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1: AN ESCORT FOR A GENTLEMAN

ON THE EVE of his betrothal to an intelligent, personable and well-connected woman twenty-seven years his junior, Philip Clement stood at one of the first-floor windows of his comfortable private office. He was watching the progress of the single motor car marooned in the press of carriages that were shuffling round the gas-lit square. Behind him, the room was silent apart from the slow tick of a clock. The time was already seven-thirty. The hansom cab that had been sent to collect him waited below, its horse pawing the cobbles, its driver rubbing his hands together and drawing his collar up against the cold. But Philip had business to attend to; that was why he would be late. Charlotte would understand.

In the centre of the carved leather surface of his desk, a letter lay open, a large pale pink sheet, faintly perfumed with attar of roses. He walked across and picked it up again. Its tone seemed more circumspect with each rereading:


21st. November

Sir,

Our mutual acquaintance, Mr Lawrence Jesber, has conveyed to me – in confidence – the substance of the business matter which you wish to contract.

By an accident of good fortune, satisfactory completion may now be possible rather sooner than expected. However, in view of the delicate nature of the subject, and in order to avoid embarrassment to either party, I propose not to entrust the details to the post nor to suggest a meeting at this stage, but rather to communicate with you by telephone tomorrow evening (Friday).I shall do this after office hours. Should you then decide not to proceed, I should understand and trouble you no further.

In this matter, sir, I am your faithful servant,

Julia Norwood



Then the telephone rang; the strident screech of the operator was replaced after a short delay by an altogether smoother voice:

‘Mr Clement?’

‘Yes.’

‘It’s Julia Norwood, Mr Clement. Are you free to speak?’

‘Ah, Miss Norwood. I was expecting to hear from you; thank you for your letter –’

‘You may call me Julia.’ Her tone seemed quite different from that of her letter.

Philip lifted the telephone from the desk, then settled into his chesterfield chair, drawing the gold cigarette casket towards him. ‘Miss Norwood – Julia. Yes, we can speak frankly. Please go ahead with what you have to tell me.’ The desk lighter was just beyond his reach. He started to get up again but stopped when the woman simply said:

‘I have her. She is perfect.’

He sank back down again. The hard cylinder of the cigarette rolled between his fingers. He examined the monogram, then tapped the end of the cigarette lightly on the casket. ‘Go on.’

The voice spoke slowly: ‘Slim – willowy. Long legs. Blonde, short hair.’

‘Short hair? How short?’

‘Very short; short like a boy’s.’

His chin lifted and his eyes focused on a point in front of him, about four feet away and five feet in the air, while the voice continued: ‘Large breasts – noticeable.’

‘How old?’ he said quietly.

‘Nineteen.’

Again, the voice waited a decent interval, during which his forefinger had time to lift and slide up and down across his lip, then move down to join with the thumb to remove a pure grey hair that disturbed the symmetry of the fine stripes on his immaculately tailored suit.

‘But she has had a sheltered upbringing: she was schooled in a seminary.’ There was a further pause. ‘It seems they were very strict with her . . .’

‘Regarding men? Liaisons? Surely that is only to be expected?’

‘I mean that they were strict with her body, Mr Clement. We still do not know the full story of what happened there.’ Again, the woman waited. ‘But it left its mark, if I may put it so. You may perhaps have come across the writings of von Sacher-Masoch? Anyway, she is a most extraordinary girl.’ When there was still no reply, she said, ‘I shall be in touch again.’

He suddenly realised she was about to hang up. ‘Wait – she has a name?’

‘Justine – Miss Justine Lambert. I believe her mother was French.’

The connection was cut off with a soft click.

Ten minutes later, the cab still waited and Philip still sat in the same chair, staring at that same spot in the air. The tip of his cigarette was now linked to it by slowly sliding coils of thin grey smoke.


2: THE TOP FLOOR ROOM

IN THE OLD heart of the city was an upstairs restaurant known only to the few. Overlooking the hubbub of the streets below, it retained an atmosphere of intimacy and of opulent discretion. Above it was a suite of rooms.

It was no accident that a young woman of around nineteen was sitting in the restaurant on a particular Wednesday evening in late November. She sat there by design, but not through choice: she did as she was told. Had you been there – if you could have seen her, as the waiter did – you would have thought that she was perfect. She sat primly and straight, but with eyes cast down to the table. Her hair was blonde and very short and was shaved at the back and shaped. She had the kind of slim, wan beauty that can frighten. It made the waiter look away and close his eyes and imagine the fine coalescing lines of pale down at the nape of her neck descending into her spine.

The table at which she sat was in an alcove more secluded than the rest. When he looked back, she was again lifting the heavy glass of pale yellow wine. With a solid chink, it caught the edge of the dinner plate on which the silver knife and fork lay crossed above the barely touched food – the vegetables entire, the sauce an undisturbed pool of glaze about the wedge of bleeding meat – and the conversation stopped. Six eyes turned to watch her drink, as they had watched her every minimal movement since the dinner began; six eyes which were her guardians, or her gaolers. Her lips closed about the deep rim of the glass, her head tilted back and she drank. Her neck was now exposed above the high-collared russet jacket, which appeared to have been tailored faithfully to her shape. It was buttoned closely down the front, fitting tightly. It clung to the fullness of her breasts, outlining them accurately and individually. And it constricted her waist, where a tongue of the material was drawn across to make a short, secure belt. The sleeves clung, extending to cover her wrists. Thin, looped straps of the same russet material stretched from the wrists and slipped between the forefinger and second finger, giving the illusion of a child’s mitten support, and reinforcing the impression of constraint.

She placed the glass down unsteadily, and the movement was accompanied by another chink. Already there was a dark stain of moisture on the smooth clean cloth. By sliding the glass to try to cover it, she only drew attention to it. And in doing so, she had turned the glass, so the marks left by her lips on the rim could be seen by the others at the table. Her large blue eyes suddenly expanded as they fixed upon the lip-marked glass. They lifted, flickered, then retreated from each of the other three pairs of eyes which watched in cool fascination as the looped hand rose above the glass and the slim thumb slipped inside and made contact with the smear. The glass tilted, the hand tried to catch it but it toppled over her plate. The perfection there was destroyed. Red blood mixed haphazardly and unwillingly with sweet yellow wine. At her catch of breath, their eyes moved upon her face again until the waiter intervened and the plate was swept away.

‘I shall replace it,’ he whispered, to her alone.

‘No!’ Then she said quietly, ‘Thank you. I had finished.’

‘Madam.’ He retreated.

Her pure blue gaze fell down to the blank cloth before her, with its small surface spatterings of brown and red and the thicker blotches of moisture beneath. She remained with shorn head bowed and pale eyelashes unmoving while the others took their time and spoke of things she did not hear.

‘Justine is very quiet. Do you not think so, Philip?’ Julia spoke in the coquettish, tantalising way which she manufactured for the purpose of throwing men off their guard. She had addressed the older man, and pronounced the name in the French way, with a soft ‘J’. Justine looked up at the man she had never seen before tonight; he had not been caught off balance, either by her gaze or by the question, and his stare outfaced Justine.

But it was the younger man sitting beside him who replied to Julia. ‘Does she understand the arrangement?’ He had pale blond hair, much paler than Justine’s, and his voice had an edge of arrogance which made Justine look away. She had met him only twice before, but he was cold for one so young – cold and frightening in the way he used the girls, not seeking his satisfaction with them, but searching out their fear.

There was laughter far away in the background, at the other tables, but Justine was slowly drowning. Her collar was tight. She could feel the looped constraints which pressed against the skin between her fingers, and the pressure around her breasts. I want your breasts and arms and hands imprisoned – this was what Julia had said. That afternoon, she had made her wear nothing but this tightly fitting jacket; Justine had remained naked below the waist while Julia had used her, and the blond man had held her so she could not move.

‘The arrangement has not been made,’ Julia said, and her dark eyes turned to the older man, who looked again at Justine before reaching into his inside jacket pocket and removing an envelope. He placed it quickly and precisely down on to the cloth, then laced his fingers together, resting his elbows on the table edge and his chin upon his fists. He stared at Justine from under his eyebrows. A faint smirk crossed the blond man’s lips as Julia’s hand slid over the cloth and drew the envelope towards her. She took up a small knife which had escaped the efficiency of the waiter and she slit open the envelope along two adjacent sides then turned the corner back. The notes were crisp, unused and of large denomination.

The waiter had returned with an accomplice, and with a fresh cloth over his arm. They would now re-lay the table.

‘That will not be necessary,’ said Julia.

She whispered to the waiter, who looked at Justine, then quickly corrected his error by forcing his eyes to defocus before he whispered discreetly in return, ‘Yes, there is a private room upstairs.’

The room was warm, the ceiling was magenta, the walls were pale cerise. Chandeliers sparkled above and to each side of the bed, which was almost in the middle of the room. The man called Philip stood by the door. He was to be the watcher, Justine knew. She was kneeling on the quilt, in a room into which she had never been before and for a man she did not know.

Button followed button, freed, as Julia’s hand moved upwards. Justine’s hands were behind her back. The looped straps that crossed her palms and fitted between her fingers were gripped in the younger man’s hand. Nobody as yet had spoken his name, but it was Lawrence. Justine knew it. And she knew what he liked to do to girls. Each time Julia’s fingers freed a button, the jacket opened further and the pressure was in part released from Justine’s breasts, which were gradually slipping free.

Philip gazed; Justine wore no chemise. Completely covering Justine’s breasts and stomach were fine hairs, which could be rendered visible as blonde in a certain play of the light, or as darker lines when Justine’s breasts were oiled. They made branching, fern-like patterns on the centre line of her stomach. They were also present on her back, between her shoulders and just above her buttocks. Julia liked to comb these fine hairs and she liked to make Justine stand sideways against the light while she brushed them with her tongue. She made Justine do many kinds of things which were playing upon Justine’s mind now as the final button was freed. Justine was frightened, but nevertheless she felt secure in Julia’s presence.

Julia lifted up Justine’s breasts so that Philip could see them properly; he had not moved from the door. She held them while she rubbed the nipples with the tips of her fingers. Julia was used to playing with Justine; she knew what to do. Whatever she did was right and was acceptable to Justine. She formed her fingers into loops to trap the nipples and squeeze them. Justine’s breasts were even larger than usual because her period would soon be due; her nipples were more sensitive. Julia pinched them, not playfully, but so that it hurt. She watched Philip’s expression while she was doing this and she listened to Justine’s mumurs; Philip’s expression was controlled by Justine’s murmurs and by the way her head turned gently away to the side whenever she closed her eyes.

Lawrence held Justine’s arms behind her back, pinning them at the elbows while he held the looped straps crossing her palms. He lifted the jacket back from Justine’s breasts.

Julia could see the fine blonde hair on Justine’s breasts picked out as golden curving strands which were raised because the skin of Justine’s breasts was now so tight. It made Julia want to comb this hair into flowing circular patterns. It was hair that was strong; not thick, but strong, so that it showed up in the light and had to be wetted with the tongue to make it softer. Justine’s body was slim, and it appeared frail. She was ribby, but her breasts were overfull and tight. Her hair had been shorn. It had been long until yesterday, but Lawrence had said that Philip wanted a girl whose hair was short, so Julia had had it cut off and hadn’t told Justine it was going to happen. She had waited until it was done. ‘I wanted to see your expression when you saw yourself in the mirror,’ she had said afterwards. Justine had thought that it would only be a trim. And now she looked like a boy.

Julia went to get the cane from the case she had entrusted to the waiter when they had arrived. It was an old school cane which she had found in a junk shop two days after Justine had first told her about the housemistress. The cane had a hooked handle, and a shaft which was crooked from use and thinned to wickedness at the tip. It was a cane for punishment, and it would have been useless for any other purpose. She had used it on Justine that same night, with Justine face down on the bed, and Justine had subsequently blacked-out when she came. Julia now placed it on the bed and Justine flinched.

Philip folded his arms; his eyes had never moved from Justine and his face had no expression beyond this concentrated gaze. Then Julia opened the case again and asked him to select. His eyes lowered briefly. He whispered in reply, then his gaze returned to Justine. Beside the cane in front of Justine, Julia placed a small white dildo, then a stiff quill-feather, and Justine flinched again.

Justine’s skirt buttoned up the side. Julia carefully unbuttoned it, working upwards again, so the bare thigh with its down of golden, brushable hair kept peeping out before the skirt could finally be taken away. Justine wore knickers which were very brief and cream and clinging. Julia called them ‘panties’. She doubted that Philip would have seen such things before. Julia pulled the panties down to Justine’s knees. With Justine’s arms still pinned behind her back, the jacket was drawn open – Justine’s breasts prevented it from closing. Her legs were edged apart as far as the constraint of the panties round her knees would permit. Her arms remained fully sleeved. Philip now walked to the bed and the other two retreated.

Justine kept her hands behind her back, pressed together at the wrists. Philip whispered something in her ear; his thin lips briefly touched her burning ear lobe; they did not kiss it, but touched it accidentally as he spoke. Her back straightened, then hollowed deeply, her breasts trembling as she strained to push them out. Her stomach, so flat before, bulged to make a belly. Philip stood back and looked – at her short blonde hair which could not reach the collar of her russet jacket; at her thin-skinned breasts which forced the jacket open; at her smoothly bulging belly; and below it, at the panties round her knees, which edged a little further out across the quilt, drawing the panties tighter.

He walked around behind her and looked at her buttocks, which were pale and tight and projected roundly below the line of her jacket. The muscles on the backs and insides of her thighs were slim but still visible as muscles; they had a form which made one want to touch. He moved further back and saw that the inside muscles narrowed where they rooted at the top of her leg, leaving a gap which was not completely filled by the downbulge of her cunt. He would have this part of her in due course; he would hold it in his hand first, but he would want to take it from behind, so he could feel her buttocks moving against him as she squeezed.

The backs of her legs were entirely covered in fine, pale gold hair. The soles of her feet looked soft; her toes were long – his lips would fit around them individually. He moved closer to look at her wrists, which remained pressed together behind her back, against her russet jacket. He touched her fingers, which trembled and jerked away at first then moved only very slightly while he continued touching. Three times nineteen was fifty-seven: the arithmetic was neat. Young skin was so soft; slim fingers were so delightful. He touched the loop which separated her forefinger from the rest, then slid his finger underneath it, touching the separating skin, and she shivered.

Philip returned to the front, where he waited until Julia provided him with a wooden chair, which he turned and sat astride. The other two were waiting. He nodded. His mouth began to open but his lips had sealed together and did not want to part, so the words followed later and the sound was hollow when it came. ‘Do it,’ he said.

Julia gave the cane to Lawrence, who had to put it down again while he removed his jacket and placed it on the table. He removed the cuff from his right sleeve and rolled it up. Justine stiffened. She was not ready; she had known it was going to happen, but she was not ready. It made no difference. In one swift movement he was behind her, bracing himself with one knee on the bed, slipping his fingers through the loops across her palm and lifting them out of the way. She heard the terrifying swish, and with the first hot narrow lash across her bottom, the breath burst out of her. Her breasts jerked forwards, bulging through the gap in her jacket, but the curvature of her back and belly could not save her from the blows as the cane kept coming. It could only add to the pleasure of watching the blur that whipped across the tight nude buttocks while the defenceless breasts and belly kept thrusting so provocatively out and upwards, strongly upwards, in rhythmic jerks, through the gap in the short russet jacket. Blow followed blow so quickly that she had no time to breathe: that was the intention. Her waist was so narrow, her buttocks were so exposed and round, and they kept dancing as she wriggled. In order to keep all the lashes in the same place, Lawrence had to lift her arms and hook his forearm underneath them and across her back to steady her while he whipped her bottom.

Justine tried to close her legs. She had to keep them open; she had to keep her buttocks still. She knew this but could not do it. The cane kept whipping, aiming for the same place, where the cheeks were most sensitive, not whipping her anywhere else. Her breath was sucked in quickly, only in now, as her belly pushed out in front to try to make the strokes fall above or below that punished place, but he seemed to know what she was doing and eased a little back and aimed the whipping in precisely the same place every time. With Justine’s breasts continuously poking out now, Julia pinched the nipples up while Philip watched and Lawrence whipped more quickly. Justine could not breathe. Her lungs were full; her breasts were bursting; her bottom was burning. But in her belly was a heavy warmth and in her throat a craving that was sweet.

The whipping stopped. Justine was gasping, her legs still open, her panties stretched between them. Dull throbbing pains searched upwards through the cheeks of her bottom: they made her shiver when they touched her spine; they licked upon it like a lover. She wanted Julia to suck her nipples and nip her between her open legs and make her come.

There were fine droplets of sweat which no one could see, but Justine could feel, in the creases at the tops of her thighs; there were damp patches which were quite visible in the cloth of the jacket under her arms. Julia lifted the jacket back and smoothed her hand over Justine’s belly, which stayed curved and felt slightly sticky from the sweat. But the hairs upon it were soft now.

‘This time,’ Philip said, ‘keep her chin up. I want to see her face.’

And with each stroke, the panties trembled as they stretched between her knees. Justine’s small tight belly pushed into Julia’s palm and Julia’s finger and thumb kept pinching the broad surrounds of Justine’s nipples. Justine felt swollen hard between her legs now; dulled points of thickened pain probed up inside the cheeks of her bottom; her head tilted forwards.

‘Keep your chin up, Justine,’ Julia warned, and she lifted it on her palm. For a second, Justine saw the pupils of her dark eyes turn completely black. Then she saw Philip still sitting astride his chair, and the awful gnawing sexual feeling was like a hand pushing up inside her throat.

‘Enough,’ said Philip. The cheeks of Justine’s bottom shuddered one last time, but her long slim inner thighs still trembled. He glanced towards the items lying on the bed.

Julia took up the small white dildo, which had a bevelled point. ‘Lawrence,’ she said. He was needed on the bed again, to hold Justine while she was masturbated. During masturbation, Justine was normally kept restrained. This was to be a continuation of the process that had begun that afternoon, when Julia had masturbated Justine, with Justine held in position on a chair like Philip’s, while Julia explained that she would be caned for a man who had expressed an interest in her and would pay for the privilege of watching. Julia had not at that time finished what she had started with Justine. She might not even finish it now; she might leave Justine aroused. The treatment might be taken up again, later in the night. Justine could never predict when, or in what ways, she might be used. Julia had said it was better that way. Justine trusted her: Julia provided all the love and physical affection that she needed.

Lawrence now pinned Justine’s arms back and secured her hands together with a finger slipped through the loops which separated her fingers. He pulled the jacket back from her breasts, pulling it round and under her arms and up her back, so that the narrowness of her waist and the bulging melon shapes of her breasts could now be seen extraordinarily clearly. Philip edged forward in the chair until it tilted.

There was no sound, there was no breathing, while the smooth, white, rounded shape slid up Justine’s labia, which were swelling pink, and pushed them to the side. It burrowed through the soft wet hairs, moving down then up again. It seemed in no hurry. A pure white shining tube now held the inner lips apart. It did not enter, but it prevented the lips from closing. It moved up a little and the lips bulged round it. Everything was still, except this slightly moving dildo and Justine’s belly, which was changing shape as the muscles rippled beneath the skin. And then came the murmurs, very faint, as the dildo slowly turned. Suddenly, the bevelled tip touched something electric in Justine. Her legs jerked open; her panties trembled – but the rubbing tip probed deeper. Her head bowed forward while her belly tried to pull away. A hand came up to support her.

‘Chin up, Justine,’ said Julia, while Justine gasped and shuddered and the bevelled tip found again that sweet electric place.

‘Stop,’ Philip said softly, and the bevelled tip was withdrawn, shiny with her liquid. He stood up. His eyes were fixed on Justine’s. To him, her eyes were very young and trusting. To her, his eyes were grey and cool. She offered her eyes to him – for love, and for the coolness in his eyes to turn to warmth. ‘Cane her,’ he said.

Her bottom was caned in that same place until her legs would not stop shaking; then she was caned again for tears. Caning for tears was the cruellest caning. Even Julia did it only sometimes. It was not the pain that brought the tears but the hopeless drowning feeling that came to Justine when she knew there was no escape and they would just keep punishing her until they decided to stop. Tonight the punishment was to whip her in the selfsame place, torturing a narrow band across her bottom while she was offering herself in trust, aching to be loved, wanting only to be held and kissed.

‘There . . .’ Julia said gently. The blinding tears had come at last. Julia held the trembling chin up while the tears ran down into her palm and wet Justine’s neck.

And when the dildo was reapplied, her clitoris formed an even harder ball against its bevelled surface. Her panties, stretched in tension, were working upwards from her knees. Julia held them while she carefully twisted the dildo up and down and from side to side. It worked around the clitoris until it stood out from the junction of the lips. Justine was about to climax: Julia could tell from her breathing and from the tremulous panties stretched above her knees. She pressed the soft cream crotch of the panties down on to the bed. Justine was coming. Lawrence held her tightly. She had to be held in climax, restrained. She had to want to fight towards it, to want to move, but to be unable to do so. Philip was now by the bed. ‘Kiss her,’ Julia said softly. She knew that the tenderness of kisses was important at this time. She eased the dildo to the side of the clitoris, which was left erect and exposed, then picked up the stiff quill-feather. Justine’s head was drawn back and held, and she was shuddering. ‘She needs you, Philip – kiss her.’

He cupped her head in his hand, and held her beneath the chin, supporting her in this way because she was drowning as the tip of the feather touched and brushed and plucked her pulsing clitoris. His fingers stretched around her head of short blonde hair. Her mouth was opened wide. He sucked her tongue, sucking hard enough to bruise it, to make it swell. It felt hot within his mouth. She shuddered, but he held her, his lips a tight band round her tongue. Between her legs, the feather continued plucking. Quill-feathers are harsh and sweet and strong enough when wet. Justine tried to gasp. Julia eased the rubbing tip away and held the soft wet labia open with her fingers, then touched the stiff point of the feather carefully to the tip of the clitoris and pressed and gently twisted. Lawrence’s hand came between the legs in time to pin the tightly stretched knickers down to the bed before Justine’s climax was triggered. She was held so she could not move – her labia stretched open, her distended clitoris stabbed by the wetly flicking feather.

The tongue pushing deep into Philip’s mouth became rigid; Justine whimpered through her nose. Her body, so tense, turned limp in his arms. He kissed her eyelids, kissed her lips, ran his fingers through her short blonde hair. Philip was in love with Justine. Justine was drowned in the floods of sweet submission.

Julia laid her on the bed and covered her with the quilt. She immediately fell asleep, but Philip did not want to leave her. He sat beside her, watching over her, and barely listening while Julia arranged the terms.

‘Be aware of her needs, pay heed to them, and she will love you,’ Julia told him. ‘Her needs are met for now; it is better that you go.’ But she suggested that Philip might bestow some little gift upon Justine that Justine might like to wear and that Julia would help him choose.

Philip was engaged to Charlotte, that was only proper; it was Justine’s body that he craved. He dreamed about her that night; the next night, a message came, but in a form he could never have expected.


3: A SCHOOLING IN SUBMISSION

JUSTINE WAS IN the shower-bath in Julia’s bathroom. Julia had let her sleep late, telling her that she would not be needed during the day.

‘About last night,’ Julia had said when they met on the stairs. ‘I was pleased with you, Justine.’ She had even said it in front of Krisha and the others, adding: ‘Oh, and you may use my bathroom.’ It was a special favour.

Justine’s showers were always long these days; she took showers that drained a tank. And Julia’s shower-bath was large. It reminded Justine of the ones in the school where she had spent two years, and it reminded her of her lover who was dead.

It was the hollowness of the sounds, the echoes in her ears, the high fall of the water, and the bumping in the coarse brass pipes which reminded her of that place. Memories can be as sweet, as real and as terror-fraught as life. Her back slid down the faded pattern on the tiles, just as it had done on that day four years ago. In the sound of the falling water, she could almost hear again the voices and the laughter from the changing rooms. She could feel her heartbeat; she could hear again the footsteps on the wet, tiled floor. She closed her eyes and knew they came. She could remember every detail – slow footsteps pausing, then the sigh, but no movement, no movement even when Justine looked up. Eyes of frightened longing – that was the way she had seen Justine, but she had told her that only much later. That day, Justine had no way of knowing for certain.

‘Justine, you are still here.’ It was a statement; there was no pretence of surprise in the housemistress’s expression and no hint in her eyes that the incident of the day before had ever taken place.

The knot in the pit of Justine’s stomach tightened. She felt sick. She hadn’t eaten breakfast or lunch; she hadn’t eaten properly for days – since the kiss. One kiss, but the first kiss ever of that kind, and the first kiss, you remember. Afterwards, Justine could think of nothing else; over and over, she kept saying that one name, ‘Rachel,’ that she was not supposed to speak in public. ‘Rachel,’ she whispered it like a prayer.

She was the youngest teacher in the school; she was athletic and attractive. Justine never thought of herself that way. The mirror told her she was awkward and gangly; she had breasts that felt too large and a belly like a ball. That was why she wasn’t eating. So, once that first kiss had been taken, long and lingering and sweet, Justine had thought of nothing but the next one. Gradually, she had become afraid that the next might never come. There were signs – chance meetings of eyes – but nothing more. And for the last two days, Rachel had ignored her. Then, last night, she had stopped her on the stairs and pushed her to the wall and stared hard into her face, before moving close, as if to kiss her. Justine had closed her eyes – waited – but the kiss never came. When she had opened them again, Rachel was still staring at her. Then she had left her, trembling, on the stairs. And now, as she sat in the pool of lukewarm water, she was trembling again. Her hair was plastered down her shoulders and her foot was over the drain. With the trapped water lapping between her legs, Justine waited again.

Rachel’s arm reached through the spray above her and twisted the unwieldy tap. The last heavy drips splashed on Justine’s breasts. Her foot had moved and the water was draining, pulling at the hairs between her legs and lapping at her bottom. A door banged in the changing rooms; the last of the class were leaving and Justine would now be late. But Rachel stood at the mouth of the cubicle, her hand resting on the wall, her feet planted apart, blocking the way. Now that the shower had stopped, the cold draught sweeping along the shower room was sucked into the cubicle. Justine started to shiver as her body cooled. In her stomach, the knot was harder and still twisting.

Rachel waited until everyone had gone, then walked down the length of the shower room, closed the door properly and took the keys from her skirt pocket. Justine heard the door being locked.

Then Rachel walked back. She wound a handle on the wall, which opened the skylight vent. ‘Get up, Miss Lambert.’

Justine’s back slid up the tiles and her legs straightened. The drops of water on her skin turned chill in the cold moving air; the goose bumps rose and the skin hairs lifted. Her stomach was flat because she hadn’t eaten; now it was rendered concave by the way she held it in. Her breasts were already larger than the housemistress’s and they lifted with her breathing.

Rachel reached past her and turned the silvered brass pointer down, all the way down, to cold. Justine pressed her back against the cubicle wall.

‘Stand in the middle, Miss Lambert, please. Put your hands at your sides.’ Then Rachel seemed to have second thoughts. ‘No. Put your arms up.’ The sleeve of her cotton blouse touched Justine’s bare wet skin as she arranged her with her palms upturned above her head, then moved her legs apart. And the feeling that Justine experienced when Rachel’s hands touched her naked wet legs was as intense as if Rachel had done something to the place between them. But she had only touched her legs. Then she reached behind and turned the freezing water fully on. Pausing only to place her fingertip across Justine’s lips to seal the shuddering gasps within, then to shake the water from her sleeve, Rachel left her.

Justine never moved her feet, but every other part of her shook, violently at first but then more slowly as the warmth of her body was gradually sucked away in the freezing, gushing water. There was no one there to witness it, or to know when to call a halt. She became afraid that Rachel would not come back, but still she did not move. She closed her eyes and waited, telling herself it was a test and that the last test, on the stairs, she must have failed. Then the fear turned to an awful calm in which she could hear only the running water and feel only the cold, like a numbing sheath around her; but it did not frighten her any longer. In order to pass that test, she would have waited until the warmth of life had ebbed away.

Rachel returned ten minutes later, turned the tap off and took her out of the shower. Her teeth began chattering; her skin had turned a blotchy purple-pink; the veins beneath looked deep blue. Rachel made her stand against the wall while the shivers started, then became uncontrollable as the water ran down her legs. Then Rachel took a short phial from her breast pocket. In it was a thermometer. She took it out and shook the mercury down. ‘Turn around, Miss Lambert,’ she said. ‘Open your legs.’

Because the shudders were so violent, the bulb could not be introduced until Justine’s stomach was pinned against the wall. Then she felt the short glass tube slipping upwards through the tight ring muscle.

While Rachel waited, she began to dry Justine’s back. She made her keep her legs wide and her arms out, with her hands pressed to the wall. The towel was moved from under her arms to her shoulders and down her back. It wiped her buttocks and the backs of her legs; then it returned to the split of her cheeks. Rachel held them open. Justine felt a finger-end pushing through the towel and slowly brushing the skin which squeezed around the glass tube of the thermometer. When the thermometer was pulled, the ring did not release it willingly and she felt the muscle pouting when the glass slipped out.

Rachel made her turn round. She wiped the thermometer on the towel and examined it. She nodded. ‘You’re not dead yet, Miss Lambert.’ And she smiled. Then she put the thermometer away. She examined Justine’s breasts, which were still dripping. Her hair was saturated. She began to dry it and Justine’s skin began to warm. She made her keep her legs apart and kept pressing a hand against her stomach. ‘You’re very skinny,’ she said. ‘Very skinny. We shall have to feed you up.’ She began to dry very gently between her legs and the feeling of arousal came strongly to Justine. ‘Look at me, Justine. Tonight, I want you to eat all your supper. Will you do that?’

‘Yes,’ Justine whispered weakly, knowing she never could. The towel-covered hand moved up and pressed firmly against her stomach and she felt nauseous.

‘And afterwards, I want you in my study.’ Then Rachel kissed her, and this kiss was much deeper than the first and the feelings that it stirred were more intense.

For Justine, there was an excitement that always came with crossing an empty schoolyard when lessons were in full swing. The sounds drifted down now – singing, ringing bells, windows being opened, thumping feet. And there was the feeling of vulnerability, too, the feeling that someone was sure to see her, that Sister Margaret was aware . . . And suddenly her invisible presence high up on the third floor struck down at Justine and curtailed her plan of taking wide sweeping circuits round the yard, and made her run through the doors and up the stairs, to arrive at last with an involuntary breathlessness in her chest and with a tall tale on her tongue. And for the rest of the afternoon, Justine was dreaming of the housemistress and what she would do to Justine when she got her in the sanctum of her study, and Justine’s knickers were wet already with the thinking . . .

‘Justine?’ called Sister Margaret.

‘Amo, amas, amamus –’

‘No!’ cried Sister Margaret.

‘Yes . . .’ whispered Justine.

That night, Justine still sat at table when all the others were gone. She stared into the half-full bowl in which the custard had formed a skin. Her stomach was bursting; she wanted to heave. Rachel was watching her, standing guard. But she could not finish; she pushed it away. Rachel strolled across and whispered, ‘If you can’t eat it, you needn’t bother coming to my rooms; you needn’t bother me again,’ then walked away and stood by the doors. She watched Justine forcing the last thick spoonful down, then she left.

The study was large but, full of ancient cupboards and bookcases, it looked cluttered. Rachel was sitting on an armchair which had a towel thrown over the back. The carpet under Justine’s feet had threadbare patches. A racket in a press lay on the table; on the walls were photographs of Alpine scenes. There was a pair of skis propped behind the door. The room was a strange mixture of the old and the new. Rachel was a contradiction.

Beyond the armchair, Justine could see the door to the bedroom: it stood ajar. Her heart was thumping. The heavy, sour-edged smell of old books mixed with the sickly smell of warm milk. The mug was on the table next to her. Her knickers were already untied and rolled down to the tops of her legs, where they hung loosely, threatening to fall. Rachel had turned her sideways and lifted her skirt so her small distended belly was exposed. She pressed a hand against it. Justine murmured because the touch hurt. Rachel pressed more firmly and Justine wanted to retch. But she still felt excited by this slow undressing. Rachel took Justine’s skirt off, leaving the blouse extending to her navel. She unfastened the bottom few buttons and parted it, then made Justine turn to face her. She rolled the knickers a little further down until a gap appeared, then slipped her hand into it and touched Justine. It was the first time anyone else’s naked hand had touched her there. She was frightened but excited by these different feelings coming so quickly, and she was terrified by the thought that she might smell.

While Justine gasped softly and closed her eyes and Rachel touched this place between her legs, Rachel told her she must call it ‘cunny’. She made Justine repeat the word. Justine could only whisper it, but Rachel made her say it loudly, until it echoed in the stillness of the room. And while one hand still pressed against her swollen belly, the other continued to rub and stroke the lips that were so unused to this treatment, until the lips turned wet. When Justine’s eyes opened, her gaze fell again upon the polished oak table and the cup of chocolate milk. There was melted butter floating in it.

‘Pick it up,’ said Rachel. When Justine did not move, she turned her, slipping one hand under her buttocks while continuing to play with her cunny. ‘I want you to drink it.’ Justine could never do it; her belly was already bursting. But other hands, other explorations, you cannot predict; they control you in curious ways. Anxiety and pleasure can be interlinked. And Justine had never been touched in such ways by anyone before that night.

Rachel asked Justine the name for what she was doing. Justine thought it was ‘fornication’. Rachel put her right. ‘Plant your legs apart,’ she said. She opened the pulpy lips and began to rub the edges while the backs of her fingers rustled against the inside of the knickers. While Justine’s legs shook, Rachel explained that this was ‘masturbation’, that her fingertips turning wet was right, and that it had to take time. ‘Let your stomach expand. Let it out.’ She drew the blouse apart and held it back while she watched and touched the slippy lips and kept them swelling wetly. ‘Now, pick your chocolate up and drink it – slowly.’

In the mirror, Justine saw a gangly girl with long blonde hair and a belly that was ballooning so hard it seemed to have split her blouse wide open. Her legs appeared to be tied together by the knickers round her knees and she was being masturbated very slowly by a young woman who was watching her through the mirror. The loose ribbons of her knickers gently trembled from her knees. Justine reached for the mug of milk and raised it to her lips.

‘Slowly,’ Rachel whispered.

Justine closed her eyes and felt sick. Her upper lip touched the melted butter and the thick warm skin beneath it stuck against her lip. She tilted the mug and tried to swallow continuously, to be rid of the awful thickness. The drink was lukewarm, cloying, coating her tongue and slipping like sweet mud down her throat.

‘Slowly . . .’ Rachel whispered. The mug tilted more steeply; the belly bulged. ‘Smoothly. Drink it all.’ Rachel waited until the mug was empty and the hand holding it fell limply away. Then she spread her fingertips around the belly and squeezed. The belly contracted. Justine swallowed, then groaned and clapped her hand across her mouth. ‘Shh . . . Not yet,’ said Rachel, and those words terrified Justine.

Rachel took the mug from her, turned her round to face her and pulled her knickers down to her ankles, took her shoes off and pulled the knickers over her feet. Then she stood up, took the blouse completely off Justine and unlaced the short linen bodice which Justine always fastened so tightly. ‘I don’t want you to hide them,’ she told Justine as she took her breasts out and looked at her in the mirror – standing her sideways, so her distended belly looked disproportionately large. Then she led her in her stockinged feet to the bathroom, where she raised the toilet seat and made her kneel with the cold enamel pressing against the top of her stomach. She lifted her hair out of the way and spread open her bodice, pushing her forwards so her hands gripped the bowl and her breasts hung down against the inside surface. Then she held the swollen stomach in her hand and squeezed it firmly. There was a choking cough. ‘Shhh . . .’ said Rachel. ‘There . . .’ And she steadied Justine’s forehead and the hand that held the belly just kept squeezing.

When the hollow, wrenching, retching sounds had ceased, Rachel flushed the toilet. She turned Justine’s head and asked her to open her mouth. There were beads of perspiration on her forehead. Rachel pushed her fingers deep inside Justine’s mouth and directed her head into the bowl. The hollow sounds came again, and a cry of cramping pain this time, because the stomach was by now almost empty. ‘Open your mouth,’ Rachel said again. This time, nothing was delivered and the cramps continued for the greater part of a minute.

Justine was drenched with sweat when Rachel finally lifted her up. She wiped her with a towel and gave her a glass of water with which to gargle. Then she helped her to the bed, where she removed her bodice, but kept her in her stockings and played with her again until she became wet. Progressively, she tried to stretch her. Justine, of course, was tight. Even one finger, pushed in deeply, hurt her.

Rachel turned her on her side and tried it from behind. She said, ‘Relax,’ but Justine was shivering and sweating at the same time. The feeling of the warm finger, so close against her, sticking to her stretching inner skin, moving inside, made her nauseous. Rachel’s middle finger stayed inside her, pushing until the stretched skin gave and the wave of nausea struck again. Keeping her finger still now, Rachel sat up slowly and looked down at Justine’s face, which was paler than the sheets. She stroked her breasts, which were again wet with sweat, and pressed her fist gently into the small sunken empty belly, then unrolled the stockings to the ankles. She did all of this with her middle finger still inside Justine.

When Justine was naked to her feet, Rachel used the flat of her hand to rub the soft parts of Justine. She rolled her on to her other side, with her finger still inside her, so that they faced each other, then she pulled down the pillow for Justine’s head. She arranged Justine’s hair so it flowed out behind her and left her neck bare. She made her lift her leg and hold it, then she pushed the finger on and up inside her until it touched the nose of her womb. Justine moaned; the beads of sweat were coalescing; Rachel rubbed her free hand over the soft wet parts. She turned Justine on her back but kept the finger against her womb, keeping Justine sweating and weak and terrified that the finger might be dragged out quickly.

Rachel was in no hurry with her. She opened out the lips of her cunny and masturbated her by wetting a finger and rubbing it around the small projecting tip between them; she called this place the ‘clitoris’ and asked Justine if she knew what it was for. Justine swallowed and shook her head. Rachel probably knew that she lied. When Justine began to respond, she tugged the finger that was still inside and Justine became still while Rachel continued the slow masturbation. The film of sweat appeared again and Rachel smoothed it up and down the nipples, which were very erect in the cold, but were slippy. She made Justine hold herself open while she drew her finger out and carefully licked it.

Rachel pulled all the sheets and blankets from underneath Justine and off the bed. Then she pulled the stockings off her feet, using one to bind Justine’s wrists behind her back and the other to tie her ankles. She placed her on her side with her knees tucked up and again attempted to stretch her, pushing two fingers up inside her, to her womb. The fingers tried to nip the small nose, then tried to open out inside her. Justine moaned; her upper knee tried to lift to accommodate the hand while her ankles were tied together. Rachel reached round and pushed two fingers into her mouth. Justine was shaking, she was gagging against the hand and her body was hot with sweat. When the third finger entered her cunny, she cried out.

But Rachel completed the stretching, then played with her until her legs began to tremble, when she warned her to keep still. She lifted Justine’s legs, then pressed her knees together as tightly as her ankles, making her cunny squeeze out behind, and she touched her clitoris in this position while Justine could not move. She kept wetting it and rubbing it gently as it projected between the lips. Then Rachel left her on her side, uncovered, and went out, closing the bedroom door. She returned an hour later and turned Justine on to her other side. Justine’s teeth began to chatter when the cold mattress touched her and her warmer lower side was exposed to the air.

‘Pout it out,’ said Rachel. Justine did not know what she meant at first. Then she felt the thermometer sliding up her bottom. Rachel came very close behind her and smoothed her hair and kissed her. While she kissed her she held her clitoris. She kept Justine’s knees tucked up and reached round from behind to hold it. Justine had to twist her head round to present her lips for kissing. It was a feeling like no other that she had experienced. Rachel’s lips felt very warm; her breath was strangely scented.

Justine was eventually to discover what that scent was: it was the scent of girl, and the taste of it was always on the housemistress’s lips after each time she finished her rounds. But that night, Justine was aware only of the warmth of muskiness dabbing softly on her lips and the fingertips playing gently upon her clitoris till it ached. When Rachel took the thermometer out of
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