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The trouble with me (Emily Lester) is that I’m a rich bitch who is also a low-life piece of shit, who is so bad that she doesn’t even feel that she belongs in the same society as human beings. You note I don’t say OTHER human beings because I genuinely believe that I’m not one of you. I look like you, walk and talk like you (some say I’m pretty, with a good body) but underneath I’m some sort of sub human, not worthy of decent treatment by those around me.

Maybe I’m the result of some genetic experiment that my parents were involved in, but I never got the chance to ask them as they were killed in a car crash when I was just a little girl. Since then, I lived with my grandmother until she passed away leaving me a company, a ton of money (I mean a lot) and this big mansion. If it wasn’t for the family lawyers, Delaney and Son, I don’t know what would have happened to me.

A little history first ... it was when I hit puberty that I started getting the strangest ideas about myself and my role in life. That’s when I started fantasizing that I wasn’t human like the others. I also felt that I didn’t deserve to live in luxury as I was fooling everyone, and that I should be kept in the stables with the other animals and beaten often. Grandma Lester kept a tight rein on who I met and what I learnt about life, so I had no idea of the sexual side of these fantasies, only that Grandma frowned on all that and tried to keep me away from it.

Then she made the big mistake of sending me to a well-renowned Catholic school who had a reputation for strict discipline. That was when I got my first bare-assed caning and it lit something up inside me. After that my school reports began to drop as I was always causing trouble so the canings would be repeated. And those vicious nuns were happy to oblige. But above the beatings nothing ever happened, if you were hoping for that kind of story, you’ll be disappointed.

It was only when I was 18 that I finally talked to Grandma about these strange feelings of being less than human, and the weird desires that I had. I’d never even kissed a boy in all my life, so some of the things I felt I couldn’t even articulate as I didn’t understand them, I just felt ‘funny’ when I saw certain things or witnessed a situation.

I would see the stable hands (Grandma loved horses) take a knotted rope and give a horse a whack on the rump with it. Not viciously but just to move the horse along. I would have a sudden visual in my head of myself tied naked to the fence, as the cowboy gave me a whack on the ass.

I began hanging around the stables and watching them look after the horses. I helped out by mucking out, feeding the horses, any dirty old job, I just felt closer to home when I was amongst the horses. When I saw them being led around by the reins, I could picture myself wearing nothing but the bridle bit and reins, being led around by a handler. It only reinforced the certainty in me that I was just an animal and was why I responded to those images. I grew my hair long and wore it as a pony tail.

When I knew that there would be no one on the estate, everyone was attending a county show or whatever, I would volunteer to stay behind. They were very thankful but what they didn’t know is that once they had gone and I had seen to the horses that remained, I would strip naked and roll around in the hay. If I needed to pee, I would do it in the corner of a stable in the hay. I would eat oats out of the bucket and practice wearing the bit and reins. High stepping up and down the barn as if I was a show pony. I even got one of the horse whips and tried beating myself across my back. I wasn’t very successful but at least it gave me a feeling for what it would be like when I let a man take the whip to me, which by this time I was beginning to fantasize about.

You see, as well as the stables, when the place was empty, I used to go and look inside the bunk house the stable hands lived in. Being nosy, I’d poke about in their rooms, and I found a shelf full of pornographic DVDs of men and women, doing things to each other. I would borrow a couple and study them in my room later. There were things going on that looked like what I assumed to be ‘normal’ sex (if there is such a thing). But I found some that showed the men being cruel to women, whipping them and so on, before taking them fiercely. Or women and women together. This only fed into my fantasies about having similar done to me. I would swap them out next time the place was empty, and gradually worked my way through the whole shelf, several times. I came to understand the ‘theory’ of sex, but never got chance to put it into practice.

I used to consider approaching the stable hands about the possibility of them doing the things to me that I had witnessed in the movies. I would let them do anything they liked to me, just for the opportunity to be handled, used, controlled by a human being. But I realized that they would probably reject me for being an animal, and God forbid if Grandma ever found I had offered myself, let alone submitted to them. She would make life unbearable.

Grandma noticed these things about me and became concerned after our little chat, but she had no idea about how to deal with it, so she asked the advice of our family lawyers. Reginald Delaney’s law firm had handled the affairs of my grandma, and my parents for years. He was a large black man, and even my grandma who instinctively didn’t trust anyone who wasn’t white, came to rely on him. He took care of everything when my parents were killed so he was deep into the family affairs, the company and the large fortune that we had.

Oh yes, we had a large family fortune due to the company my grandfather had set up. It was in timber, or coal, or oil or some shit like that. I never took an interest, I just knew that it kept us in mansions and Cadillacs, so that was enough for me to know.
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Reginald Delaney promised my grandma that he would have a talk with me and then advise the next course of action. We sat in the library of the mansion and I haltingly explained what drove me, even the bits I didn’t understand. Sometimes I could only paint the picture of the scenes inside my head, no matter how bizarre. Maybe you think I should have kept that information to myself and not blurted it out to someone who wasn’t in the family ... but he practically was.

Mercifully his son Jacob Delaney wasn’t there with him. I had practically grown up with him, and since he graduated from Law School, his dad had taken him into the business and was showing him the ropes. So it wouldn’t have been outside the bounds of possibility that his dad might have brought him along to learn about the impending problems with me.

We sat down next to each other on the leather sofa and even though I wasn’t strictly old enough, he poured us both a drink and he got me talking to him, explaining myself. He was easy to talk to, in his 50-60’s, so it was like talking to an older doctor. And as I grew up without any sort of male influence in my life, I was drawn to his avuncular attitude and he made it easy to spill my disgusting secrets to him.

He listened, nodding along, encouraging me when I ran short of words, even supplying one or two that I hadn’t yet learned, to identify what I had just explained to him. When I had finished, I expected him to walk out of the room in disgust, but he just sat there, sipping his drink.

Frightened of his rejection, I just sat there frozen, knuckles white from where I was gripping my glass so hard. Finally, he said, “What you are describing is not as unusual as you may think. You’re not so weird as you believe you are. I have a wide group of friends and through them I’ve met many others and some of them have the same beliefs and the same ... longings, shall we say? But the ones I know about are usually much older than you and have taken a long time to grow these particular traits. It’s unusual to find them so strong in one so young.

“Let me assure you that you are not going mad, and even this feeling you are not human can be sometimes explained simply by your feeling of alienation from the rest of human race. After all, besides your grandmother do you really communicate with anyone?”

“Only the animals in the stables. As well as the horses they keep some pigs out the back of the stables, and occasionally I climb naked into their pen and crawl around in the mud on all fours with them. I even roll around in the pig shit so I feel like one of them. I feel at home, like I belong there. That’s why I feel more animal than human.”

“Look, Emily, all of the things you describe are your subconscious desperately trying to get released from its prison. It wants you to do these things, debase yourself, be whipped, as a way of wanting sexual relief ... which I understand you’re not getting.”

“No, Mr. Delaney. Grandma keeps a tight rein on me and I’ve never even been kissed.”

“I have a friend who’s a psychiatrist. Top man in his field. I can arrange for you to visit his clinic. It’s in the Sierra Nevada mountains, so you’ll have to spend some time there, but it can’t be solved in a few sessions. It may take weeks.”

“So, you do think I’m mad?” I ask, fearfully.

“No, not at all,” he assures me. “You just have a lot going on between your mind and your suppressed libido. Maybe he can convince you that all these strange fantasies you have are not that unusual, and he can help you come to terms with them and maybe accept them or leave them behind.”

“You’ll help me then?”

“Of course I will.” It’s summer and I’m only wearing a light summer dress with a short hem, he put his hand reassuringly on my thigh and gave it a squeeze. It felt so warm and strong, I was disappointed when he took it away. “I’ve been looking after this family’s women for years and it won’t stop now with this new generation. After all, your grandmother won’t be around forever. You’ll be in charge and will need someone to guide and advise you. I hope you’ll stay with Delaney and Son. It’ll be time to bring on the next generation in your family and mine. It will be Jacob and
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