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Dear Reader


First, you must know that my real name isn’t Ariel. It is Joceline. I am telling you this because everything in this book is true, and I’m not going to start it by lying to you about my name.










Prologue



I am screaming. I’m tied almost immobile with tight bands of rope all over my body, a stocking is forced over my face, intensifying the claustrophobic feeling of the big ballgag in my mouth. I struggle hard, trying to find a way to shake the ropes from my body, my peril in stark contrast to the sunny Georgian bedroom of my surroundings. Nothing works; I moan in frustration, then turn my eyes up to my persecutor, who’s standing watching me, filming my predicament with a large, professional cine camera. He realises that I’m calling for a cut.


My niece Philippa and her fellow first-year film students lurk unobtrusively around the room, also recording the kidnap on their camera, and making notes as we go. My husband Hywel, who’s doubling as my kidnapper and camera operator today, stops recording. Once he’s untied my hands, I make quick work of releasing the rest of the ropes. I pull the stocking off my head; it’s ruined my makeup, which I’d applied heavy-handedly to give it a chance of showing through the nylon. All seven of us head downstairs to our big kitchen with its sunshine-yellow AGA oven. The students are all staying with us this week, and the house smells of toast, and is strewn with sleeping bags and hoodies. On the way down to the kitchen I give my niece a quick extra hug. I know she’s not distressed by seeing me tied up; it had been her idea to spend a month doing work experience with us the year before. But I’d hate to have alarmed her fellow students and embarrassed her. We’re still okay, though; I actually wonder if she finds our middle-aged country-house-style kinkiness a bit staid and ordinary.


In the kitchen I slice up the chocolate cake I made earlier, feeling impressed by the student director, who keeps filming as I do so. When my niece and her team eventually send us their finished documentary, I’m happy to see that my home baking makes the final cut. So does my account of when Hywel proposed to me. Embarrassingly, I cried while telling the story. Crying always makes the final cut in everything. I know this, and should probably control my emotions better, but that is not one of my gifts. I could probably tell the story of my life by only recounting scenes in which I’d cried. But perhaps I should find a cheerier way to share the peculiar series of events that led me to this day. I could, for example, tell you my life story by only recounting scenes in which I fantasised about being tied up or spanked. That does seem a little more pleasant for you, and the least I can do to thank you for buying my book. Righty ho, I’ve got lots to get through. Come with me, I promise it’ll be fun. Well, I promise it’ll be strange, anyway. And personally, I do find the strangeness of other people endlessly entertaining. Hopefully, you’ll feel the same way.










Part One



An Embryonic Deviant










Chapter One



Dastardly Captain Hook and My Distressingly Non-Kinky Family


My husband cannot remember his first day at school. I find this inability to recall early childhood inconceivable. I not only remember my first day, I remember what we ate for lunch (pink Angel Delight, two helpings), who I played with (Naomi and Catherine), and the results of the numeracy test our teacher gave us that afternoon (I didn’t do well, and cried). I remember detail with a vividness that makes my entire life feel rather recent, and rather tangible. And I remember much further back in my life than my first day of school. I recall being not quite three years old, and running full tilt into a wall at my toddlers’ gym class. I remember being too young to recognise my dad when he came home from a business trip and tried to help me get dressed the following morning. He’d been away too long for my toddler’s brain to remember what he looked like. I jerked away from him in terror and dislocated my elbow, to his great horror. I can remember being too young to recognise the word for toilet, and asking if I could follow a little boy at nursery school into it; I believed it must be where the toys were kept. For being able to recall such early (if sometimes unpleasant and embarrassing) bits of my life I feel lucky. And it’s certainly most convenient, because I want to give you a really thorough explanation as to why, in 2018, I found myself swearing through a ballgag in a room full of people that included my husband, a close relative, and four people I’d never met before. It’s a complicated story, but due to my strangely vivid memory I’ve got all the details right here.


Which is why I feel fairly qualified to disagree with the popular opinions I hear voiced about people with fetishes. Here are some examples. Please feel free to imagine them all being said with the most annoying voice you’ve ever heard.


‘It’s all about early experiences – some people just fixate on something that happened to them when they were young and never get over it.’


Or:


‘BDSM is something people get into as a result of trauma – if you’re abused when you’re young, you’ll end up wanting to dominate other people.’


Or this one, which makes me so terribly tired:


‘Those men who go to dominatrices are all high-powered judges and lawyers. It’s to give themselves a break from all their power; otherwise they can’t handle it.’


I am not a dominatrix, for reasons which will become clear. But many of my friends are; they have a broad spectrum of clients, some of whom have to save up for months for an hour’s session, while others are wealthy, retired, and consequently see a dominatrix more or less every week. But many kinky people are aware of their sexuality before they even leave school. They don’t wait until they’ve risen to the rank of High Court judge and then suddenly discover that they want to pay hundreds of pounds to be kicked in the balls for an hour at a time.


And while I’m sure that there are submissive male judges, and sexual dominants who were mistreated as children, I know that it by no means describes the majority of kinky people. I’m pretty sure I was born this way. And here’s why.


I’m lying under a coffee table in my parents’ best sitting room. I’m wearing a dress with buttons, but I’m too young either to dress or undress myself: buttons are hard for my two-year-old fingers. I can see the unfinished wood of the table’s underside; it interests me that such a highly polished piece of furniture should have secret imperfections. In my head, Captain Hook is tying me to the mast of his pirate ship. The ropes are tight, and are digging into my nightdress-clad body. He’s going to make me walk the plank later tonight. He’s splendid, vivid in a red coat and high boots. His hair is long and oily and ringleted. He’s huge, and scary, and I love him. I’m only two years old, I’m not good at much yet, but my imagination is big, and my imagination is what gives me the gift of being menaced by such a splendid fictional villain. I’ll play this story back in my head again, many times. But I have others too, and as I get older, I’ll be able to expand my imaginary world, and meet more glorious villains. I yearn to be kidnapped.


So, I don’t think there was ever any hope of my being normal. And as far as I can see, my taste for wicked men has nothing to do with my upbringing. My father, for example, is not a wicked man. He’s a nuclear physicist. He works as an expert witness who assesses risks of radiation on behalf of people suing their governments or industries after being exposed to dangerous substances at work. I can’t say it’s exactly a wicked career choice. At home, through my childhood, he was always quite the opposite of wicked. He was patient, attentive and kind. He did give me some entirely unmanageable scientific explanations about the world, which caused me considerable confusion, but I think he was genuinely trying to interest me in science. It didn’t work. I just needed my spell checker a minute ago because I’d forgotten how to spell ‘physicist’. Whoops, just got it wrong again. But my father has never reproached me for my disappointing lack of love for his favourite subjects. So I can’t lay any blame with him. I don’t have any Daddy issues, as far as I can tell. Although my husband’s original career was in particle physics. Maybe I do have a longing to hear more indecipherable explanations of the Large Hadron Collider. Ha. Spelt that right!


Golly, it’s only Chapter One and the story’s getting away from me. But now I’m overexcited, being pulled back in time to examine whether my family life could possibly be held responsible for the fact that I was a very peculiar little girl indeed.


Since I don’t want to blame my dad, how about my mother: could she be to blame? Well, I’m not attracted to female dominants, so her undoubtedly fiery character didn’t exactly shape my fantasies. She is a determined, stylish, idiosyncratic lady, whom I loved very much but was also rather scared of as a child, due to her propensity to become volcanically angry at the shortest of notice. Groups of women could do it to her: ‘I can’t STAND women!’ Messy wardrobes, similarly, made her incandescent and liable to throw things around the room: ‘This is a SLUM house!’ A lady at our church (‘She looks like a PROSTITUTE!’) made my mother so angry, with her tight skirts and plastic earrings, that none of us were allowed to speak to her. But gosh, this is an uncomfortable thing to be writing. Let’s just agree not to blame my mother for now. She didn’t dress me in latex or anything. Quite the opposite; my elder sister and I were always dressed the same, in Victorian-style pinafore dresses that my mother made for us by hand. You may be thinking that this sounds a little like the spooky girls in Stanley Kubrick’s The Shining. You are correct; that is exactly how we looked. I, parenthetically, loved being dressed like my older sister. Immi, four years my senior, was a great deal less keen, I expect.


My husband says that I wistfully recite ‘I love my sister’ dozens of times a week. We live at opposite sides of the country, whereas once we were barely at opposite sides of our bedroom, mainly because:


Small Me: ‘Immi! Immi! Are you awake?’


Small Immi: (sounding about a hundred years old, reluctant, exhausted and croaky) ‘Yes?’


Small Me: ‘Can I come into your bed?’


Small Immi: (still more reluctant) ‘… yes …’


And into her single bed I would hop, all icy-footed and affectionate. This was repeated regularly throughout our childhood until Immi reached the age of fourteen and was given her own room. Whereupon she went in and shut her bedroom door, pulling the telephone inside with her, for four years. But up until then, I don’t know how she found the patience to manage me.


Back to the story at hand, I don’t think I can blame Immi for my kinkiness either. She never traumatised me or wore gas masks or pretended to be Captain Hook. So there we are, that’s my family, almost definitely not to blame for the fact that I’ve always wanted to be tied up.


Kidnapping stories in the news electrified me with excitement. Any stories that alluded to spanking made me uncomfortable and fascinated. And when my mother learned to drive and we had to go to Mothercare to pick out seatbelts for the car: glory. I LONGED for a seatbelt. They were fantastically secure, and snuggly, and – well, they were like bondage, though I didn’t know the word. I was keen on the five-point one on display in the shop. But at four years old, I was already too tall for it. I had to have a ‘grown-up’ version with just one strap that zigzagged across waist level and up across one shoulder. It was still tremendous, but I did yearn for the more secure version. I was always a bit baffled by the way adults thought I’d be delighted by anything extra adult. I was always a massively tall child; I already looked extra adult. I didn’t need the accoutrements. In fact, I particularly wanted to stay small, for a variety of reasons. But I’ll get to them.


First, I’d better give you a bit more background about how I grew up, in case you can spot a reason for all my kinkiness. I was born at the end of the 1970s, and the first home I can remember is the three-storey terraced townhouse in Horsham, West Sussex, in the south of England, which we moved to when I was two. Immi and I shared a room at the top of the house, rather like the children in Peter Pan. But we didn’t have any servants, obviously. Or even a dog. We did have a cat called Tiger Lily, who terrorised me by being generally nervous and scratchy and liable to bite with no warning, but who never tried to warn our parents that we were about to fly out of the window. Sadly, I’ve never actually met a cat who would try. Despite having a perfectly serviceable bedroom, Immi and I played on the stairs a lot, and I fell downstairs with alarming frequency. I don’t think this was anything to do with latent masochism, but I can’t promise it, I’m afraid. Immi was more sedate and more careful than I was, and sometimes managed to catch me halfway down one of my headlong descents. Quite often, though, she was busy reading, so it’d be my mother who’d rescue me from the heap I’d land in at the bottom. I was never badly hurt; I was a large, rather solid, sturdy child with a big square face, lots of messy blonde curls and fat legs. This last is according to Immi, who introduced me to her friends as ‘Fat Legs’ when they came to play with her after school. ‘Let’s all run away from Fat Legs!’ they crowed, and I, who had spent the afternoon making gingerbread men with my mother in order to bribe them into liking me (‘Come on, friends, ginger boys!’), went waddling after them, wailing with frustration and spraying tears.


I do wonder if perhaps my submissive hunger to be treated disdainfully and cruelly could maybe be traced back to the way in which I’ve always sought attention from the very people who are least likely to want to give me any. I’ve forever disliked the feeling of being loved more than I love in return, and would generally prefer things to feel the other way around. The beginnings of that were there in my early behaviour towards my big sister and her friends, but I don’t think for a minute that it’s the actual cause of my submissiveness. Though I do wonder if younger siblings tend to end up submissive more often than older ones. Please send me the answer, if you know. Are you a cruel elder sibling? A needy, submissive younger one? Help me do science, please.


My mother stayed at home with Immi and me; my father left the house every morning and disappeared behind a large bush at the end of our road, returning ten hours later, five days a week. It turns out that he was taking a train to a larger town an hour away where he was working for a nuclear-power organisation. I, however, believed that he sat in the large bush all day, and I once went to look for him there. Disobligingly, he wasn’t in there, although it was a really splendid bush, and one in which Immi and I consequently played many times. I began to think that his job must be very dull, and that I’d rather not ever have one. Fortunately, I fully believed I’d never need one.


And that was because, despite looking like a pretty normal (though oddly attired) family, we were not normal.










Chapter Two



An Excess of Piety and a World of Our Own


Rather than embracing normality, my parents had chosen to be Jehovah’s Witnesses. Or rather, my mother had chosen it: Jehovah’s Witnesses had knocked on our front door when she was home alone, pregnant with me, and looking after a three-year-old Immi. She’d been worrying about nuclear war, and neither Immi nor the unborn version of me were providing her with comfort or advice regarding Cold War hostilities. In contrast, the Jehovah’s Witnesses appeared to offer a solution – they confirmed that the world was about to end, but that ‘true believers’ would be saved from destruction, and allowed to live forever, in a world that God (Jehovah) had renewed. If you know much about this faith, you could be forgiven for thinking that their offensively patriarchal worldview might have ended up making me crave dominant men. So we should probably have a look at what I remember from my early days as a (not especially willing) Jehovah’s Witness, and see if we can blame religion for my big old kinky brain. Because I would very much like to blame it.


There are many things I could (and may well) say about this religion, but to begin with, here are some things you’d want to know before becoming a Jehovah’s Witness yourself. They don’t celebrate Christmas, birthdays or Easter. They don’t allow their children to join in any school activities involving these holidays, which makes you dreadfully isolated as a Jehovah’s Witness child, standing outside during school assemblies, and not being allowed to draw pictures of Father Christmas. And, horribly, not being permitted to go to classmates’ birthday parties. There were theological reasons for all of this, we were told: something to do with paganism, and King Herod, and being No Part of This World. As an adult, I realise that cults routinely do this sort of thing in order to deliberately cut their followers off from opportunities to relate to the rest of the population. It was very effective. Furthermore, Jehovah’s Witnesses have to attend three church meetings a week: one on Tuesday evening, one on Thursday evening, and one on Sunday morning. Obviously, we didn’t call it ‘church’. That would have been too normal. Jehovah’s Witness churches were called Kingdom Halls, and they were much uglier, because they were often built by members of the congregation, who generally weren’t up to much in the way of gothic archways or flying buttresses. The Kingdom Hall meetings were extraordinarily boring. There was barely any singing, but there was a lot of talking, much of it on egregiously non-child-friendly topics. Particular highlights of impropriety I recall include: a sermon about how much crucifixion would hurt (the answer, friends, is a lot); how to solve marital arguments (read Jehovah’s Word with your wife and help her see that Jehovah’s will is the same as yours, cos he is also male); what the Song of Solomon is about (I never figured this out, but to be honest I stopped listening); and which member of a married couple should be allowed to invite friends to their home for dinner (THE MAN, apparently. But the woman should do the cooking). As Jehovah’s Witnesses we were also compelled to spend several hours a month evangelising: knocking on people’s doors, preaching on street corners, or visiting people in their houses to study with them. None of this is optional, even if you’re a child. Consequently, being a Jehovah’s Witness child is not very entertaining, unless you really love keeping rules, wearing formal clothes and sitting still. I did not enjoy these things. Neither did Immi. Neither, in fact, did my father, who decided at the last minute not to get baptised as a Jehovah’s Witness. My mother took the literal plunge alone, and so although we were in reality a two-parent family, we became a single-parent family within the religion. We were allowed to live with my father as normal, but it did largely separate his life from ours.


Despite my sturdy limbs, my emotional sturdiness was somewhat less impressive, and I worried about my father, being left alone at home on Sunday mornings when we all went off to the Kingdom Hall. Furthermore, the end of the world was nigh and he was in danger. Back then, in the early 1980s, the Jehovah’s Witness head office was predicting Armageddon by the end of the decade, which meant that everyone except Jehovah’s Witnesses would die, and very soon. So my father, suffering the terminal disease of Unbelief, wouldn’t get to come with us when we entered Paradise after Armageddon. We were going to have to live forever, on earth, without him. This was of course all nonsense, but I believed it entirely, and I grieved for my father, who was so kindly, so inclined to read extra chapters of books to me if I implored him, and so very patient with letting me ride on his back when I was far too big to do so. I didn’t feel as though he deserved to be murdered by God.


While I can’t say that being a Jehovah’s Witness was a positive thing for me, neither do I think it is responsible for my sexual identity. Even as a young child I found the ingrained sexism of the religion irritating, and didn’t agree that men should automatically be in charge. Jehovah’s Witness boys as young as ten were allowed to stand at the lectern and lecture the congregation, but even adult women were banned from doing so. Men were ‘the head of the household’ and only men were permitted to become leaders of the congregation. I quite fancied lecturing the congregation, and I didn’t feel as though women should be treated as ‘the weaker vessel’, the way Jehovah’s Witnesses taught us. I liked the idea of being submissive on an individual basis (to Captain Hook, specifically), but the wholesale ‘men-are-in-charge-of-everything’ belief always made me feel cross. It still makes me feel cross. I, personally, am sexually submissive, and, by chance, I’m female. But I don’t think female submission is the natural order of things, and I believe that submissive men should be as free to explore their identity as I am. Ditto dominant women. Ditto people who aren’t kinky at all.


But I do wonder whether the very boringness of the religion has something to answer for when it comes to my kink. Perhaps it was the fact of having to sit still listening to child-unfriendly adults talking for at least six hours a week that forced me to train my imagination into providing stimulation and excitement from nowhere. Maybe it was doing too much of this that led to me coming up with kinky stories. But honestly, my earliest kinky memories come from before the time that we started going to Jehovah’s Witness meetings, so much as I’d love to blame them for more, I don’t think it’s a very credible argument. I really would like to blame them. And I am going to hold them accountable for the fact that I didn’t believe I was ever going to grow up. Because Armageddon was apparently so imminent, I believed it was almost bound to fall before I became a fully-fledged adult. I didn’t expect to ever have to work for a living; I’m still more or less in shock about it now. I expected to spend eternity cuddling tame lions, having picnics and building log cabins in Paradise, not to spend my adult life trying to earn actual money. We were shown numerous pictures that promised exactly this. Where is Armageddon, friends? Where is my pet lion? I already checked the garden and the post box, and there is NOTHING.


Possibly I shouldn’t give credit to the Jehovah’s Witnesses for this, but my sister and I did somehow end up with vast, useful imaginations with which to envelop ourselves at will. Quite separately, and in strictly enforced silence, Immi and I devised entertainments for ourselves to keep our minds occupied during the endless hours at the Kingdom Hall. I, for example, had a wonderful long-running game about mountain climbers. The climbers (played exquisitely by my fingers) had to navigate the treacherous terrain of whatever dress I happened to be wearing as I sat in my plastic chair, failing to listen to a series of men telling me about Satan. The finger-climbers made light work of the gentle foothills formed by the skirts of my dress, but then came the hazards of my more-or-less vertical bodice. Sometimes I helped them by forming pleats and creases up one of my sleeves, giving them something to hang on to; although they fell frequently and thrillingly nevertheless. I was capable of being entirely swept up in this game – my plucky finger-climbers were immensely enthralling. So much so, in fact, that eventually they made their way onto the dress of the elderly lady sitting next to me, quite without my realising. She took this weirdness with remarkably good grace, but I was mortified by my fingers’ act of trespass and never played the game again. I had lots of others to fall back on. For example, I took great pleasure in a game that involved timing myself on my watch after taking a deep breath and holding it. I can only assume that I looked very odd indeed, gulping in air and staring rigidly at my wrist as the seconds ticked by. I could happily play this game for an hour at a time, although it did leave me a little light-headed.


Meanwhile, my sister, sitting next to me in an identical (spooky) dress, was entertaining herself elsewhere within her own mind. She had developed a fascination for the textured polystyrene ceiling tiles above our heads. While trying to keep her head rigidly still, she would attempt to count as many rows of tiles as possible, by means of only moving her eyes. She discovered that, although her vision would start to blur, she was capable after much practice of rolling her eyes so far back in her head that she could look up through her eyelashes at the tiles right above her. An achievement indeed.


We always sat at the front of the Kingdom Hall, and I like to imagine that between us Immi and I formed quite an intimidating sight to whoever was on the platform speaking, with me looking increasingly catatonic as I held my breath, and Immi slowly, determinedly, rolling her eyes back in her head. I wonder if they thought we were possessed – Jehovah’s Witnesses had extraordinary faith in the ability of demons to jump inside people at will if someone’s belief in God wasn’t strong enough, and we heard about people becoming possessed on a regular basis.


I don’t honestly know whether I’d have been such a fearful child if we’d not been Jehovah’s Witnesses. They loved to emphasise the danger of everyday life because they saw every disaster as evidence that Armageddon was almost upon us. And there’s no doubt that I ended up constantly afraid for my own safety and for that of my family – Jehovah’s Witness textbooks were full of the most hideously vivid, violent pictures and I found them hard to shrug off at the end of each study period. By the time I was six, my nightly prayer ritual had become quite a remarkable list of fears. It went something like this:


‘Dear Jehovah, thank you for the lovely day and for all the lovely things. Thank you for Mummy and Daddy and Immi and Granny. Dear Jehovah, please don’t let the house fall down in the night. And don’t let the house catch fire in the night. Or in the early morning. And don’t let the house fall down in the early morning either. And please don’t let a bad man break into the house. And please don’t let any of us die in the night. And please protect Daddy at work tomorrow. And please protect Mummy tomorrow. And please protect Daddy on his way to work. And please protect him on his way home from work. And please don’t let me get ill in the night. And please don’t let any of us get ill. And please don’t let any of us go blind or deaf. And please don’t let anything horrible happen. And please let me be a ballerina. In Jesus’s name, Amen.’


As you can see, I regarded God as a rather slippery character, who’d look for loopholes in my prayer and possibly let the house burn down at 12.01 a.m. if I wasn’t specific enough in my prayer request. In addition to my nightly praying, I felt it necessary to augment my prayer schedule by checking in with God several times an hour while I was at school, separated from my parents. I worried very much about my mother being murdered or being in a car accident while she was away from us each day, and having had the likelihood of being murdered by a stranger vastly exaggerated by Jehovah’s Witness literature, it seemed like an ever-present threat.


I’d hate to give you the impression, though, that my childhood wasn’t happy. In many ways it was, it’s just that I worried constantly about it all ending in Armageddon. My parents actually went a little further than typical Jehovah’s Witnesses in ensuring that we were segregated from secular life, by not allowing us to have a television. This was a social disaster for Immi and me, because it meant that we couldn’t watch all the TV shows that all our peers were absorbing on a daily basis, and which they consequently wanted to talk about and play games about at school. But it forced us to be imaginative with creating entertainments on our own. Being able to do this in perfect silence and stillness while at the Kingdom Hall meant our creativity was enormous when we were free to roam around and be noisy. I was very lucky in having Immi as my big sister; as an adult she would be a successful novelist, and even as an eight-year-old she was capable of structuring wonderful, complex stories for us to act out with each other. Some of our games were long running like soap operas; we played them on a regular basis for years, advancing the story a little further each time.


For example, we had Barbie dolls just like almost every other girl in the country. But our game with them was an ongoing family saga played out in real time; in our version, they were our daughters. Immi’s was called Cindy. Mine, more originally and far more weirdly, was called Gling. I was aware that this wasn’t a real name, but I prized originality as much then as I do now, and didn’t want my doll to have to tolerate a name that had been sullied by previous owners. And so, she was Gling. In our saga, Immi and I played sisters, which made our dolls cousins to each other. Our husbands were permanently away on business and our dolls were always the same age that we were in real life. This game was so fantastically believable to us that we were more than capable of playing it for hours without our dolls even being present. I remember a lengthy country walk made vividly pleasurable by my being able to pour out my anxiety to Immi that my daughter (back at home) was behaving badly at school. I worried that she was missing her father’s influence. Immi was full of kind aunt-like advice as to how I should handle her niece, and the long hours of the walk rolled by unnoticed.


When we went on holiday, our ‘daughters’ came with us, packed into their own little suitcases. Once at our hotel, we’d quickly fashion a drawer into their bedroom, building them beds from handkerchiefs and towels, and making them eat the disgusting instant coffee from the hospitality tray because of the medicinal properties we claimed it had.


This was my idea, and this is an area in which Immi and I tended to differ. Immi, being older, normally took control of what we played, but I did exert my influence whenever I was able to, being drawn towards storylines in which someone got punished. I chewed the foot off my first Barbie doll when I was five while deeply engrossed in a game in which my doll was kidnapped and tortured. Her foot, in my imagination, was destroyed by a machine, and I don’t think I realised what I’d done until it was too late. I know I’m making myself sound like a psychopath at this point – I won’t do that to you if we meet. I promise I’ve never chewed an actual person’s foot off. Not realising yet that I was kinky, or indeed that being kinky was a thing at all, I often found myself doing things that I didn’t feel fully in control of, and that I later regretted. One day, when Immi wasn’t home and I was playing alone with our Barbies, all of them ended up getting punished for some minor misdeed. Immi’s doll Cindy was imprisoned between floors in our three-storey Barbie house’s elevator. Gling was balanced precariously on a semi-inflated beachball, which in turn teetered on the house’s roof terrace parapet. Happily, none of this was based on the ways in which our parents punished us: this was coming entirely from my own confused, latently kinky brain. And much as I enjoyed the game, I also realised somehow that it had got away from me, that I wasn’t behaving like a good mother or aunt to my Barbie dolls, and that I wished it hadn’t got so out of control. I felt guilty, and wanted to pretend that I’d never been so cruel. Although I sometimes felt frustrated by the lack of conflict, kidnap and punishment in games orchestrated by my sister, I also felt safer with them, knowing she’d never steer us into tragedy or disaster.


She did lead us into some tremendous adventures, though. Quite often, our games didn’t involve any dolls or equipment at all. One of my favourites was ‘Second World War’, in which we played civilians on the home front, dealing primarily with air raids and rationing. Immi had learned about it at school and somehow fashioned a soap opera for us from what she’d learned, in which endlessly discussing how to cook with powdered egg and diving for occasional cover in an imaginary air-raid shelter kept us happily occupied for hours at a time.


‘Boarding School for Witches’ was another favourite. We discovered the joy of learning magic at school well before Harry Potter did, and it was a fantastically flexible game that we played everywhere. My parents, in between Jehovah’s Witness commitments, tried very hard to take us on entertaining, informative outings at weekends. Their ideas for doing this involved lots of country walks, cycle rides and visits to stately homes. Immi and I weren’t especially grateful for these outings, and would have been relatively bored if we hadn’t taken such enthusiastic refuge in playing imaginary characters. The witches at boarding school, for example, went on a lot of school trips. So when we went to stately homes, Immi and I took great delight in spending the entire day talking as though we were witches visiting a famous witch or wizard’s house. ‘Look at all these people she’s turned to stone!’ we would exclaim if there were statues on display. We were suspicious that one of our classmates was actually a fairy in disguise, and would question her, trying to trap her into admitting her lack of credentials. This, of course, in real life just involved us talking to the air, as we didn’t have anyone to play our supporting cast. We really must have been two very baffling girls to observe when out and about. Dressed identically in vaguely Victorian fashions, muttering at the air, occasionally talking about our sadly absent husbands and wilful daughters, and sometimes diving for cover from imaginary bombs. Reciting spells, waving invisible wands, darting disquietingly around while hiding from foes that only we could see. We didn’t do a great job of appearing normal, and it didn’t occur to either of us to care.


Even when I was playing with Immi, there was plenty within our games from which I could get a frisson of what I now recognise as kinky excitement. Our house was set in large communal gardens, where we were allowed to play without supervision as long as we stayed together. Which wasn’t a problem: I wanted to stay with Immi always. One of our oft-repeated games involved one of us being tied to a lamppost with a skipping rope by the other. The lamppost ticked, presumably because the light within was on a timer, but we enjoyed pretending that it was a time-bomb, and that if we didn’t manage to escape quickly enough, we’d be blown up. This game was one which we sometimes played with other neighbourhood children, and I, being the youngest, was the one who was most likely to be last to get tied up. Often, it seemed that the others would tire of the game before I got my chance, which I found hugely annoying. Immi and I tied ourselves to a road sign once, playing suffragettes. And an old lady who lived opposite took it upon herself to come out and tell us not to. It was dangerous, she claimed. Had we considered what would happen if the housing estate burned down? We had not. We were surrounded by damp grass and concrete. It seemed unlikely. I suspected this old lady must also have believed in a Jehovah’s Witness-style God who capriciously sent unlikely disasters down from heaven if the correct prayers had not been said. Anyway, we didn’t play suffragettes in front of her house again. I sensed that maybe we shouldn’t have done it, for some reason I couldn’t explain. Being tied up felt somehow private to me, and being confronted over doing it felt like an unpleasant exposure which I didn’t want to repeat.


It’s probably worth saying at this point that of course when I was this young, being tied up or playing games about kidnap wasn’t a sexual experience. I wasn’t yet a sexual being; I wasn’t capable of responding to anything sexually yet. I just knew that it made any game far more fascinating to me, and that I always wanted more of it. And all kinkiness aside, playing with my sister was still one of the very best and most enjoyable things in my life. I love my sister. Did you know? I’ve never dared to ask whether Immi found my frequent desire to make our games a little more tragic a bit annoying. I imagine that taking part in any collaborative activity with a monomaniac is something of a trial.


The world of our own, created mainly by Immi and entered into wholeheartedly by me, was a joyful refuge from the limits of our Jehovah’s Witness existence. And the large and rambling communal gardens of our home formed a perfect canvas on which we could create. Sadly, we lost access to this particular playground when I was seven, Immi eleven, when our parents cruelly decided to move house. Why do parents do this? Let’s jolly well race to Chapter Three and find out.










Chapter Three



The Sexy School Library


While I was falling down stairs, tying myself to things and agonising over my imaginary daughter’s performance at school, my father had continued to go to work in his bush, day after day, week after week. He did such a good job in there that he was headhunted to work for a big international scientific organisation. My father was to be their scientific secretary, and confusingly, he was also going to have a secretary for the first time in his career.


This, excitingly, meant that our family was going to have more money, for two reasons. Firstly, my father’s salary would increase. Secondly, my mother was worried about him having a secretary, because she thought that whoever this secretary might be, she’d probably fancy my dad. As a result, my mother, in a determined and impulsive move, took a course in shorthand and typing, qualified, and then applied to be his secretary herself. She got the job. So instead of having one parent at work, we suddenly had two. We would be more affluent, and that meant we could move to a bigger house.


I remember our first house as enormous, because it was on three floors, and because you could run round and round endlessly between the connecting sitting room and study. Our second house was nowhere near as grand in my eyes. It was in a long, narrow village a few miles away from where we’d lived before, and we lived at one end of it, in a two-storey, 1960s detached house with extraordinary white-plastic cladding on the front. Its front drive sloped steeply down, which made it splendid for skateboarding on, and its back garden was full of spiders, the smallish, jumping kind. I’d never seen so many in my life; it was terrifying.


When we first had a visitor, a friend of my mother’s from the congregation, she asked me whether I liked the new house. ‘No, because it’s smaller than our old one,’ I replied. When she’d left, my mother was very cross. I’d made my parents sound as though they were downsizing through poverty, she explained. My mother was sensitive about such things, and must have been proud of my father’s success. She did not want me giving the impression that we’d fallen upon hard times.


But we had. At least, Immi and I had. We started a new school in the middle of the summer term. We’d both been happy at our original schools, despite a bit of bullying from kids who thought we were weird because of our religion. Starting at Southwater Primary School was a nasty shock.


The first sign that we were at a school with bullying problems came for me on my first day. One girl in my class, Laura, was a warm, good-natured person who befriended me immediately. This was a brave and kind-hearted thing to do, and I appreciated her very much. She wasn’t skinny like the rest of the class who persisted in a pretence that she had fleas because of this. None of them would touch her, and none of them would stand on the top step of our classroom stairs because, apparently, it was ‘her’ step and if you stepped on it you’d catch her fleas too.


All of this, I suppose, is pretty standard unpleasant behaviour of a sort that’s repeated all over the country among children who are too young to have learned empathy. But the organised nature of it shocked me – the fact that they were willing to work together to make another child’s life unpleasant struck me as sinister.


Quickly, the word went round that Laura and I were lesbians. We’d been seen holding hands, which was all the evidence they needed. Jehovah’s Witnesses took an anti-homosexuality stance, so I’d sadly grown up with the idea that it was wrong. But even so, it seemed vicious to me to use it as an insult, especially for such an innocent thing as holding hands with another seven-year-old. I started to feel nervous going to school with these children, who behaved in a way I found unpleasantly tribal and hostile. Once people discovered that Immi and I were Jehovah’s Witnesses, the bullying started in earnest. Immi was more stoic than me, so I didn’t realise till years later how bad it had been for her. At the time, I only knew that I was getting scared of going to school.


In my second week, a group of girls surrounded me on the school field at playtime. One of them pulled up the skirt of my red-and-white-gingham summer uniform. I was used to this kind of behaviour. At my old school, boys took plenty of delight in playing ‘knicker chase’ with girls who ran shrieking away from them at the horror of having their panties shown to the rest of the school. As a fast runner, it had never actually happened to me, but I was aware it was a normal thing for kids to do. However, these girls went further. One of them grabbed hold of my panties and pulled them right down, while the others crowed in triumph. Despite their religious conservatism, my family was not shy about nudity, and at seven I didn’t have any particular shame about my body. But even so, I was aware that this conduct crossed a line. I felt that people who could pull someone’s panties down for fun could not be trusted. I wonder if they ruined any potential I might have had to enjoy being dominated by women? I shall blame those grubby-minded little girls. They also liked to pick the locks on the toilet stalls by using the buttons on their cardigans as screwdrivers. It seemed to me at the time (and still seems now) that wanting to humiliate people like that was pretty mean, but also crude, and stupid. I did not relish being in a classroom with these individuals for six hours a day. I was not altogether sorry that they’d all die in Armageddon.


I was, as I’ve said, a tall child. For the first time in my life I wanted to be shorter, less visible, less likely to be picked out in a crowd. Everything about me seemed to attract unkind attention, and I became less and less willing to go to school. Fortunately for me, either my parents were unusually gullible or I was a better than average actress for my age. I like the sound of the latter.


‘Mummy, I don’t feel well.’ I would subside, droopily, against my mother as we got ready for school in the mornings. My mother was always worried about catching viruses, so her fear of illness probably stopped her from being as suspicious as she should have been. ‘Please can I stay at home today?’ Staying at home, in fact, normally meant being transported to my determinedly non-Jehovah’s Witness grandmother’s house. This excellent lady had a house with a television in it. She let me watch a programme called Super Gran, which I assume she picked out for purposes of propaganda. She also had an excessively sweet tooth; her biscuit tin was always bountifully full, and she’d take me to the local shops to buy chocolate at lunchtime. Really, in this regard I had a family with the most extraordinarily relaxed attitude towards school attendance. I suppose that’s what not believing that I’d ever have to actually work for a living did to them. At my granny’s house, we had eggs and oven chips for lunch, and I was allowed to loll around in front of her electric fire. This was far preferable to going to school.


And when forced to attend school, if I managed to ignore the meanest kids, there was also joy to be found. With few ways to express my latent kinkiness, I found a position that felt spectacular. At playtime, all the boys (predictably; what a shame) played football. And the girls played Humiliate Whoever’s Alone. Which is, I hope, a little less traditional.


I did not wish to gang up on people with the other girls; neither did I wish to play football. However, I found a better role. The boys did not have proper goalposts to aim at. They had to make do with piles of school jumpers, which did an inadequate job and led to much uncertainty as to whether a goal had actually been scored or not. This is where your author and her friend Laura came in. I offered our services as goalposts. I was tall and thin: exceptionally goalpost-shaped. Laura was not, but was good-natured and willing.


It’s hard to express how briefly proud, joyful and satisfied being the boys’ goalpost made me. I know that this is ludicrous, and it certainly wouldn’t be arousing for me now, but it felt marvellous at the time. I liked being useful to the boys. I liked being needed. And I liked the objectification, though I didn’t know the word yet. Sadly, this lovely role did not last; eventually a football-to-the-head incident occurred, I cried, and the boys realised that aiming footballs at girls’ heads probably wasn’t the wisest thing to do. A boy in my class called Stephen was particularly chivalrous and kind, and made me feel special and brave for having been hurt so grievously in the line of duty. And thus, friends, I discovered the double pleasure of being a submissive masochist. You get the sensation of being hurt in the first place, plus all the lovely attention if anyone thinks they’ve maybe pushed you too far. It is heaven. I fell in love with Stephen, and the crush lasted for the rest of my school career.


I’m afraid I wasn’t altogether faithful to him in my heart, though, because when I moved up a year group, I also fell in love with my teacher. Mr Bryce was the first male teacher I’d ever had, and there I began my tradition of falling in love with every single one. He was far more scary-looking than the softer, older female teachers I’d had up to this point, and was capable of putting on the most spectacular rages when he thought it necessary. But for the first time in my school career I found myself really caring about whether my teacher liked me or not. As I look back, I realise how kind he was. He must have noticed that my religion isolated me. After all, it was he who had to look after me during school assemblies when I had to stay in the classroom, and he was the person who had to make up alternative activities for me to do at Christmas time. He regularly made sure that I felt special, not just an outsider, by inviting me to talk about my religion’s traditions when festivals came up, and by making sure that general-knowledge quizzes always contained at least one question that only I, with my freakishly in-depth biblical knowledge, would be able to answer. I doubt anyone has ever made anyone else fall in love with them by displaying superior biblical knowledge, but I think that in my muddled, childish brain, that’s what I tried to do. He, obviously, didn’t fall in love with me, because he was a proper actual grown-up man who probably wasn’t as impressed with my memorised list of the books of the Bible as he pretended to be. But he was kind, and didn’t let people bully each other in his class, which I appreciated.


I also appreciated the school library. It was there that I discovered the fascinating world of Victorian England. In The Victorians, a book I found on my first visit, there were detailed depictions of judicial floggings in the crime-and-punishment section, and descriptions of corporal punishment in the chapter on education. I loved the Victorians. I borrowed and read every book in the school library before moving on to borrowing more from our local town’s library, which was much bigger and had a book about the history of education. It was glorious; the main thing that happened in history, in schools, seemed to be a plethora of beatings.


‘Shall we play Victorians?’ I asked Immi, hopefully, one afternoon. Immi hadn’t fixated on that era as I had, so was short on inspiration. I, with all the knowledge, was too diffident to suggest that we could set the game in a prison. When we did manage to get a game afloat, it developed into being mostly about dressing up. We experimented with putting our dressing gowns on back to front, which we thought looked very historical indeed.


Privately, I went one step further – I’d been interested in the restriction-themed possibilities of corsets, but hadn’t figured out how to approximate one. Then it occurred to me that I could create a tiny waist for myself by wrapping my dressing gown cord around it, and tying it off as tightly as possible. The result looked wonderful, I thought. But best of all was the feeling; it hurt and it made me short of breath, but for reasons I couldn’t begin to understand, both of these sensations were appealing to me. I’d read that Victorian ladies even slept in corsets in order to maintain their figures. Extreme as this seemed, I did try, and consequently found that my masochism does have limits.


It wasn’t until years later, at twenty-five, that I was finally laced into a proper corset in an expensive shop in Kensington. It was every bit as splendid as I’d imagined. But we’ll get to that. First I have to tell you about ballet, exhibitionism and looking in the mirror. It’ll be just as delightful as it sounds. Come along, everyone!










Chapter Four



Early Episodes of Exhibitionism


‘Joceline,’ read my form tutor’s report, describing my fourteen-year-old self, ‘is a quiet girl who rarely makes herself heard in class.’ This was, broadly speaking, true of my at-school personality throughout my school life. At Southwater Primary School I’d learned that children were capable of grotesque cruelty towards each other, so I absented myself as much as possible. I continued to be ‘ill’ as much as I could get away with. Which was a lot. I aimed for a four-day school week throughout my high-school years, but when forced to attend school physically, I took myself elsewhere internally. My high-school biology notes, for example, took the form of a gaily coloured, comprehensive series of drawings of gymnasts. I did not enjoy biology, so I treated myself to rhythmic gymnastics instead. I was convinced that I’d never need biology notes anyway. It turns out that I was correct.


My parents found the frequent messages about my supposed ‘quietness’ and inability to make myself heard puzzling. Despite my unhappiness at school, I still managed to be extraordinarily bumptious and annoying with my family. In fact, I probably saved up the most precocious and wearing aspects of myself to express in the safety of my home, in front of people who were trapped with me, and therefore had to absorb it. My parents took this with good grace. Immi began to avoid inviting her friends back home so as not to expose them to her little sister’s increasingly show-off behaviour. Most irksome of all to her was my new experimental way of talking. At around eight years old, I became aware that I was far too big. I was no longer small enough to wear any clothes from Mothercare, and had to wear black, grown-up-looking wellington boots instead of the little short red ones that normal-sized children enjoyed. At least, I assume they enjoyed them. Perhaps they just took them for granted in a nasty, smug, under-sized way. I did not want to be a big girl. I wanted to be a small girl, because small girls were cuter. Since I couldn’t do anything about my physical size, I decided to modify my voice. I would have a small, cute, sweet little girl’s speaking voice. ‘Am I SWEET?’ I enquired of Immi, in a high-pitched cutesy way. I pronounced ‘sweet’ as ‘shweet’, deciding that speech impediments were more childishly alluring. I sounded like a sinister falsetto Sean Connery impersonator. Immi informed me that I was not, in fact, sweet.


‘I’m feeling shhhhleeepy!’ I insisted, subsiding against Immi in the back of the car on the way home from a Jehovah’s Witness meeting. Immi retreated into her book, plastering herself against the car window to get away from her cloyingly weird little sister. ‘I love shhhaushhages!’ I exclaimed over dinner. My mother smiled indulgently. Immi looked slightly sick. Finally, I went too far. ‘Can I shhhhit on you?’ I implored Immi, sidling over to her on the sofa and trying to perch on her knee. ‘WHAT did you say?’ she exploded, hearing the forbidden word that I, in my attempt at being shhhhhweet, hadn’t realised I’d said. In my horror that Immi might tell our parents that I’d started using obscene language, I decided that talking like a small child wasn’t bringing me a sufficient return on my investment, so I started seeking attention through more physical means.


By this point, I had lost all interest in ever trying to look normal in a single picture anyone ever took of me. I’m not sure why – maybe it was the beginning of my desire to prioritise originality over propriety. It may have started with my first school photo, taken when I was six. Most children seem to become quite bashful when confronted by a school photographer. I, on the other hand, responded by pulling an extremely odd face, out of the sheer delight of being able to exercise my own choice in the matter. Subsequently my school photos became increasingly disquieting to look at, as I experimented with faces (chin pushed right in against neck, weird cutesy Shirley Temple smirks, brows lowered while glaring up through eyelashes). Doing a normal face became entirely uninteresting to me. It is still of only limited interest, to be honest with you.


Once I discovered ballet, I became more ambitious, and involved my entire body in this glut of creativity. Balletic arm positions while out on country walks, striking angular poses while half-hidden by tree trunks, ‘casual’ stances while balanced precariously on narrow walls. A particular low point is captured in a family photo posed by a farmer’s fence. My sister is standing, looking normal. My father is standing next to her, also looking normal, except for a perm that my mother had made him have. I, aged ten, am wearing a bright yellow parka. My hood is up, so that I look both bald and like an alien. One parka-clad arm is pointing out at a right angle to my body, resting on the top of the fence post. Both my hand and fingers are rigidly splayed out. I am smiling like a maniac, head tipped determinedly to one side. It was an excellent preparation for my future career. Now, doing this sort of thing is a way of life. The only difference is that quite often I don’t wear clothes, and as a result, I usually no longer look bald.


It didn’t occur to me as a ten-year-old that I could ever be a model, since I fully expected Armageddon to arrive long before I reached adulthood. Also, I’m certain that modelling wouldn’t have been seen by anyone as an acceptable job for a Jehovah’s Witness. Most of them seemed to be window cleaners. So I just enjoyed doing peculiar things on camera with no expectation that I’d one day earn a living doing exactly that.


There was a large mirror on our living-room wall, and I spent happy hours in front of it perfecting my next poses. By this, I genuinely mean hours. With no television, by far the most interesting thing in our house to watch was me, at least in my own estimation. I tried to bring my family around to this way of thinking too. ‘Watch me, Mummy! I’m doing the splits!’ ‘Watch me, Daddy! I’m standing on one leg!’ ‘Watch me, Immi! Oh. You’ve gone.’ And once my father had bought a video camera, I began making ‘advertisements’, including wafting around in lace underwear talking about perfume. My parents were remarkably relaxed in allowing this bizarrely sexualised behaviour, and it gave me the confidence as an adult to eventually explain to them what my job involved. I don’t know why I even had lace underwear at the age of thirteen. I have a suspicion that my grandmother might have let Immi and me choose whatever we liked from a catalogue. As a result, I had some stunningly inappropriate sheer lingerie. And it seemed not at all unnatural to spend afternoons reclining on our sofa, filming myself as I rubbed a bottle of perfume over my body and murmured in what I fondly believed to be a seductive voice, ‘A rose, is a rose, is a rose,’ and, ‘Parfum de Parfait, a fine fragrance for her …’ Obviously, none of it made any sense. Having been denied access to TV adverts, I only had the shakiest idea of how to actually make one. But it does strike me as odd that I was doing almost the exact thing that I now earn my living from when I make custom fetish videos for clients. I love it as much now as I did then. I’m just grateful that the internet didn’t exist back in the 1980s, because if it had, my ‘adverts’ would be all over it. Unless YouTube banned them for being in abysmally bad taste. In which case they’d be right.


I also very much enjoyed being naked in public. My naive, liberal parents had gone to some lengths to stop Immi and me feeling any sense of inhibition or shame about our bodies. Both my mother and father were casually naked around the house, steadfastly avoided euphemisms for body parts, and wandered in and out of the family bathroom irrespective of who else was using it. These efforts should really have conspired to make me similarly unaware of, and disinterested in, nudity, and I can’t think why it failed. I was perfectly comfortable naked. On the other hand, I was aware that other people weren’t, and got huge enjoyment from the power this gave me. One summer, on a country walk with members of the Jehovah’s Witness congregation, my family, and Immi’s (secret) boyfriend, I decided to take off my top. At eleven years old I didn’t have even the beginnings of breasts, so my torso might as well have been a boy’s. However, the connotations are different, and Immi was mortified. ‘Mummy, make her put her clothes back on!’ she whispered, horror-struck, to our mother. ‘No, no; we shouldn’t be ashamed of our bodies!’ admonished Mummy, completely missing the point that I wasn’t casually undressing for comfort. I was undressing for my audience, even though most of them were steadfastly looking the other way in case Jehovah suspected them of actually wanting to look at a ridiculous topless child. ‘She’s showing off!’ argued Immi. Immi was right. Semi-naked, I felt superior to the more inhibited members of the group. I felt interesting, bold, original and rather naughty. I was insufferable. But thirty years later, I realise that it was this ghastly character trait that’s allowed me to work so happily as a nude model, and with maturity I’ve learned to make other people (like new, shy photographers) feel comfortable around me when I’m naked. Dear Immi, I’m so sorry that the eleven-year-old me lacked any compassion. I’ve never really put my clothes properly on again since.
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