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Unnatural vices
Are fathered of our heroisms. Virtues
Are forced upon us by our impudent crimes.
T.S.Eliot


The villains in this story are entirely imaginary.
This one is for Pat, the first to wear my chains,
and Eisha, the first to wear my collar.









Chapter One
How Celia Met Her Master and Two Mistresses.


Slavery holds few men fast; the greatest number hold fast their slavery.
–Seneca


Celia Leseaux was used to waking in a strange bed after parties. She liked to let herself surface gradually, letting memory drift back, in no hurry to find out how she got there and whether it had been fun.


She didn’t have a hangover, so she must have pulled before she got seriously drunk. But she was sore in more places than she could count, so something must have been rough. On the plus side, she didn’t have the frustrated irritation which was usually part of these wakings: in fact, she realised as she came more awake, she felt better than she could ever recall. There was a blissful contentment with its centre in her belly sending its warmth all through her and making her squirm like a sun-soaked cat.


As she moved she noticed something else, and she brought a hand up to her chin. There was a broad hard band around her throat that had certainly not been there the night before, two fingers high with the smoothness of metal, warm from her skin. It had grooves in the front and rings as big as half a penny at the sides.


She sat up and stared.


She was nestled in the covers of a large brass-framed bed, which she seemed to recall had some unusual attachments that didn’t show. The bedroom was large and furnished with old mahogany pieces which gave it a comfortable background scent of polished wood. The curtains were open to the late morning sun, but the window was covered with a stained-glass pattern of coloured and textured plastic that turned the houses opposite into meaningless blurs. There was no sign of the clothes she had worn, but she saw a dressing table and bounced across to it.


At the mirror she hesitated, overcame it so automatically that an observer would not have seen the pause, and faced her reflection with an equally automatic thought of you’re fat. A man would have used terms like “plump” or “zaftig”, or possibly “Phwoar!”. But most men don’t call a woman fat until her waist is wider than her hips, an attitude that baffles Venus.


The thing around her neck was a collar of stainless steel with a D-ring on each side and engraved letters at the front. She bent closer to the mirror, deciphering the reversed script word by word, her mouth opening slowly wider. The inscription under her chin said:


SLAVE CELIA BELONGS TO MASTER & MISTRESS WORKSHOP


Oh, shit. He’d really meant it.


She straightened, still staring at her reflection, and it struck her that the hard gleaming band at her throat made her naked body look very soft and vulnerable. For a moment the usual message fat stupid carrot-head didn’t register: she saw red-gold hair and lush curves of pink and cream, a girl someone had wanted enough to claim for his property. She snorted and tugged at the collar in annoyance, and leant forward again to study the join under her ear.


‘Forget it,’ said Peter behind her. ‘There’s only one key to that lock, and I’ve got it.’


She met his eyes in the mirror, helpless between outrage and laughter. ‘You ... you take an awful lot for granted, don’t you?’


‘I’m usually right.’ He was dressed in what must be working clothes, jeans largely made of patches and a T-shirt patterned with oil and paint, but he looked as hot as the night before. His eyes sparkled mischievously. ‘I told you a job had got you. Is there anybody besides your aunt you’ll need to tell?’


‘You know an awful lot, too. Did I tell you the story of my life?’


‘We have ways of making you talk.’ He reached past her and ran delicate fingers up the fronts of her thighs, and she shivered. ‘Will Eric have taken your coat and things home?’


‘For goodness sake,’ she said breathlessly, holding the edge of the table and watching his hand in the mirror as it disappeared into her curls, ‘how am I supposed to think when you’re doing that?’


‘Practice,’ he told her. ‘A sensualist has to be able to think at both ends of her spine, like a dinosaur. Will your aunt worry if you don’t come back and pick up some luggage? Quick!’ He swatted her bent bottom with his unoccupied hand, and she jumped.


‘Eek! Yes, yes, she always worries about me, but I expect I can calm her down if I promise to call round soon, golly, how many fingers have you got?’ She sank on to her elbows and clutched her breasts as though they hurt. ‘Eric will have said I went without him – I’ll tell her – ask her – please, don’t stop!’ She half fell on the tabletop, scattering a couple of hairbrushes.


‘Please what?’ He pinned her down with a hand between her shoulders, the other hand holding her a fraction short of ecstasy.


‘Please, sir.’ Her fingers clawed at her collar. ‘Please, Master …’ She tugged at the unyielding steel. ‘Oh, MASTER!’ Her legs gave way and she lay gasping.


‘Attagirl,’ said Peter, drying his hand on his jeans. ‘Pick up those things, and you can meet the rest of the gang.’ He opened a drawer.


‘Yessah,’ muttered Celia uncertainly, crouching to scrabble under the table for a hairbrush. As she came up with them there was a small click below her left ear, and she looked round. Peter had just clipped a chain leash to her collar.


He met her frightened eyes and smiled.


‘Don’t worry, Ginger Puss,’ he said softly, taking her shoulders. ‘You belong here in the Workshop, it says so on your collar. And –’ he jerked a thumb at the obscured window panes – ‘we have that stuff up wherever it matters.’ He kissed her, and it occurred to her that he smelt as wholesome now as he had the night before; working clothes they might be, but he did not kipper them in smoke or leave sweat to dry on them. After a long gentle moment he said, ‘OK?’


She smiled uncertainly. She had no idea why she should feel reassured, but she did. ‘Yes … Master,’ she heard herself say.


‘That’s more like it. But we’ll just make sure.’ He stepped past her and opened the dressing-table drawer. ‘Hands behind your back.’


‘Yes, Master.’ He chuckled, and cold metal closed on her wrists. She looked back at the mirror, and exchanged a shaky smile with her leashed and handcuffed reflection before she was led from the room.


The Workshop’s house was laid out in Victorian style with gentry and servants’ sides, and it was down a narrow lino-covered backstairs that Peter led her, saying cheerfully ‘Morning, girls!’ as he stepped off the bottom stair. Celia tried to hesitate, but the pull on her collar was relentless; she had the choice of walking or falling headlong. She stepped into the room and looked around.


They were in a long neat cream-walled kitchen, fitted with modern white cupboards but keeping a quarry-tiled floor and a big china sink under the frosted-glass window. At the pine table a massive woman was scowling at her over a mug of coffee. She wore a glossy black leather suit with spike-heeled boots and many studs and buckles, dark hair falling over her shoulders; it was as if the original Avengers’ Emma Peel had grown middle-aged and burly without changing her style. Celia flinched from her glare and looked at the other person.


Presumably this one was female too, though with her back to them her loose blue trousers and purple sports jacket made her shape a matter of guesswork. She was very small and slender with a platinum-blonde crew cut, and wore shoes with six-inch heels in a style that was either thirty years out of date or six months ahead of the fashion, which brought her to almost average height as she stood at the cooker supervising a large frying pan.


Peter looked at Celia’s expression, and grinned. ‘Don’t worry, Ginger Puss,’ he repeated. ‘This …’ he strode to the table, and Celia perforce followed, ‘… is June, known to her clients as Mistress Juno, and she’s nothing like as fearsome as she looks. The gear is working clothes, and she never hurts anyone unless they pay her to.’


‘Don’t you believe it, girlie,’ said June with a metallic Cockney accent. ‘You wake me at two in the morning again and I’ll hurt you buckshee. I mean it, Pete, she’s got a scream like a bleedin’ glass cutter.’


‘Has she?’ said Peter, unabashed. ‘I didn’t notice, I must have been thinking about something else. Ginger Puss, remind me to get you a silencer.’


Celia realised her mouth was hanging open, closed it and swallowed. ‘Y-yes, Master. And, and I’m sorry, June. I must have been thinking about something else too.’


June’s mouth twitched unwillingly into a smile. ‘She’ll do, Pete. S’orright, ducks, just don’t do it again. We can’t all get by on four hours a night like yer boss.’ The person at the cooker began to load a plate, and June drained her coffee and stood up. ‘See yer, ducks. Me punter’s not due till ’arf past, but if I watch Gabby filling ’er face I’ll break me diet.’


‘She’s always like that at breakfast time,’ Peter reassured Celia. ‘I wouldn’t be her morning client for all the grass in California, but he likes her nasty so it suits everyone. An hour from now he’ll be too sore to sit down and she’ll be the nicest person you could meet. June says she’ll do, Gabby, what d’you think?’


The other turned to them an elfin face with deep dark eyes that studied Celia appraisingly. A jeweller’s tray of rings and studs flashed around her ears. ‘This is Gabriel,’ said Peter, ‘spelt like the angel but she’s not. She does our costumes and leatherwork, and now you’ve met everyone but Jason. You won’t see him till lunchtime, he sleeps like a bear even if he hasn’t been working late, you could have screamed till the double-glazing cracked and not woken him.’ Gabriel crossed to them, her heels clicking on the tiles. Although she must have been on tiptoe in her extraordinary shoes she moved with practised ease, her slim hips rolling at every step. ‘She’s got a year’s training as a secretary,’ Peter told her, ‘she came for the first time last night, and she calls me “Master” already. Can I pick ’em or can I?’


Gabriel walked slowly around Celia, stopped in front of her again and said in an unexpectedly low voice, ‘She blushes all over, had you noticed, Pete?’ Celia felt herself growing pinker, and bit her lip. The first flush had been of annoyance rather than modesty, for there was nothing prurient in Gabriel’s study; Celia felt more like an animal in a show, and would not have been surprised if Gabriel had put a finger in her mouth to count her teeth. She decided that if so she would bite and face the consequences.


Instead, Gabriel put her cool hands to Celia’s sides and ran her fingertips from her floating ribs to the points of her hips. ‘Got potential,’ she said. ‘How far can you pull in your tummy?’


‘How far can you pull in yours?’ It was not an inspired retort, but Celia badly needed to assert some independence. Peter grinned.


‘You’d be amazed.’ Gabriel dropped into a crouch to run a hand down the back of Celia’s leg. ‘Nice. Do ballet?’


Celia looked down at her in surprise. ‘Not for years.’


‘Legs still in shape, though.’ Her fingers traced the arch of a foot. ‘Never worn platforms, I bet. Smart girl. Ruin your feet and make you walk like Frankenstein.’ Celia flinched, and Gabriel looked up with a twinkle in her dark eyes. ‘What’s it worth not to tell Pete you’ve got ticklish feet?’


‘He found out last night, thanks.’


‘Oh, that’s what that row was? Juno’s right, you need a silencer.’ She stood up. ‘You’ll do, sister. Pete, if you mark that skin I’ll have your nuts for earrings.’ She gave Celia’s bottom a friendly pat and turned back to the stove, adding over her shoulder, ‘I’m done here, coffee’s made. OK?’


‘OK,’ said Peter. He led Celia unresisting to a ringbolt near the stove and tethered her by her collar chain. ‘Hands.’ She turned, and he released one hand, brought them in front of her and secured them again. ‘Right, I’ll have a couple of eggs on toast, and white coffee. Then feed yourself.’ He pulled a chair out from the table and lounged comfortably.


Bemused, Celia moved mechanically to put sliced bread under the grill and light the gas. She hesitated, and Gabriel said, ‘Apron’s over there.’


‘Thanks.’ It had occurred to her that she was not dressed for working with a hot pan. She dropped the apron’s yoke over her collar, but found that with her hands joined she could not bring the waist tapes together behind her back without contortions she did not care to attempt before an audience. Neither of them made any move to help, so she left it; it covered her fairly well anyway.


As the eggs began to sizzle she said to the air, ‘Doctor, I keep having this dream where I’m chained to a stove wearing nothing but an apron – Eek!’


Peter stretched out an arm and pinched her. ‘You’re not dreaming,’ he told her. ‘Where’s my coffee?’


‘That wasn’t fair,’ she said with dignity, finding mugs in a cupboard over the counter. She crouched to the refrigerator for milk rather than tempt him again by bending down.


‘No, but it was fun,’ said Peter unrepentantly, taking a mug from her. Her tether was too short to reach a chair, so she perched one bare hip on the counter, wondering if a dream could be real enough to include both hot coffee and a new bruise on her right buttock.


Gabriel was working her way through a plateful of eggs, bacon and buttered toast that looked enough for a family. She cut an egg in half, forked it on top of a folded rasher of bacon, and still found room in her mouth to say: ‘Time we had a new house slave, it’s been cutting into work. Juno helps, I mean her clients do.’ She bit a quarter out of a slice of toast. ‘Would you believe this floor was scrubbed last by a Town Councillor?’


Celia was quite ready to believe six impossible things before breakfast, but she obligingly looked surprised. ‘Fact,’ said Gabriel. ‘Wearing a silly housemaid’s outfit, with the skirt tucked up so she could lay a cane across his arse if he slowed down. Trouble with them is, they always leave something done wrong. Don’t know why, they’d get the same thrashing anyway, that’s what they’re paying for. Give us another coffee.’


Celia stopped buttering toast long enough to take the mug. She lifted the eggs onto the toast, filled Gabriel’s mug and put it and the plate on the table, and went back to butter some toast for herself.


‘Ta,’ said Gabriel, watching her move. ‘Pete, d’you need her this morning? Only I’ve got some stuff that wants modelling. D’you fancy being photographed for our catalogue, sister?’ she asked Celia. ‘You can wear a mask; I’ve got some great ones.’


‘Golly,’ said Celia. ‘I always wanted to be a fashion model.’


‘You wait till you see what you’re modelling,’ Peter advised. ‘After an hour in tiptoe-trainers you might not be so keen. OK, Gabby, she’s all yours.’ Gabriel wiped her plate with the last of her toast and stood up. ‘But you’ve got a ‘phone call to make, Ginger Puss.’


‘We’ll see to it,’ said Gabriel, reaching for the tether chain. Celia watched with interest. When Peter had unfastened her handcuff it had been behind her back, and she wanted to see how it was done.


On her right hand Gabriel wore a stainless steel ring like Peter’s, with a raised block engraved M&MW. It looked purely decorative, but it fitted a socket in the chain’s clip, and with a twist the clip opened. ‘All right, sister,’ said Gabriel, gathering up the chain, ‘dump your apron and we’ll make you a star.’


‘Besides,’ she added as Celia followed her into the long dim hall they had come through the night before, ‘I like the look of your skin as much as Pete does, but you need something to wear even if it’s only shoes, and your hair’s a wreck. And make-up, I bet he brought you without so much as a lipstick, Pete thinks women are born with make-up on. And have you been to the loo lately?’


‘Um, no,’ Celia admitted, realising that her breakfast coffee was disagreeing with her last night’s drinks. ‘Could you …’


‘Soon as you’ve phoned.’ They turned into a small office with old grey filing cabinets and a green leather-topped desk, a year planner chart and a memo board headed “This Week’s Crisis”. ‘But you see what I mean. Men!’


‘That sounds funny from you,’ said Celia daringly.


‘Because you wouldn’t know if you hadn’t been told? I don’t need to advertise that I belong to the best half of the human race. I know, and if other people don’t that’s their problem. Use the black phone, the red one’s for business.’ She clipped the chain to a bar of the swivel chair, and shut the door as she left the room.


Celia sank onto the chair, jumped slightly at the cold of the plastic seat and settled down, looking at the black telephone. Help, Auntie, she thought, I’m a prisoner in a house full of perverts and sadists, like you told them about in the Public Decency Campaign. I’m sitting here naked with chains on my wrists and a steel collar on my neck, like in that pamphlet about the White Slave Trade you said I shouldn’t read. I’ve been kidnapped and abused and ravished. Save me.


She noticed a small sign above the desk of the kind sold to humorous office workers. In decorative type surrounded by flourishes, it said REMEMBER IT’S ONLY A GAME. She smiled, and made a mental bet as she reached for the telephone that Peter had put it there.


She dialled awkwardly, and held the receiver in both hands rather than leave one hand dangling. ‘Hello, Auntie,’ she said softly. ‘Yes, it’s me ... Yes, I know, I really am dreadfully sorry, I would have rung before but I’ve been really tied up ... Well, it serves Eric jolly well right for taking me there and leaving me. It was just luck I met some super people ... Yes, they’re going to find me a modelling job, you know, like I wanted ... somewhere in town, I’ll come back and get some things ... No of course not, Auntie, I’m not silly you know ... Thanks, Auntie, you are a brick. Cheerio.’


* * *


The room had been a kitchen once, in the days of coal ranges and housemaids. Made redundant by electricity and the Servant Problem, it had been demoted to a storeroom; crates and dust-sheeted furniture around its tiled walls were stacked with crockery, electrical appliances, piles of books and all the lumber of a big house. The additions stood out by their newness – a steel filing cabinet, a video system, a table and chairs.


‘You’ve done well, Captain,’ said the woman at the head of the table. ‘The publicity attending the demise of the K Book Exchange will help our public activities, while the mention of our name will not be missed by those we have approached.’ The fair-haired young man in the grey suit smiled modestly. ‘And at great personal sacrifice,’ she continued, her pursed lips tightening still further. ‘I shudder to think what foulness you had to confront.’


‘It was a bit unpleasant, Major,’ agreed the captain, while the two men opposite him exchanged cynical grimaces. ‘But anything for the cause, yah? What’s next?’


The major straightened a few papers and studied them through silver half-glasses. ‘We have a target identified – a mail order sex shop specialising in sadistic perversions, which is also the home of two prostitutes.’


‘Making it a brothel, by the letter of the law?’ the captain enquired.


‘Not, by an unfortunate legal technicality, when one of them is male.’ The major shook her head. ‘I think our good lieutenants can persuade them; but you had better arrange a demonstration of public feeling, to reinforce the message.’ She laid the papers carefully before him. ‘This target is the last stage of Project Gomorrah. I trust I can rely on you to deal with it.’









Chapter Two
How Peter Showed His Card and A Job Got Celia.


I am as peremptory as she proud-minded…
So I to her, and so she yields to me:
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe.
– Shakespeare: Taming of the Shrew


Celia had wanted to be a model since she was 15. Her aunt Prudence did not consider it for a moment. Quite apart from the intrinsic sinfulness of the fashion industry, models were second only to actresses for immorality. Celia was to be a secretary, where she would be safe.


In this Prudence showed her innocence of the world. Models work in a trade where reputation is all: they are supervised almost as carefully as the pupils at Celia’s convent school. At the secretarial college Celia found herself among girls who knew that their future work life would be as dull as their studies now, and were determined to live it up in their free time. Halfway through her first term she was inducted into a sleepover club – a cooperative lying group to provide cover stories for anyone who didn’t go home after a party. She lost her virginity a week later. It was a disappointment, but she kept trying, feeling that the friends who enthused about their latest man must know something.


Student parties were said to be the place to get laid, especially science students, but Celia hadn’t chosen this one and wished Eric hadn’t. She found herself in a bare brick room like a garage with picture windows, dimly lit by coloured bulbs and filled with noise from an amateur disco. A few exhibitionists bounced and capered in the middle of the floor while the rest crowded along the walls and talked earnestly about Thatcher and Reagan and the Falklands.


She was too young to know that the wild scene she had expected was a lost age. Ten years ago this place would have been filled with the smoke of home grown cannabis and papered with psychedelic posters, but today the hippies’ freedoms seemed as threatened as student grants, and the posters were spiky anarchist protests.


Celia edged along the wall peering hopelessly around. There was a scattering of punks in safety pinned T-shirts and leather, a few lost-looking freshers in chain store suits and dresses, a lot of earnest unisex persons in jeans and jumpers. Celia’s dress was emerald satin, with a crossed bodice and a long skirt with a few careful pleats that almost managed to make her look slim; she looked and felt as out of place as a pedigree Persian in an alley.


Her awkward progress was being watched with amusement by an older man standing by a cupboard-sized loudspeaker ahead of her. His collar-length black hair was as rough as a dog’s, and his denim jacket was worn till it fitted him to the total loss of its original shape, but the shirt underneath was silk or a better than average imitation; his trousers were neatly creased, but his shoes were comfortably inelegant made-to-measure Pugs. He grinned at her like an old friend, and she found herself shouting, ‘I say, have you seen Eric?’


His cool eyes considered her unhurriedly from head to foot. His face was square and cheerful and lined with laughter creases, but she had a suspicion that the jokes he laughed at might not be to everyone’s taste. Finally he glanced down, hooked a toe in the loop of cable and tugged.


The loudspeaker beside them made a strangled noise and died. No one seemed to notice, as there were three other powerful stacks shaking the room. In the relative quiet he said, ‘If you belong to Eric, I’m glad to say I haven’t seen him. Who or what is Eric?’


‘He’s a pig,’ said Celia, finding the last bit easiest to answer. Her speech was rounded and precise, suggesting Rodean and ponies and tea on the lawn. Her face was heart shaped and high cheek-boned with a strong nose and spoilt pout of a mouth. ‘And I don’t belong to him but he jolly well acts as if I do. He brought me to this boring place and left me, I think he only came here to meet someone.’


‘Unforgivable,’ the man agreed. ‘Anything could happen to a girl left alone in a place like this ... Is it so boring?’


‘Well, you know. Student parties are supposed to be simply wild.’


‘You shouldn’t believe everything you read in your Daily Mail. Most students haven’t the experience to arrange a worthwhile orgy, it takes sophisticated decadents to do it properly. For instance, what are you drinking?’


Celia looked doubtfully at her cup. ‘I don’t know. Someone gave it to me when I came in.’


‘Probably lager. Pour it on the carpet. I bring a bottle to parties, but I don’t waste it on people who’d just as soon drink alcoholic Lucozade.’ He produced a flat Martell bottle from his jacket and poured her a generous measure, reached a cup from the top of the loudspeaker and dumped its contents to pour himself one.


She sipped and raised fine eyebrows approvingly, and they stood for a moment watching the dancers. The part-time DJ had put on a classic rock album that had cleared the floor; the few that remained bounced mindlessly without listening or loosing their step to the syncopated beat. She realised that he was leaving the choice to her. She could thank him for her drink and move on, or she could prove herself worth talking to. She took a gulp that made her eyes water, and found the nerve to say, ‘have you been to worthwhile orgies, then?’


‘Only professionally. They’re overrated. There’s not much you can do with a crowd that you can’t do with three or four ... This music is wasted, too. It’s jiving stuff, and these kids don’t know what to do with it.’


‘What’s jive?’


He grinned. ‘An ancient ritual I learnt in the French backwoods, where they’d only just heard of the Twist.’ He shook his head. ‘You wouldn’t like it. Real jive is very macho – only a bit less violent than Paris-Apache dance.’


Perhaps it was the brandy, or the idle mockery in his voice. Perhaps it was just the chance that the music stopped as he spoke, and the cue was too good to miss. Celia put her cup on the loudspeaker, lifted her firm little chin and said, ‘Try me.’


He looked at her, and cocked an ear to the first chords of the next track, and a smile of irresistible mischief spread across his face. ‘It’s-a-one for the money!’ he echoed, and his hand locked onto her wrist. ‘Two for the show!’ A long backward stride took him into the middle of the floor with a speed that brought her flying after him. ‘Three to get ready!’ As she caught up with him he jerked her arm up, and she found herself spinning round on tiptoe. As she lost her balance and fell backwards he caught her about the waist, and for a moment she hung arched back over his arm. ‘Now go cat go!’


The next four minutes were a whirling confusion for Celia. She was lifted and swung around like a child, flung out at arm’s length and snatched back, tossed from side to side and twirled back and forth till her head spun, all in time to the thumping beat. She was vaguely aware that they had a large audience at a respectful distance, and for pride’s sake she tried to move as more than a helpless puppet of the laughing man who held her. As the final ‘Blue Suede Shoo-oes!’ rang out he raised her hands in a brief pose of triumph and swept her back to the wall.


Someone who realised that nothing could follow that changed the record to an electronic disco beat, and the space they had cleared filled with enthusiastic jumpers. Celia leant on the wall and gasped for breath, trying to push her hair back into shape. The man took a cigarette case from his jacket pocket, extracted a thin brown cheroot, and lit it with a lighter built into the case. He held it between thumb and forefinger as he smoked, his cupped fingers covering the glowing tip. He wore a chunky stainless steel ring on his middle finger and she wondered vaguely why; it looked too cheap for him.


‘Not bad,’ he said. ‘You could learn. But you need a full circle skirt to get the right effect.’


Celia looked at him with a complicated mixture of feelings. She had never been handled so roughly; she felt as if she had gone through a full wash and tumble-dry. And there he stood not even breathing hard, waiting for her to make conversation, and she’d be hung up and skinned before she’d say a word about that dance. ‘I say,’ she panted finally, ‘what did you mean, professionally? What are you, an orgy organiser?’


‘No, actually I’m a chartered accountant. My card.’ He flipped a small white rectangle from his pocket and, as she peered at it in the dimness, produced the lighter-case from the other pocket and held up its flame.


‘That’s funny, Eric’s a – oh!’ In flourished type with a logo of hanging chain wound in transparent cloth, the card said:


MASTER & MISTRESS WORKSHOP
Peter Hews: Master
Erotic and Special Interest
Equipment and Costumes


‘Gosh.’ She stared at the words, trying to relate them to anything in her experience. ‘You mean, sort of things like the sex shops sell?’


‘Things like the sex shops don’t sell,’ he said, tucking card and lighter away. ‘We’re the custom-building side of the business. Not just for the SM trade, though that’s where most of the gadget fans are. We don’t do much rubber, but for corsets and fetters we’ve a pretty good name; we had a contract last year to fit out a whole dungeon for a governess in London, and we’ve even sent bondage toys to California, which is like selling motorbikes to Japan.’


‘But, I say,’ Celia protested. The obscure jargon was disturbingly exciting; she felt like Alice discovering a new country on the other side of the looking-glass. ‘I mean, I don’t go into those places of course, but you can’t help noticing ... I didn’t think there was anything they didn’t sell.’


Peter chuckled. ‘They don’t sell vibrating bicycle seats,’ he said, and Celia stared.


‘What seats?’


‘Ah, well ...’ He took a leisurely pull at his cheroot. ‘This was a job for a lady who’d taken up cycling to keep her weight down. She found she was getting turned on by the saddle rubbing her pussy, so she thought if it was even better she’d take more exercise.’ He blew a neat smoke ring and blew it apart with a laugh. ‘She didn’t want it to show, so I put some stretch fabric over the special horn –’


‘Yes, but what did it do?’


‘Well, it had a standard vibrator works inside driven by an ordinary lighting dynamo. So the faster she went, the faster the vibrator went ...’


Celia tried to look shocked, and giggled. ‘That sounds dangerous! Didn’t she ever fall off?’


Peter blew another smoke ring. ‘She said the only snag was that she didn’t want to stop – even for red lights. When she got up speed she was a menace to traffic.’


Celia remembered her cup and took a drink that she felt she needed. After a moment she said, almost wistfully, ‘But don’t you sometimes get some really twisted people? I mean wanting really nasty things?’


Peter hesitated briefly, considering her tone. ‘Mmm ... I remember a fellow who must have taken the prize for simple viciousness. Said his wife was a very naughty girl and nothing seemed to make her behave, so he wanted something special to teach her a lesson. It was a threefold hoist, with a ring at the top he said he was going to screw into the bedroom ceiling, and a swivel-hook with a dildo as big as your arm on the end.’ Her eyes and mouth widened. ‘He said the next time she misbehaved he’d tie her hands, put her on the hook and hoist her up on tiptoe till she promised to be good.’


‘You made that?’


‘They’re free citizens. If she doesn’t want to take it, one look at that hook and a judge would give her a divorce faster than you can say “Intolerable cruelty”. People who come to us have mostly got their dom-sub relationships in order; your ordinary wife-beater doesn’t buy fancy instruments of torture.


‘I did think twice about that one,’ he added, ‘because we don’t sell anything that could be dangerous. Thing is, your centre of gravity is there, not there ...’ He touched her stomach and crotch with casual flicks of his fingertips, and she jumped slightly. ‘… so if she lost her footing she’d swing over and maybe do herself some damage. So I put a shear-pin in the swivel that would break if her full weight came on it, and didn’t tell the client. He might have worried she could break it on purpose to get away.’


‘Couldn’t she?’


‘Not unless she’s a lot tougher than the girl who does our leatherwork. She tried it and couldn’t put half her weight on it.’


‘You try these things out?’ Celia drank unsteadily.


‘If they need trying. Sometimes it’s a pleasure. Gabby tried the bicycle, too, and came back glowing like a firefly; said she’d dropped in on a friend out here and practically raped her.’ He considered the length remaining of his cheroot, and dropped it accurately into a cup on the floor. ‘And we often have a slave around the place to try things on.’


‘Golly,’ she said in a tone that was meant to be careless. ‘How do you get a job like that?’


‘You don’t get a job as a slave,’ said Peter, taking her cup out of her hand and putting it on the loudspeaker. ‘It gets you.’ He took her by the shoulders and kissed her.


After a moment she made a token effort to push him away. Without moving his head he collected both her hands in one of his, and pinned her crossed wrists to the wall above her.


She gasped, and tugged, first carefully, then with all her strength. Peter’s hands were broad and hard, and his grip had been developed on mild steel bars. Her hands stayed where they were.


Peter’s free hand took the zip-tag between her shoulder blades and slid it smoothly down to the base of her spine. His fingers eased under the elastic of her tights, his rough palm scraping the soft skin of her buttocks, and she jerked wildly against him, trapped between the expert fingertips opening her and the male hardness grinding her belly. His middle finger moved deeper into wet and silky heat, while a finger on either side teased the outer lips. Her arms quivered with strain, and she rolled her head from side to side until her mouth broke free to gasp, ‘No … no! E … Eric might be coming back!’


Peter chuckled softly by her ear. ‘A point to consider,’ he said, while his fingers continued to do unbearable things to her. ‘Not that there’s any danger of you being rescued, but we shouldn’t start a fight here. Let’s go.’


‘Where … eek!’ With a small cry she found herself swung round with her right arm twisted with her free hand, her face burning with the knowledge of the stares they were drawing as Peter’s iron grip propelled her to the door.


The summer night air on her bare back and shoulders cleared her confused head a little. ‘My coat ...’ she panted. ‘Where are we going?’


Peter steered her wordlessly to a car so extraordinary that she was once more speechless. It had begun life as a respectable Mini-Clubman, but someone with a cutting torch and no respect for convention had taken off the roof to leave the windscreen standing alone like a sports-car’s, cut away the rear seat and the body around it, and re-welded on the rear end behind the front seats leaving just enough room to fold down a soft top. It was a car reduced to the essentials, four wide wheels, two bucket seats and an engine crammed into a body as broad as it was long. The boxy bodywork was lovingly finished and sprayed midnight blue with flame-orange borders, and across the bonnet and door panels ran an orange zigzag ending in a yellow explosion and the words SUN ZOOM SPARK.


Without bothering to open the half-door Peter scooped her legs out from under her, lifted her and dumped her in the passenger seat. He picked up the seat belt and, as she raised her hands to try to straighten her dress, flicked a loop of the lap-belt around her wrists and pulled it tight as he fastened the buckle. While she was twisting in her seat, unable to believe that she had been so easily secured, he dropped into the driver’s seat.


The engine in front of them responded to the key with a bellow that suggested it was no more standard than the body. As Peter touched the controls with the delicacy of someone handling high explosives, the little car wriggled out of its parking space with the agility of a dodgem, shot across the car park and took the turn into the road like a ball bouncing off a wall.


While they were negotiating the narrow campus roads Celia had trouble finding breath to speak. The Sun Zoom Spark did not turn corners, in the usual sense of the word; it travelled in a straight line, there was a moment of spinning landmarks and great sideways forces, and it was still travelling in a straight line but in a different direction. When they were on the open road to Brighton she managed to ignore their speed enough to repeat: ‘Where are we going?’


Over the roar of wind and engine Peter said, ‘Where no one can find you! Where no one can save you from a fate worse than death!’ Celia whimpered softly and tugged at the gusset of her tights, at the same time thinking rebelliously that he had no right to know just what to say to make her all hot and itchy.


‘So make the most of it while you can use your hands,’ he added, ‘because you won’t get another chance!’


‘Oh!’ Celia bit her lip angrily and clasped her hands together. Peter shot her a glance and grinned.


‘Go on!’ he said. ‘I’d do it for you, but I think you’d faint if I took a hand off the wheel!’ Celia glared at her knees.


At the traffic lights Peter made another right-hand turn at full speed under the nose of a bus and headed uphill under the railway line. Terraces and crescents flew past them until they swung into a short cul-de-sac and slowed toward the gate of a yard at its end. The house was an odd one of the kind that occur at the corners of otherwise uniform rows, wedge-shaped, a couple of stories lower than its neighbours and built to a more generous scale. As the car drew up Peter flicked a switch on the dashboard, and with a weighty mechanical slowness the gate opened.


He drove into one of a pair of open garages in the yard, pulled up short of a large motorbike standing across the end, and swung out of his seat as the garage door slowly closed. Celia lay stiffly in his arms as he lifted her out of the car. With the fading of her excitement she had begun to be annoyed, both at his arrogance in carrying her off, and at her own weakness in letting him do it; and she had always disliked such pretentious gadgets as remote-controlled garage doors. It was not the first time men with romantic ideas had picked her up, and she looked forward to seeing him learn that even a slim girl was too much to carry for long.


Peter walked easily to a narrow door at the back of the garage, and she wondered with amusement how he thought he was going to get her through it. Then the breath went out of her in an outraged gasp, because he tossed her upwards and slung her like a sack, with his shoulders in her stomach and an arm wrapped around her legs. He crossed a dim room and entered a long hall beside a staircase.


Celia got her breath back and began to pound on his back with angry fists. At the third blow Peter smacked her. It was no token love-slap, but a swing of his broad palm that started at his hip and ended on her left buttock with a ringing crack. She kicked wildly and yelled with as much shock as pain, then hung gasping as he climbed the stairs.


He pushed a door open with her rump, carried her into a large dim-lit room and set her on her feet, and stood grinning. She glared back.


‘You beast, that hurt!’


‘Not half as much as I could have hurt you.’ She raised her fists in mock threat, and he caught them and put them behind her back. Her dress, which had already come off both shoulders, slithered into a tangle around her waist.


‘It’s no use fighting, my proud beauty.’ He pressed her to him, holding her arms with one hand and unfastening her bra with the other. She relaxed and wriggled happily, feeling that things were going much more as they ought to. He lifted her again, shedding loose clothes, and laid her in the middle of a large double bed, and she closed her eyes and sprawled in luxurious anticipation.


Something cold and hard encircled her right wrist with a metallic click, and she jerked her head round and stared. It was a steel band with a chain trailing from it to the corner of the bed, and as she lifted her left hand to touch it Peter caught her arm and closed a matching one on her left wrist.


‘What are you doing?’ she cried, half sitting up.


‘I warned you,’ said Peter, grasping the sides of her tights. ‘This is what happens to good girls who get carried off by bad men.’ He tugged, and as the tights came off she slid down until her arms were dragged out above her head.


‘You’re crazy!’ she protested breathlessly. ‘I don’t want …’ He caught one of her thrashing legs and fastened another cuff on her ankle.


‘Yes, you do.’ He ran his hand up one leg and down the other to secure the fourth cuff, and she yelped and pressed her thighs together, struggling between fear and excitement to bring her hands down. Peter settled himself comfortably beside her, and without haste brought his mouth down to hers. She twisted desperately away from him. He dropped a hand over the side of the bed and touched something, and with an electrical humming and a murmur of smoothly working gears the chains began to retract.


‘No-o-oh!’ Celia gasped on a rising note of horror, drawing up her legs and clenching her fists. Peter leant on one elbow and watched with a smile. The motor’s note deepened and became more authoritative as it took the strain, but it did not slow down noticeably. She gazed up at him with huge eyes, her breath coming in jerks, as her stiff arms were pulled down by inches and her legs were drawn irresistibly apart.


As her limbs straightened the steel cuffs began to dig into her wrists and ankles and she caught her breath with a frightened sob. Peter reached quickly to shut off the motor, then sat back and studied her with unalloyed pleasure. She lay outstretched, her long legs pointed at the corners of the bed, her breasts flattened by the tension in her arms.


She shivered under Peter’s gaze. ‘Oh my,’ she breathed. ‘I’m totally helpless.’


‘Utterly and completely,’ he agreed, and kissed her again. One hand cupped her breast and began to tease the nipple to hardness while the other traced with sensuous slowness the curves of her indrawn waist and spread hips. ‘You can scream all you like and nobody will hear you who cares.’ The fingers that had been gently opening her suddenly drove deep.


Celia screamed, her head flung back in the shining welter of her hair, her taut body shaking as she fought her chains. The things happening inside her – where his unforgivably knowing hand was stroking and probing, through her churning womb and out along every nerve – were as terrifying as they were glorious; she wanted more but feared it, she didn’t know what would happen next and was afraid to find out. Anything this good had to be wrong. When it got to this point she always found a way to stop – change position, stop moving, or, easiest of all, encourage the boy to come quickly.


But neither struggling nor screaming nor lying still would stop it now, because she was a helpless victim, so it wasn’t her fault and she could do it because she was being forced to ... Shuddering joy racked her. She writhed and sobbed, muscles rippling in waves under the creamy skin of her belly, clenching like a fist on what moved inside her. Torn apart, tortured to death, martyred in ecstasy ...


As time started again Celia opened her eyes and met Peter’s smirk. He was standing over her taking off his jacket. ‘Raping virgins,’ he gloated gently. ‘I love it.’ She opened her mouth to deny it, realised what he meant, and burned with embarrassment.


‘Are ...’ she gasped. ‘Are you going to rape me?’ Peter dropped his shirt and unbuckled his belt. His torso was as muscular as his strength had implied, and black hairs across his chest ran down from his navel like a pointing line.


‘Only if you say please.’


‘Help,’ whispered Celia, staring at the shaft of flesh swaying in front of his neat hips. ‘Help ... rape ... please!’


Peter stretched down beside her, skin merging with skin from heel to cheek, and kissed her like a lover. ‘All in good time,’ he murmured. ‘First …’


‘First,’ he said briskly, sitting up, ‘as a paid-up, card-carrying male chauvinist, I believe in women taking the precautions.’ He was ripping open a foil package, and to her surprise what hung from his fingers was a slack tube of pink rubber with a stiffened ring at the top and bottom. She realised it must be a female condom, something she had heard about but never seen. ‘I swear these things were designed by a feminist to make men feel inadequate. I mean look at the size of it! But I’ve made an applicator to fit.’ He showed her a long, blunt-ended shaft of moulded resin, and as he began to feed it into the rubber sleeve she understood his meaning and her eyes opened wide.


‘No, that isn’t how,’ she gabbled, her head sinking into her shoulders as she tried to cringe away, ‘you put it in with your fingers, you can’t, I mean I can’t, I mean I, aie!’ Peter was kneeling between her thighs, his face intent as if he were assembling a piece of machinery, spreading her unwilling lips to the thick tip. ‘No don’oo!’ It was pushing from side to side like a bull shouldering through a narrow doorway, stretching her by fractions wider than she had ever been opened before while she jerked and pleaded. Then it was past the gates and sliding into her, and into her, filling her fuller than she would have thought possible. And then very slowly it was withdrawn, and she drew a ragged breath of relief, and Peter was kissing and soothing her like an invalid.
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