed of the gathered dust the book failed to cheer her up or even comfort her. 

The voice returned, still high pitched, still child like, still invisible and in some strange way now taunting her. 

“Come, Mary, come and play, learn what contrary really means, come visit and stay, enjoy your new life to the full, learn to accept what you are given, come, Mary, come!”

The voice repeated, Mary felt her legs react; her hands push down as she stood up, the voice called to her directly and she responded, she answered to its demand despite the rain and the strangeness of the situation.


Chapter Two

A boy named Jack waited for her, a pie held in one hand, his other outstretched to lead her. She clasped his hand and together with Jack leading, Mary left the world she knew behind. The doorway was no door, just a place between two trees; the boy was no boy, just a guide that disappeared as soon as she stepped between those trees. The world she entered was different, confusing, and challenging for a young woman with little life experience, and some quite refined and self-centred expectations.

“Girlie, girlie!” a deep voice shouted.

Mary seemed to wake, her eyes popped open as she heard the voice, she turned and it was too late, the net had landed over her, its weights flipping around her ankles pinning her to the ground trapping her, caught like a fish out of water. 

“Got you, slut, how dare you walk around like a person, how dare you dress in clothes when your type should be naked, and most importantly; how dare you not be wearing your master’s collar, Girlie.” It stressed.

Mary looked up as she struggled to free herself, but the net only tightened. The voice emanated from a tall male who stood near the path edge looking down at her. Mary froze in fright at the terrible sight that beheld her. He was thirty-ish, she thought, six feet tall, muscular and with a deep voice, which had boomed at her. The head atop of his shoulders was covered with wild, curly, matted hair, whilst his eyes sparkled as they watched her struggles. 

He had a beard, which only covered the very tip of his chin and came to a twisted point. His chest was hairless to the waist though still broad, muscular, and very male in appearance, but without a single hair covering it. The sun had burnt his skin to a deep brown, which looked quite nice on him, but it was from the waist down that Mary gasped at what she saw. He had powerful legs covered in leather chaps leading down to the biggest feet she had ever seen, size twenty at least she thought. He was not just man but a creature of the elements around her, to Mary’s shock, he had a long thick and throbbing cock poking out at his groin. His hands were normal but the whip he held dangling at his side looked fearsome. He pointed it at her and said. “Strip, girlie!” 

Mary hesitated unable to move, both frozen by fear and bound by the net. He flicked his left hand outward, the whip extended, and the net fell away at its touch. He repeated, “Strip, Girlie,” adding, “now!”

With the whip in plain sight and therefore little other option Mary removed her jeans, slipping them to her ankles, then kicking them off, once she had removed her trainers previously. He watched as her clothing vanished, her top came off next, revealing a white slightly faded bra, which contained perfectly her thirty two (B) breasts. With hesitant fingers driven onwards by the flicking tails of the whip, she reached behind her and unclasped her bra. It fell away only to be replaced by her hands as her humiliation at being naked before him bloomed. 

The whip cracked next to her, it wasn’t loud, but it sparked a reaction. Her panties followed her jeans and soon she was sitting with her knees drawn tight up to her chest, naked and before a huge male that should not exist outside of a fairy tale. A man of the world that was holding a terrifying whip in its hands, whilst sporting the biggest erection she had ever seen. Not that she had seen more than two previously, and only one of them had been fully erect; so comparison wise she had very little to compare his with. Though what she now looked at seemed to her to be far above the normal in size for a man, but then he wasn’t a man in the sense she thought of as commonly male. 

“Stand, girlie!” 

Mary stood, though she did not know what to cover first with her hands, finally she decided to cover her breasts, as between her legs she had a thick covering of pubic hair hiding her sex. His cock bobbed in pleasure at the demure sight of her she noticed, whilst also feeling quite fascinated and pleased by his apparent interest in her. Deep inside she felt a dam break, it shattered and tumbled as her arousal grew, forcing Mary to acknowledge that the cock before her was having a very unexpected effect on her libido. The whip moved indicating that she walk, the male turned and pointed towards a tree, Mary realised what it meant and what her compliance would mean. She walked slowly feeling her desire growing; her mind became foggy as her desire took control over her actions. She reached the fallen tree, leant forward over its coarse bark surface, and without instruction parted her legs wide, wrapping her arms tightly around the bark in preparation. 

The cool breeze tickled at her sex, feeling like fingers being lightly trailed over her most sensitive parts, ‘it’, her sex reacted to the gentle touch, damp sticky then flooding sex juices spewed from within her cavity, even as the male approached her bent, waiting, desperately, compliant body. Mary found that try as she might she could not move, her desire to feel that cock ravage her, controlled her feet. She leant further forward; the trees rough bark rubbing her very erect nipples. The cock touched her bottom trailing lightly down her dividing crease, and then without preamble it entered her desperate gaping sex. She came as it parted her sex lips in an explosion of desperate lust, even as her euphoria filled her, the cock reamed her deep with its first thrust, entering, parting, and forcing its full length deep into her sex. Her ravishment had begun and continued for far longer than she had ever expected, and with multiple orgasms fitted between deep harsh thrusts. She felt as though her world had stepped out of her control and into a strange form of pleasurable insanity.

He finally came, his semen flooded deep into her body, the pressure within her increased as he pumped and pumped deep long threads of his jizm into her greedy accepting love slot. Her vagina stretched further, it filled up until finally it could contain no more. It, his stuff spurted backwards and out of her sex, she felt his ejaculate spraying out of her slot, parting her lips and splattering down his legs, as he leant his whole body weight onto her back crushing the air from her lungs. He reared up with a final scream venting his pleasure to the heavens and when it was over, his wilting cock deflating, he withdrew. 

Mary found she could breath once again as he stood up behind her. The male moved back picking up something, Mary was still too far gone in her euphoria to care what, until the three tails of his whip lashed hard against her naked bent buttocks. She screamed at the first kiss of leather, tried to rise but could not, the second stroke exploded followed by a third, her sex responded to her pain as arousal bloomed again. Her hand shot between her parted thighs, she rubbed furiously against her swollen clit, forced her fingers into her sex, and rode her wild side on. The whip continued to thrash her body as her passage responded, taking her again to nirvana as she came, flooding juice over her fingers: sticky satisfying juice, which filled her mind and changed her agony into pure pleasure. She screamed both in agony and ecstasy as she came yet again but all in perfect time to his whip strokes. 

He grunted at her, words that finally she understood.

“Girlies do not wear clothes and do not disobey their betters!” The whip landed again, Mary felt the pain of the strokes, but she also felt a deep feeling of peace and rightness at his treatment of her. Deep inside she changed, her life expectations changed; her desires changed, her willingness to comply changed, and the whip carried on thrashing her flesh as he spoke; but now Mary did not care, she just accepted. Girlies get used, berated, and are expected to obey their masters she realised, and she was now a Girlie.

Mary had arrived in the land of fairy tales and had begun to realise that not everything she might have expected to be, was; but what there was would be interesting, enlightening, and damn right scary at times, but oh so nice at other’s for her. She had become an earthling girlie, held under the rule of a series of children’s fairy tales all regaled within the book she had been reading whilst locked in her despondency.

***

“You are going to Strawberry Fields Fairground girlie, when you get there tell the one who waits for me that I love her and I will soon be along to give her what she needs, is that understood, girlie?” he asked bucking no refusal.

Mary nodded wondering how she would know the person he meant her to give the message to, but with his holding the whip and looking down on her, she decided to keep her mouth shut.

“Time to travel, girlie, it’s time to turn the page, but remember my message or it will go worse for you when I find you again!” 


Chapter Three

His words grew silent, as he faded away; the ground beneath me seemed to pick me up, turn me inside out and then carry me through a deep black cloud to deposit me on a grassy knoll, naked alone and very confused. When my head cleared and my stomach had settled down to a more normal state, I looked around. The page had indeed turned or as I saw it, I had travelled onward into this fast developing nightmare. My clothes had not moved with me, so naked I must stay unless I could find some replacement garments or steel them. Though right then, the thought of steeling anything given the whipping I had suffered for just being dressed, put the idea of committing theft in this place low on my list of things to do.

A golden carriage rumbled along the path at the bottom of the knoll on which I was sitting, it glittered in the sunlight and flashed iridescent rays of sunlight as it moved. Within, I could see a lady, a most beautiful lady dressed in a white flowing gown, and wearing a crown of gold woven into her bright silver hair. A queen out riding her lands pulled not by horses but by twelve naked girlies, all harnessed tightly in pairs and driven by a small heavily bearded male figure of very small size. Wielding a whip of great length and cracking it above the heads of the sweating girlies. His voice I heard clearly grunting encouragement at them, with the whip adding its own incentive. She, the queen looked out of her carriage window, her eyes roving the land she passed then locking onto me, she lightly lifted a hand, smiled and then waved at me, mouthing one word which seemed to be carried on the air to my ears.

“Later!”

The meaning seemed obvious, but the fact that she knew me confused my thoughts, later for what, when later, why later? All filled my brain as I sat and watched the carriage vanish along the path. When the carriage faded to nothing, I stood up intending to walk onward but to my surprise a boy stepped around the knoll and stood in front of me. 

He held out a pie and a bottle of water whilst saying nothing to me, but obviously expecting me to accept his offering, I do and hungrily. I sit again now stuffing my mouth with thick pastry. As I bite down the pie brakes open, flooding thick rich gravy and lumps of cooked meat all over my naked groin, which then rolled down my thighs to drip to the ground. I brushed at the mess trying to sweep the lumps away; looking up expecting to see the boy smiling at my clumsiness. I am surprised to see he has vanished, much like he had appeared. Leaving me food and water for which I was very grateful. I eat and drink, and was soon feeling full and tired, so I lay back on the grass under the bright sun and doze peacefully, feeling sated and unconcerned by anything much to my surprise. 

***

“There he is! Over there on the grass; we’ve got the blighter now!” 

The voice fills the air disturbing me and dragging me wearily out of my pleasant rest. The ground beneath me shook as a crowd of males surround me. I looked up, sat up and screamed. They surround me, three deep insuring that I could not escape. A pig like man standing upright on his heavily booted feet approached me, pushing aside those that stood in his way.

“That’s him!” the voice starts to say then stops. 

Another voice adds, “But that’s just a girlie, not the naughty boy you say stole your produce.” The first man stands over me looking down; around his waist a stained leather apron hangs as he studies me carefully and in contemplative silence.

“I know it’s a girlie, Gorling, but look at her!”

“I am looking at her and very nice she looks, better than your pies at any rate and much better than the brat we are searching for!” replies Gorling.

“I mean look at her legs, you can see the brown stains and the pastry crumbs scattered about her, she has eaten one of my pies and is guilty without doubt, as I did not sell it to her!”

All around me voices agreed as eyes look at the evidence scattered around me, ‘Guilty’ says one, as others nod in agreement, guilty they all decreed. I look down seeing the remains of the pie I have scoffed, the pie given to me by a young boy. Fear erupted in my guts at the harsh knowing looks being directed at me. I tried to say that I was not guilty, that I did not know what they were talking about, but nobody was listening to me. A tall, stick thin male with a dark blue uniform covering most of his body stepped forward, he spoke clearly so all might hear and especially me.

“Now we will have less of that, girlie, you know your place and silence is what we are wanting from you, not excuses and lies!”

He reached out grasping my long hair in his tight spider fingered hand and effortlessly for one so thin he picked me up from the grass. Behind me, a pair of hands reached around my head and with a sharp pull back, a gag was forced into my gaping mouth. The ball of the gag was made of tough leather and quite large and it fills my mouth completely; it very effectively silenced me and set the tone of what was to come. Next my arms were grasped and leather cuffs were fastened to each wrist, locking my hands behind my back. A belt was wrapped around my ankles and another around my knees; I was helpless, silenced and held captive by them. Standing still and filled with fear with rough hands holding me tightly from behind, I listened as the uniformed male decreed that I be taken to the place of ‘holding and judgment’. 

I was hoisted into the air, a log on evil shoulders and carried away to the place of judgment I presumed. Once I arrived I was thrust, still bound and gagged, into a metal cage and locked in. A single guard was left, he swung himself up onto a flat platform ten feet from the ground where he could rest, and also keep a watchful eye on me. He is much like a marmoset to look at, he being a scrawny looking man, but he was the size of a tall ten year old boy at the same time, though with a slight frame for such a boy. His face looks down over the edge of his platform and smiles at me. Why he smiles I cannot think, but smile he does; and I for one think that it bodes poorly for me, his captive girlie.

The room is dark, quite cold, and the cage floor is hard packed dirt. My bonds remain except for my ankle and thigh straps, so at least I can sit up in a fashion. Once I butt walked to the cage side I managed to lean my back against the cage bars with my bound arms twisted through the gaps. All around me I could hear noises, raucous voices calling to each other, as a market progresses through what remained of the sunlit day that I by my captivity was being denied the pleasure of seeing.

If I am honest I would have to say I was terrified by everything going on around me, being naked is not something I normally indulge in, but being bound and gagged well that is totally horrendous. Although, at the same time everything feels strangely quite stimulating, if not exciting; but in a very weird way! I find myself desperately wet in places I would not have expected to be wet! The urge to plunge my fingers up my own sweet sex was fast becoming overpowering, and certainly I would have done so already despite the strangeness, if only my hands had not been tightly secured well away from my throbbing clit and soaked hole. Instead and much as most girls would do I tried to grind my thighs together in the hope of receiving some meagre satisfaction. 

Above me my guard watched my struggle, which shockingly only increases my desire to masturbate. Despite my best efforts, I completely fail to alleviate my desires by the time night falls and the doors to my captivity were again opened.

They stood in the doorway, two of them with one of them glancing up to the ugly man whilst the other fixed his beautiful feline looking slanted eyes on me. It was then that I noticed that no matter what form of man I met, they all had one or two things in common. They are intelligent in one way or another, and they are all human though different in as well! Take the pig looking man of earlier had only three fingers per hand not five, still they were human hands and human type fingers, though not kind caring humans. 

The guards entered and crossed to my cage looking down on me, one sniffed the air smelling my arousal. His companion opened the locked door and indicated that I crawl out, which I did because he had indicated with a cane. A long, thin, pliable looking cane, which he swished through the air, and which scared the hell out of me! I crawl out with difficulty, managed to clear the low frame of the door eventually and without help, until I was kneeling before them both. Silently the ugly man from above had descended behind me, but the first I knew of his presence was when his hands grasped my hair and pulled back my head. 

The feline looking guard chuckled lightly, his stance changed and a long thin looking cock erected before my eyes. Clearly it wanted something and judging by its position and mine I realised what. The cock poked towards me closing as he shuffled forward, a human hand, though one covered in light brown hair reached down to rub the naked point of its sheath-less erection. 

My mouth was open but gagged, though not for long; as the cock came closer. The ugly male behind me by then releases my gag, which fell to the floor with a saliva covered splat. Now my mouth was stretched wide as my head was pulled back again by my hair, and so it was that soon the cock arrived. I twisted slightly, trying to avoid its arrival only to receive a raking of rough fingernails down my naked back. The fire exploded but I also noticed that all of the whip marks from my first encounter had ceased to hurt me at all. Later I would discover that whilst I was a girlie and captive in this land of mixed up fairy tales, any wounds I incurred would heal exceptionally fast, and if the page of the story book tale I was living in turned, then all of the damage I had incurred would vanish, and I and my body would began again. 

The cock poked into the gaping canyon of my mouth, thrusting deep, then deeper still, until my nose was buried into his soft hair of his groin and my throat was filled to the point I could not breathe at all. He thrusts then withdraws only to thrust again, the process continues under the encouraging jeers of his companions. Almost without warning my abuser comes, He ejaculated his salty come deep into my gullet as he yowled out his delight. I realised that his companions would be next. I just desperately hope that they would fill my sex not my mouth, as their doing so would give me the pleasure I have discovered that I so desperately desired; but it was not to be. 

Girlies serve their masters in this land, and for their own reasons these masters wanted the use of my mouth, not my dripping slit. With my ravishment finished and three fully sated guards standing around me, each with a well serviced and flaccid cock, I watch as they replace and rearrange their man hoods, then take up a place to either side of me. The ugly one replaced my ball gag, none to gently I might add, then he took his place in front of me and lead us out of the prison into the dark of early evening. 

My terror returned as I approached a pair of wide open doors, having no other option I am guided forward and through them to meet my fate. Bound, gagged, and with a sore throat still liberally coated with semen, and feeling both well used, and still very aroused I entered. 

What has happened to my body I do not know, but for reasons beyond my control or understanding, being used and abused has turned me into the biggest slut I could have ever imagined! Bring it on I thought, accepting, though not understanding myself. Lead by Mr. Ugly, guided by the other two I quake in abject fear as I wonder if I will survive this evening, or ever escape from this strange world. If I ever do will I recognise or like myself ever again?


Chapter Four

The place of judgment turned out to be a not too clean room, in what I took to be a public house. The bar was closed and a large crowd of assorted and strange or plain old disgusting looking males were gathered within; as I was led through the door the room fell silent. I could see the pig looking man I had first encountered standing near to the front of a distant bar with his back to me. Beyond him sitting on the bar itself was an ancient looking be-whiskered old man. His teeth glistening and visible to me, obviously having been little cleaned. Yuk, I thought, as I looked up at him. He had tiny piggy eyes recessed within heavy brows, which were fixed forward looking at the door through which I had been led. I was taken to a cage placed before him and roughly pushed inside, my gag still firmly in place, my body bound and helpless. My face is at calf level, so that his trousers of shocking pink fill my eyes, and when I tried to look up I could not, as the cage restricted such actions. Captive as I was I had some choices, either I look at his spindly legs, the floor or the wood of the bar, and of course, I would have to wait in silence like a good girlie should, apparently!

A cough filled the air above me, a deep rasping wet sounding cough, a cough of the old and established smoker. He clears his voice with a further rasp and then calls the court, for that is what I thought that this was, to order.

“Arr hum, so where is this thief, this boy of poor taste that has stolen you pies?” he demanded to know. “All I see in my cage is a girlie and a skinny one at that!” he said.

“She was found with the remnants of the pie the boy stole, he as usual escaped, but we caught her so we did, your honour,” flows a reply from my left, which sounds much like the apron wearing man that accused me in the first place. 

I wanted to stand up and tell them all that they were wrong, that I was not a thief, nor did I take his blasted pies, nor would I, delicious though it was! What I wanted to do had no real bearing what I could do, which was exactly nothing. I could not even look towards my nemesis the pie maker apparently, let alone defend my innocence. The case against me flowed on, the evidence being examined accepted and mounting. I remain helpless throughout, a defendant not allowed to defend. Justice it seemed to me would be done without them being bothered to listen to me; I was just a girlie in a cage, and one that was clearly guilty! 

The final witness and the one that makes a verdict of guilty impossible to avoid was the stick like policeman, if man is the right description of him. He told them all exactly what he had seen and in explicit detail, and that as far as the old judge above me, and the people in the room who listened to him needed to hear, his statements conclusively settled any doubts as to my guilt. The verdict when it arrived was no real surprise to me; now all that mattered to me was the sentence this judge would pass, and how it would affect me. 

