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September 8. 1931

He had always been considered a most manly man.

A man attractive to the opposite sex.

Strong.

Self-motivated

Private.
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The very epitome of what both male and female considered the habitual bachelor.

The former regarding him with no small envy and – in the case of his less happily married fellow men – outright jealousy; while the latter saw him as a challenge to be conquered and reined in, an offence against the wiles of their own sex and their need to domesticate the wild and uncultivated.

One of the reasons he had taken the conscious decision all those years before to remain free and unencumbered to make his own decisions and his way in life.

And now he found himself in a world of women.

Two of them, to be precise.

One of them older and the owner of the secluded Kentish home in which he currently resided.

A woman of steely will, he had come to realise, and an equally devious mind that had, along with that belonging to her home’s other occupant ran rings around him; even if he had been unaware of it until the collar had fastened about his neck.

She needed neither money or shelter after the passing of a mysterious husband she spoke of as if he were an absent pet had left her comfortable; though he was at least aware that the man had made something of a fortune in the City; and this independence from need had, no doubt, he thought, only served to bolster her sense of self-confidence.

A desire, he sensed. to order the things and people around her that was surely present in large quantities while the husband she seldom spoke of was alive.

From his very first visit to her home there had been no mistaking her for the kind of woman who enjoyed command and the responsibility that went with it.

And then there was the other woman...

The woman who shared her home with her.
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A younger woman.

But very similar in many ways.

As but one instance; both, he now knew, were of one mind when it came to his own gender.

And, though it had been only a vague suspicion in the early days of his acquaintance with them, he had soon taken the impression that their minds were not exactly dovetailed favourable on the subject of men.

Even if he did sense that his sex had their uses for them.

Yet, and despite his growing suspicion of being held in a certain contempt by them, he had continued to visit until that time when the older of the two suggested he stay with them on a full-time basis that he might conclude his business in the area without the nuisance of travelling down and back up from London three times a week.

“Why not?” he remembered asking himself when the offer had been made.

The train journey’s he had at first found novel on a regular basis, having never been much of one for routine – an especially a nine-to-five position – were beginning to weary him and it would be nice to be near his current project.

He actually had nothing pressing him in the City and, in fact, the business he had in Kent’s interior was entirely connected with his boredom with his life there and a need for a more leisurely existence.

An existence where he would be free to read and paint without constant intrusions from the noise of traffic, the social obligations of friends, and the other, frankly, irritating diversions of a huge metropolis.

And so he found himself in the home and the world of the two women.

It had in fact been a world of three women at one time. For part of the day, anyway. What with their housekeeper from the town. But, now that he was more... amenable ..she had not been replaced when she had gone to look after her ailing mother in West Yorkshire.

A place, he was told at a later date, from which she would not be returning to resume her duties.

Informing him also that they had no intention of replacing her either.

Why bother when they had a man in their home they had shown his true calling and who now wanted nothing more than to worship at the fount of their womanhood?

Even if his mystification at finding himself able to take some kind of enjoyment from his reduction to such a status was as huge as his self-disgust for allowing it.

Then again, as both older and younger woman were fond of telling him:

“One can’t fight one’s true nature.”

And it appeared that he couldn’t; even if he hadn’t suspected such... feelings ...existed in him to begin with.

At an age when he should by rights have been at home with a loving wife equally beloved to him, along with grown children about to fly the coop, he was here. 

In the home of a strange young woman and her even stranger aunt who, when it came down to it, was not even a blood relation. 

And here in the role of a domestic.

A domestic from another, more draconian and less egalitarian age.

Which was when, as his thoughts raced back to his reasons for being there, the sound of heels clacking against the polished wood in the hallway out his quarters focused his mind on something else entirely.

By the time the older of the two women stepped through the door and into the room to find him kneeling with his hands behind his back as smacked a ping-pong bat against the palm of her hand, he had already slipped into that place from which he could find no way of escape.

When he had arranged himself without being told and presented his naked buttocks, he was already in that warped and sensuous world into which he had been trapped before she fetched the bat down on his behind and won the first of many “Thank you’s” from his quivering lips... 
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November 28. 1930

Frida stared out at the bleakness of the day. The sky was sombre and the overhanging clouds heavy, as a leaf-strewn drive was buffeted by a bitter wind that made the branches of the now bare elm-trees shiver during a November day that was utterly cheerless. 

Frida turned round and looked at her aunt as she read a work of fiction in its original French at a desk to the side of a roaring fire that should have lifted the spirits and, for once, failed. 

“You’re restless today, Frida,” remarked Vera Saynor, the matronly woman who was ‘Mrs Saynor” to all who knew her except her young niece.

Her niece by marriage.

Frida simply shrugged and gave no verbal response; knowing what was ailing her but unsure that the older aunt who had taken her in after the death of her parents and that of her husband before them would welcome her broaching the subject.

Especially as it would reveal the younger woman’s knowledge of her intimate diaries and her further crime of actually reading them.

Diaries that were at the root of her sexual restlessness and filled her imagination with incredibly arousing imagery she found ultimately depressing for their being so... unattainable.
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Turning suddenly, the rashness of desire that ran hand-in-hand with being a year from her twenties still emboldening her, Frida had blurted out her question before thinking of the consequences that might follow once it had been aired and could not be taken back:
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