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Not every strange occurrence is readily explained by logic.

But, and just as deductive and fact based reasoning often finds itself at a loss in the face of phenomena that defies that point of progression to where its progress and development have led it down the years, so can these seemingly other-worldly examples that for the moment baffle science be no more than the clever, sometimes ingenious, artifices conjured into being by those with a special interest for so doing.

Normally financial.

The story you are about to read defies both logical interpretation and the simple explanation of venal self-interest. 

A tale touched upon by many writers on the subject of the horrific and the occult, mystery and suspense, down through the ages but seldom inspiring much in the way of either belief or interest to gain the attention of a debunking – and sometimes blinkered – logic.

As with many tales of a similar kind, this one begins with a single man.

A man we shall call “Jonathon Hesketh”.  

A man of mature middle-years who was about to come face to face with events that would not only be beyond his understanding but would enslave his very soul...
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After having made his way successfully in the world of men, his yearning for peace, solitude, and a life away from the existence of businessmen where he could read, write, and perhaps paint, had led him here.

To a world of women.

There were men here too, of course there were, but they were pale imitations of what he considered a man to be.

Malleable. 

Deferential.

Inconsequential.

Bending the knee to those women in whose midst he now found himself.

Two of them – three with her - on a regular basis.

And more throughout the quaint English village that seemed as if it belonged to another, slower, time and had been what attracted him in the first place.

By such mendacious picture-postcards are the unwary lulled.

One of those women in whose home he lived and toiled older than him at fifty-two by five years, and the actual owner of the Manor House on the Suffolk coastline that seemed to him more maximum-security than desirable domicile.

“Containing” him as a prison contains an inmate sentenced to spend time within its secure walls.

Only without the need for locks, bars, and guards.

And with discipline that seemed to him far more draconian.

Even if it was administered amidst well-heeled and comfortable surroundings.
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That older woman one of steely will and a warped sexuality she camouflaged in the costumes, make-up, and scents of the female gender when, as he knew to his cost, what lay beneath was an unfeeling monster regardless of her gender. 

Witness the thin but secure collar fastened about his neck that proclaimed him not just her property but that of the home’s other English occupant also.

An older woman who needed neither money nor shelter after the death of a mysterious husband she spoke of as if he were an absent pet. A husband who, like him, had made his money in the City before meeting her and falling in love with the peace and tranquillity of the small village where she already resided, nestled obscurely between Aldeburgh and Orford and utterly ignored by the tourists to be found swamping the area in the summer months; thus leaving its beach and sea washing its sand in conjunction with the moon free of anything other than a few cockling boats and other light craft. 

The woman’s husband, in common with him, nothing more than a bee to honey.

Not suspecting that the honey in this particular neck of the woods was not only foul but... addictive.

From Hesketh’s very first necessary visit to her home there had been no mistaking the air of authority that she had either acquired or convinced herself was natural. A “Lady of the Manor” attitude with which he had very little patience.

It was obvious she enjoyed both responsibility and the power and respect it gave her. 

The means he had witnessed in others – mostly men – that allowed them to... dominate.

And then there was the younger English woman whose relationship to her was still a mystery to him.

The woman who shared her home with her.

The younger woman with full responsibility for its smooth running.

Along with the third member of the home’s female triad she supervised.

And the one who frightened him the most.

The huge Trinidadian housekeeper who kept him in his place by her size and power alone.

And would have done so even without the occult assistance given her.

As he went about his chores on all-fours, cleaning the kitchen-floor under her direction, this as she sat on a stool at her ease with one massive thigh crossed over the other and sipped at the coffee he had made her before beginning his task, his mind went back to that fateful day when he’d taken his car off the beaten track and stumbled across the sign, almost lost amongst the foliage in which it rested, which read:

“La-Voile-de-Soie”

When he’d reached the village itself and took in its picturesque homes and tiny shops that gave the impression of being unchanged for centuries, staring with admiration as the slight mist coming in off the North Sea gave the whole scene the look of a photographer’s gauze, he realised his sketchy French translation of its name was more than likely correct:

“The-Veil-of-Silk” 

What he would soon call it in the privacy of his head and the captivating experience of his first visit was another matter entirely...
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Even before his growing suspicions and concerns revealed themselves for the truths they were, Jonathon Hesketh, recently of London’s Isle of Dogs and yet another plush Thameside development unaffordable for those locals with lives spent in the area, had begun to picture this self-styled “Lady-of-the-Manor” in a way that surprised him.

Never having had the slightest interest in that area of male-female relations commonly referred to as “S&M”  or “BDSM”, he continually expressed himself surprised when various images of her in the role of controlling governess, cruel dominatrix, or strict nanny, flashed into his thoughts.

But it would only be, as it so often is, when the die had been truly cast and what it came up with unstoppable that he would curse himself for not listening to this inner-voice of warning.

And so the world turns...

It wasn’t until he had finally put all his business and social affairs in order back in London’s Docklands that he was ready to move, lock-stock-and-barrel, to the picture-perfect little two-bedroomed cottage at the edge of the sea that was actually a part of Madame Viveca Du Bellay’s estate.

How the somewhat entitled and self-regarding woman, whose roots she had told him with obvious pride and no small hauteur went all the way back to Carolingian Anjou, had landed up on England’s East-Coast was not clear to him, but she was at least hospitable and, after having satisfied herself he had enough of the gentleman about him to be acceptable to her sensitivities that she - a descendant (if she were to be believed) of the movers and shakers of the early Angevin Empire - had offered him, Jonathon Hesketh out of the Isle of Dogs, the lease of her cottage.

At first, so-called high-born Angevin or not, he had been of a mind to politely turn her down.

He did not like entanglements; even of so loose a kind as tenant and landlady; and had he wanted a woman in his life then he was attractive enough and financially viable enough to have found one by now.

No.

After having made his money in the frenetic world of the financial market, all he wanted was somewhere to read in peace and, perhaps, do some of those things denied him by the time consuming demands of making money for others as well as himself.

Things such as learning to create in pastels and teaching himself to play the piano.

Even if it was for the pleasure of his own ears rather than for those affixed to the head of the more discerning listener.  

Domesticity and all that went with it, like family and responsibility, were not for him; what he wanted was a place he could say he owned in this little village that had so enchanted him – not to mention the fact he considered renting no more than the outlay of money for no future return.

Just the same, when he was told the sum he would be expected to pay for a monthly rental and realised he could use his stay there to seek out something more suitable he could actually buy, he soon persuaded himself around to the merit of the idea.

And so it was that Madame Viveca Du Bellay won herself a... temporary ...tenant for her cottage by the sea.

And Jonathon Hesketh began his search for a property he could buy in the area.

As well as a fuller exploration of the village and its surroundings that had so enchanted him.

It was enchantment that soon turned to puzzlement and, in turn, suspicion.

Not that the town seemed any the less charming to him on the aesthetic and tranquil levels, you understand?

Its appeal to him now was as strong as powerful as it had been the first time he’d seen it.

But there were other more puzzling, if not troubling, things he began to notice.  

Why were the men of the village he encountered serving in the few shops, or tending gardens or something similar, so diffident in conversation?

No.

Not diffident, he had corrected his first impression.

Reticent.

To the point almost of being... he felt ridiculous even as the word suggested itself to him ...submissive.

As if they feared they might say something indiscreet to him that might land them in trouble.

But in trouble with whom?

With the women, he noted, there was no such holding back; even if it did seem to him there was a certain... smugness ...at the back of their interaction with him, as if they knew something he didn’t.

Something their haughty manner suggested was crucial to his well-being but was also a piece of knowledge they had no intention of sharing with him.

There was, in fact, something he found mildly disturbing in the familiarity of the atmosphere he encountered. “Familiar” as in he felt it was something he had either experienced before in the flesh or read of it somewhere.

Something he picked up on from the attitude of the women towards him. 

A feeling that, just like the other men he had come across in the village, he was being, not tolerated, but... managed.

“Why is there no pub in the village?” he asked over evening – or ‘High’ - tea at ‘Madame’s’, shortly after his arrival at the cottage, this as Niobe, the surly and hulking Trinidadian housekeeper served their refreshment, unable to quite conceal her contempt for the man in their midst.

A contempt, for someone she knew so little of, that same man could only find it puzzling.

What could he possibly have done to offend her?

No matter she was a woman, he told himself, there was something distinctly... malevolent ...about this female whose English was still heavily tainted with the more sing-song cadences of her Caribbean roots; the menace he sensed in her not diluted any by the soft-lighting of “Madame’s” surprisingly modern and minimally furnished home.

Anyway, as Niobe left it was the young English woman who responded:

“Madame forbids it,” she told him, her accent striking him as, unsurprisingly, native East-Country.

“Forbids it?” he repeated, wondering if he’d misheard, remarking to himself once again on the supercilious look on the younger woman’s face that impacted any appeal her well-made body and almost pretty features might have held for him and would have proved considerable had he been one of that huge majority of men for whom looks transcended spiritual appeal.

For all his reclusive and solitary nature, Jonathon Hesketh remained something of a romantic as well as a man of no small imagination.

“That’s right,” said the dark-haired woman whose name he had now been told was Alyssa, this as he sipped at his tea with ‘Madame’ looking on, though her younger guest’s surname had not been supplied. 

“Left to their own devices and given enough temptations,” the young and supercilious girl who could not be more than twenty-three went on, well-formed tan and bare legs crossed and in full-view of eyes he kept studiously averted from the expanse of strong thigh he had glimpsed at their summit, “men will create problems not only for themselves but for those with responsib-...”

She broke off at a cough from Viveca Du Bellay and, when she spoke again, Hesketh was certain the words she chose were not those she first intended.

“...For those with their best interests at heart,” she finished.

Hesketh, who as noted was neither a natural socialiser nor big drinker himself, enjoyed taking a book to the pub and having a quiet read over a pint or two once in a while, just the same, and was disappointed to hear there was no hostelry of the kind in the village and he would need to drive to Orford or elsewhere if he fancied a pint and a read in convivial surroundings.

Asking himself at the same time how he could have missed the absence of one during his walks around the village as it also struck him that he was feeling suddenly and unaccountable weary.

“You look tired, Mr Hesketh,” observed Alyssa, though even as his eyes grew heavier he realised he could detect no sign of concern for a guest in her voice.

What he did detect through his growing lassitude, in fact, was... excitement.

With an effort, he forced his eyes to open, sensing that if he didn’t he would soon be falling asleep on them.
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“Yes. I seem to feel very weary of a sudden.”

“It often happens, Jonathon,” reassured the voice of Viveca Du Bellay. “The air coming in from the sea comes here fresh to us all the way from the Urals and is most heady to those unused to it.”

He nodded, though he had no idea from where the air he was breathing originated – nor cared, so long as it filled his lungs with its life-giving sustenance.  

“I... I think...”

His last conscious thought was of Alyssa taking his tea from him and seating herself on the edge of the low table on which she placed it.

Powerful and tan thighs accompanying his thoughts into oblivion as she watched his departure...
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​Two
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Returning to his cottage that evening after asking the glowering figure of Niobe to apologise to Madame and Alyssa for having fallen asleep on them, Hesketh felt himself incredibly refreshed. 

When he had awakened – or rather Niobe shook him awake - from his unplanned “nap” two hours had passed, darkness had fallen, and there was no sign of his self-regarding hostess and her equally supercilious and superior house-guest. 

Which did not stop him from hoping his slide into unbidden somnolence had not given offence; though he felt out of countenance when he recalled the last image before the Trinidadian housekeeper had shaken him awake and felt intense relief the woman had no idea of how his subconscious had pictured her.

Understandably so, given that last image had been of her standing at the top of a staircase looking down at him imperiously and possessively.

Which had been disturbing enough for him and only made worse by the basque and stockings she had somehow managed to squeeze her huge body into.

And worse again by the coiled whip held at her side in a gloved hand.

“I’ll just find Madame Viveca and Ms Alyssa and apologise to them,” he informed her as he rose from the chair, unable to meet her eyes, it only occurring to him later how deferentially he had referred to the older woman and her younger house-guest.
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And more in the way of puzzlement was to follow as Niobe simply guided him to the front-door with a few words to the effect that the Mistress and Ms Alyssa were not offended and would see him the next day.

Which was when, as she began to close the door on me that he might make the short walk towards the sea and his waiting cottage, that he uttered the few simple words that disturbed him most:

“Thank you, Miss Niobe.”

His last view of that fleshy Caribbean face as the door closed on him was of an evil and satisfied smile.

His over respectful response to a self-aggrandizing fifty-something, a smug and supercilious woman barely out of girlhood, and a huge and fearsome Caribbean domestic, something that troubled him for the length of his short walk to the cottage until, telling himself he was overreacting to his own tiredness and the effect of new surroundings, he put his uncharacteristic... deference ...to the back of his mind.

Unsurprisingly upon reaching his new residence, Hesketh found himself full of energy and set about opening some of his belongings that were stacked in boxes awaiting his attention.

Also unsurprisingly for such a long-term bibliophile, it was the boxes containing his collection of books he began to unpack first.

Consequently, it was not long before he found the forms he had used to address the three women receding to the back of his mind as the pleasure of literature read, and that still to be discovered, gained his attention with its usual all-consuming facility.

Though it was the subject matter of another novel that was uppermost in his thoughts.

The same story he had read in his mid-teens, whose title and author he could not recall, that had been so eerily prescient in the events it described that were – if not an exact match for what he was experiencing now – so similar in so many respects to what he saw and felt about the village and its inhabitants.

The strange thing was that though he could not recall author or title he remembered the story itself and all its small but crucial elements of brooding mysticality in a tale of old love and human bondage that described how a holidaying Civil Servant, holidaying in Northumbria, came face to face in a sleepy village with the female malignity from whose clutches he had once escaped.

Story recalled, he soon forgot about his unpacking of the books and hunted out the kettle and tea-pot to accompany his thinking.

Thinking that became almost as familiar as if the manuscript were to hand and he were scanning its contents.

Snatches of imagery and dialogue from the piece suggested itself to him and did nothing to reassure the nagging belief that all was not well in his world.

Despite feeling about as refreshed and invigorated by his recent sleep as he could ever recall after waking.

Not having been read for so long made no difference to his recall of it and all too eerily gave substance to the misgivings that had been escalating in his thoughts almost from the time he had arrived back in the village for the second time...

He recalled the unknown author’s description of his luckless Civil Servant’s first encounter with the larger than life landlady about to change his life...

...This was a large woman. A woman, moreover, whose hands, feet, and features swam in his direction as if they were part of an oncoming Dreadnought and he a stricken submarine it intended to ram. 

Oval and compelling dark eyes beamed out from above an hourglass figure laden with too much sand yet still... sensual.

She was, it seemed to him, more vibrant, alert, and lithe, than any woman of her side had a right to be.

She also seemed smug and triumphant as a vision of her looking more svelte in the clothing of a Soho dominatrix suggested itself to him...

...The same vision he himself had had when reading this exact same passage all those years previously was flooding Hesketh’s inner-vision and it took an effort of will for him to move past his queerly surprising and excited reaction to it before his thoughts again returned to a recall of the old story he found so eerily prescient.

His sudden feeling of foreboding not shaken by the urgency of a full-bladder after his third tea interrupted his thoughts revisiting of a text he had read as a schoolboy and once again as a man. 
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A text, he now recalled, that had triggered into being a whole host of strange desires in his young and impressionable mind he knew, just the same, were neither normal nor healthy and only the sense of moral rectitude and sexual correctness instilled in him by parents now long departed parents ensured he felt ashamed enough of his response to bury them deep in that subterranean vault of the soul where the great many of us sentence those thoughts with which we are not comfortable and are ill-equipped, by either intellect or self-awareness, to reach an accommodation with which we can live.

In short, Jonathon Hesketh was no better equipped to understand his responses to both his fledgling experiences in the village and his recall of the text that had once so badly disturbed his sense of himself as a young man and was now doing so again.

A disturbance that diminished not one iota as he squeezed a fourth, final, and barely lukewarm, Lipton’s from the tea-pot and sent his thoughts back to that old and prescient story...

...It was just after sunset and the quaint structures traced magical outlines against a Turneresque sky of gold and red. 

The dusk was hunting light from the twisted streets and the spell of this kind of scene had always moved Willens and it was so that night – though he would later say that what came to him had nothing directly to do with the mystery and wonder of the scene itself.

And certainly not those subtle transformations of the spirit that come with beauty.

No. 

The impressions came from somewhere else. 

For instance, down the busy main street where men and women made their way from work that seemed to him burdensome only to the men, the women idling at those stalls and barrows remaining open or gossiping in groups, Willens saw that he aroused no interest and that no one turned to stare at him as he was used to those of the North of England staring at a Londoner who was also a stranger. 

He was, in fact, utterly ignored, and his presence among them excited no special interest or attention.

And then, quite suddenly, it dawned upon him with an unshakable conviction that all the time this indifference and inattention to his presence was merely feigned. 

Everybody as a matter of fact was watching him closely. 

Especially the women.

Every movement he made was known and observed by them and ignoring him was all a pretence.

An elaborate pretence.

He asked himself how he knew this and soon gave it up as useless. But the fact of this female scrutiny of him remained in his head – even if it could not be explained. It was a discovery that gave him something of a shock but, before he got back to the inn, another curious thing rose up strongly in his mind and forced a recognition of it as true. 

This too, it must be said at once, being equally inexplicable to him. 

Willens had been in a shop when it came to him first - though the idea must have been at work for a long time subconsciously to appear in so complete a form all at once. 

He had wandered in to buy socks with his dreadful French, when it struck him that the woman in the shop did not care two pins whether he bought anything or not. 

She was indifferent whether she made a sale or did not make a sale. 

She was, he felt convinced, only pretending to sell.

It was to be this very small and fanciful incident that created the spark that lit the line of powder and ran along to the big blaze in his mind.

The whole town, he suddenly realised, was something other than he had so far seen it. 

The real activities and interests of the people were elsewhere and in no way as they appeared. 

Their true lives were behind the scenes. Their apparent busy-ness was just a disguise masking their actual purposes. They bought and sold, and ate and drank, and walked about the streets, yet all the while the main stream of their existence lay somewhere beyond Willens’s ken.

Underground.

In places secret to him. 

And that whole existence was driven by the women.

In the shops and at the stalls they did not care whether he purchased their articles or not.

At the inn, they were indifferent to his staying or going and their life lay remote from his own, springing from hidden, mysterious sources, coursing out of sight and stubborn to his guesswork.

And yet, for all their seeming indifference to his person, he knew he was watched... And followed...

And, incredible as it first appeared to him... coveted.

It was all a great elaborate pretence. Assumed for his benefit. Or possibly for purposes of their own. 

Though what purposes they could be was a feat of divination beyond his, as we have touched upon, straitened imaginative capacities.

What he was sure of, however, was that the main current of their energies ran elsewhere and he almost felt as an unwelcome foreign substance might be expected to feel when it has found its way into the human system and the whole body organises itself to either eject or absorb it. 

The town and its people... the town and its women... were doing this very thing to him.

It was this bizarre notion that presented itself forcibly to his mind as he retraced his steps back to the inn, wondering wherein the true life of this town could lie and what were the actual interests and activities of its hidden life.

And, now that his eyes were partly opened, he noticed other things too that puzzled him.

The first of those things being the extraordinary silence of the whole place. 

The town was positively muffled and, although the streets were paved with cobbles, the people moved about silently, softly, with padded feet, like cats. 

Nothing made noise. 

All was hushed, subdued, muted. The very voices were quiet, low-pitched like purring. Nothing clamorous, vehement or emphatic seemed able to live in the drowsy atmosphere of soft dreaming that soothed this little hill-town into its sleep. It was like the woman at the inn—an outward repose screening intense inner activity and purpose.

Demonic purpose?

Yet, and despite the above, there was no sign of lethargy or sluggishness anywhere to be observed. 

The men, for instance, were active and alert. 

Yet... 

Their fecundity was transmuted into something less frantic by a kind of magical and uncanny softness that lay over them all like a spell.

A spell which made them both malleable and accepting to whichever stronger will imposed itself upon them.

The stronger will of the feline.

When he returned to the inn and dined, he felt a new and strange world about him. 

The peace and tranquillity he had experienced earlier had vanished entirely by now and a feeling of alarm mingled itself with his wonder - alarm for the stability of what he had for forty years recognised as his 'personality'.

That night in bed, he dreamed of cats, and soft-moving creatures, and the silence of life in a dim muffled world beyond the senses. 

He dreamed also of his proprietress in ways that would shame him when he woke to recall them.

Shamed and disturbed.

“...It is no accident that you came to us, Mr Willens” his monstrous landlady assured him as she stood above his bed in her full and unadorned glory, looking just as he had pictured her upon their first acquaintance earlier in the day – apart, that is, from the fact she was in possession of two massive and breast that yet managed to be both conical and firm at the same time.
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He had been, he told himself, correct in his first impression and she was, missing weaponry notwithstanding, an Amazon of considerable power. 

As she stood before him, hands upon her hips with full confidence in her own power to subdue him, the body revealed to his shocked gaze all the more intimidating for being the embodiment of the female form – even if it was exaggerated to the extremes of his afore-acknowledged caricature – he found himself with barely enough self-will to breathe, let alone move. 

Her hair had been released and cascaded down onto sloping and powerful shoulder, almost to the incredible breasts themselves, and the sight at the vee of her legs all but deprived him of the air making passage to his lungs.

The first sight of a woman’s genitalia he had expected to be hidden by a decorous and diplomatic growth of hair scorched his senses. He had heard of the sexual decadence of the French and even fantasised over contact with a young and adventurous mademoiselle, but had not expected to see it on a Northumbrian hotel proprietor...

Whether it was simply the shock of seeing a woman in her full glory for the first time at his relatively advanced age, or the seeming savagery of the hairless slit from which sprang both nutritional excess and life itself, the effect upon poor Willens was not in question.

He was plainly and simply terrified.

The vibrant and implacable eyes that held his as she stepped closer to the cowering form beneath freshly laundered sheets, spoke of utter confidence as she continued to speak:

“Your place is with us and you will soon accept this as cast iron fact. The old ties still bind and, though you escaped them for longer than we thought possible, they are now back in place. And this time we will make sure you do not lose your shackles for one moment.”

It was all too ridiculous and Willens willed himself to tell her as much; and yet...

Something in him responded to the words of a stranger he had no recall of ever meeting and, to his horror, he realised the sheet at his groin was tenting and his manhood was responding to his monstrous hotelier with a mind of its own.

The mocking little smile that curled the corner of her plump lips brought the blood still left to him to his face.

Then, to his complete horror, and as he lay incapable of moving a muscle to prevent her; she climbed upon the bed and proceeded to place a gigantic yet shapely thigh either side of his trapped head; eyes bulging from his sockets as she placed her fingers either side of a hairless labia to tease it apart.

“You were disobedient and disrespectful to us when you ran,” she told him, eyes shining with an unholy joy as she ever so slowly lowered her womanhood towards his waiting mouth. “And now you must pay the price of your defiance.”

Unable to move his eyes, Willens watched her monstrous genitalia come ever closer to the jaw that was almost upon his chest with fear and shock; the scent of a woman’s arousal filling his nostrils for the first time and adding both to his sense of terror and the tumult at his groin.

At the very last moment before her slit settled upon his helpless lips she spoke again:

“And if your respect to us is not to our liking it will be a long, long, time before the pitiful cock I see soiling my sheets ever knows a release again.”

As her fragrant womanhood settled in upon his face, Willens finally found his voice and screamed...

...He awoke bathed in his own perspiration and then heaved a sigh of relief as he found himself gulping in free air and no landlady to be seen.

His relief was immeasurable.

Until he felt the wetness at his groin and felt the warmth of his own discharge trickling down his inner thigh...”  

...It was hardly surprising that his dreams that night – when he finally managed to reach the welcoming arms of Morpheus – were troubled and disturbing.

As well as containing something in them he found sexually... galvanising.

Especially if the condition of his bed-linen that next morning spoke to the truth of his reaction...
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It had been Niobe who had been waiting for Jonathon Hesketh at the door to the Manor-House the next lunch-time.

Dressed as he had no desire to see her dressed.

In black from head-to-foot apart from the unnatural red-hair he did not recall her having the day before and must have coloured since his visit.

Not that it made her any more attractive to him.

And the... whip? ...she held coiled in the hand wouldn’t have helped had she made even the most minute of appeals to either his emotional or more base sensibilities. 

Unless fear counted amongst their number.

A memory of the dream of his own he’d not long surfaced from raced through his thoughts...

...Staring up at his owners with the adoration a canine reserved for an adored mistress or master, naked save for his cock-cage, he opened the second of the two presents those owners had bought for their property.

The first was already in place about his neck, silver studs embedded in leather.

From a thick silver ring affixed to the back hung a long leather lead with a looped handle.

They had promised when giving it to him that they would both take him for a nice walk in the garden if he were well-behaved and, as he took in the snow covering that secluded garden through the window, he prayed they at least allowed him something warm to wear when the time came.
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