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Yes, you can tell it’s autumn; the flood plains of central England have
just dried out after all the sunshine that poured down on them over the
summer. All over the land, householders are battening down the hatches
for the autumn gales, which differ from the summer gales by being in
the autumn. Otherwise they’re quite easily mistaken for each other.

Over here in the Lincolnshire wilds, we tirelessly till the fertile grounds
of our authors’ imaginations and produce mellow fruitfulness whilst
getting mist!

I can hear voices raised across the shires.
“What happened to the summer edition of our beloved ‘Scene’?”

they cry plaintively. Ah, well. As most of you will know we’ve had quite a
difficult year and the release schedule has been played ducks and
drakes with as we’ve hunted around for printers. The result was that we
received huge numbers of orders in advance of books being available
– not your fault but it was an acute version of something we’ve suffered
from for a long time. The company policy has always been that we won’t
take money for goods we haven’t actually got, ready to send out. The
result of many of you ordering in advance has been piles of cheques
filed away and having to be sorted through for advance orders once
each book did finally arrive. And to get round this problem we decided
to skip the summer issue and resume in the autumn with extracts from
recent publications so you can browse and order in the sure and certain
knowledge that we’ve actually got the books safe in our sweaty little
palms! Each issue from now on will similarly contain excerpts from
recent titles with just a quick glance ahead to whet the appetites.

Inside this edition, apart from excerpts, you’ll find a report on a
recently opened Dungeon Club – you see, your editor will scorn all
personal risks to bring you the low down!!

We’ve had a few letters from readers, a couple of which are printed
here, but we’d like to receive more. The more feedback we get; the
more we’ll know what rings your bells!

I’d also really like to hear what you felt about the long-awaited
denouement to the Slaveworld series.

You’ll also find more details about the new illustrated title ‘Shorts
Vol. I’. This is a chance for those of you not on the net to catch up on
some bits and pieces which have been on our website for some time,
and actually get ahead in some ways as Tim has re-done all his
illustrations and they haven’t yet gone on the website! Also there are
shorts by Stephen Douglas and Emma Stewart that haven’t been
posted yet.

It’s Autumn!……and you’re welcome to it!

Editorial
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I’d just like to say a few words in praise of Samantha Brook and her
first novel for Silver Moon (Brought to Heel) a Cracker!… …Clearly
Samantha is clued into her subject matter! Particularly enjoyable
(for me) was how she brought into her storyline the actual true life
set-up that is OWK –Other World Kingdom – in Czechoslovakia, an
organisation that has long been a fascination for me. I have been
fortunate enough to obtain a number of magazines, books and movies
direct from the people involved and the whole scenario never ceases
to amaze and delight – Madam Christine is my favourite – Wow!
What a LADY!!

Samantha will understand what I’m on about – phew! – all credit
to her. Samantha…..is very definitely onto something here, all power
to her elbow. More? Yes please, and I for one look very much forward
to that.

Frank

Thanks for that Frank; but I do wish you wouldn’t beat around the
bush so much! I mean, if you like the book, just come right out and
say so! Don’t be shy!

Not being very up with the fem dom world, I have to admit, I googled
OWK. Erm. Eye watering, horrendous but fascinating in its scope.
However, I still say that collars belong around female subs’ necks
and clothes pegs look better on breasts than where those women
were putting them!

I’ve only recently joined the Silver Moon mailing list but thought I
would write a note to say how much I’ve enjoyed the work of Mark
Stewart. I’m steadily working my way through his extensive list and
so far haven’t found a bad read.

P.W. (Kent)

Always good to get feedback from new readers and I’m delighted to
say that Mark has recently sent me the MS of a new work. As you’ll
see, Mark has also been in touch on another matter.

Readers’ Letters
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Dear Editor,
I wonder if the readers can help me with a question that’s bothering

me. I’ve recently bought ‘The Story of O’ on DVD and am fascinated
by the realism of the initial whipping scene. It looks to me as though
Corrine Clery is really marked – and her reactions to the whip do
seem very authentic. Is this ‘make-up magic’ does everyone think,
or is she really being whipped? On the other hand, was a ‘body
double’ used? I’d be interested to know what others think.

I don’t know the DVD well enough to comment myself. But any of the
‘Mood’ films from Eastern Europe are a must for flagellation fans.
And in saying that I must thank the reader who kindly turned me on to
them! You know who you are……as they say! Thanks!
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These are extracts from recent releases which didn’t feature in the
spring mag. They are all in stock and can be dispatched on receipt of
cheques or phone orders with cards.

Trojan Whores
By Syra Bond

Tears welled up in the young girl’s eyes as the man held out the
soaking leather thong. At last, it was her time of sacrifice, of
submission. She only had a few moments of freedom left. Once she
was bound, she would no longer be under her own control. She
would be a slave of the temple, a chattel of the priestesses, an object
of pleasure, an acolyte, a plaything. Once bound, she would have no
mind of her own, no will; her subjugation would be total, her life
would be prescribed by the will of others.

Sappho imagined the girl’s fate, bound by the leather thongs, led
by her new master, no will of her own, dedicated only to pleasure, to
submission, to the bidding of another. It excited her, the thought of
being in another’s power, of being controlled. Her lips dried as she
imagined herself being tied up like the young girl. She felt her throat
tightening at the idea of being controlled in every way, in everything
she did. Her heart quickened its pace — she felt it pounding in her
chest. She sensed the tension of her hardening nipples — pulling
stiffly at her breasts, aching, pulsating, heating with the fire of her
growing expectation.

The young man draped the wet thong over the girl’s wrists. Sappho
licked her lips — her tongue was dry. The man pulled the thong
around in a binding. The slimy, wet leather slipped around the girl’s
skin, sticking to it, enveloping it. Water dripped onto the ground.
Sappho imagined that it was the girl’s blood draining away, running
around her feet as her will was drained and her life with it.

The girl held her breath. It was as if the wet confines of the
wrapping leather were smothering her. The man pulled on them
tightly. He folded the ends into the beginning of a knot. The girl
winced, tightened her buttocks and rose up on her knees. She dropped
her head, but, all the time, she kept her doe-like gaze on the young

Extracts
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man. She pushed her wrists forward more. She needed to show him
she did not mean to react against him, that she was completely willing,
that she wanted the binding as tight as he could make it.

‘She will soon feel the pain of the tightening leather,’ said Chryseis
to Sappho. ‘When it begins to dry, she will know for certain that she
has been enslaved. There is no other pain like it.’

The Vicar’s Daughter
By Richard Garwood
Inside the covers of ‘The Vicar’s Daughter’ you will find two fine novellas
by Richard and extracts from both are included here…

I failed to understand the mistress’s next command, which was
‘Horse her.’ There were gasps from the other girls which presaged
the assistant gesturing to the girl to approach him. As she did he
turned his back on her and told her to give him her hands. In a
moment he had crouched and had drawn her arms over his shoulders
until her head was on a level with his own and her body was closely
pressed to his back. I could feel the quiver running through the girl’s
body at being held close to the young man and pressing her breasts,
belly and mound against his back. He pulled her up a little further
and then stood up. Her feet were quickly off the ground. He then
bent forward, still holding her wrists as she sought to get some
purchase with her feet to relieve the strain on her arms. Eventually
she folded her knees around his hips and hung on tightly. For a moment
I thought I detected through the fear a slightly erotic sensation as
she gripped the young man’s muscular body and pressed herself
against him. Whatever she felt it was certain that he was enjoying
the close contact with so much that was curvaceous and beautiful.

Once the position was to the mistress’ satisfaction she ordered
the young man to turn away from the class. She then uttered the
single word ‘Reveal’ and the Sergeant moved towards the pair and
caught hold of the hem of the girl’s skirt and pulled it up her back. I
was presented with the image of the girl’s bottom with her legs wide
apart and the petals of her sex apparently fluttering, a view shared
by every girl in the class. The teacher looked at the Sergeant and
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and feeling her insides melt at the blatantly lewd way her legs were
parted in the brightness of broad daylight, the sinews drawn tight by
her suspension. There were bound to be salaciously grinning sailors
standing around watching her lap up the pain inflicted on her. She let
her head fall back and sought the robed and hooded figure of the
man who had come to mean more to her than her own life. He stood
motionless a few feet away from her and his presence stilled the
shrill screaming of Lady Isabella’s voice. In his presence she found
complete peace with herself as an abject and devoted slave. Without
him she was guilt-ridden and horribly confused.

“Aah!… …Nineteen!” It was the hardest lash of this current
beating and the tails landed smack on her throbbing clitoris, making
her jerk painfully against her bonds even as she felt her cunt spasm
in delight. She tried to relax as she waited for the final – and surely
the harshest - lash by fixing her eyes on her beloved lord. The ship
was making good speed ahead of a brisk breeze that had the sail
above her booming and snapping, and yet nothing about him, neither
his body nor his robes moved. It was as if he existed in a slightly
different world. And never, not even in this bright light, did any chink
of it seem to penetrate the gloom within his cowl. She had often
heard tales of the Guardians’ mysterious powers. She now believed
everything she had heard.

“Uh!… …Twenty! Twenty taken, my lord!” she managed to
gasp as the final lash cracked across her exposed groin, the leathers
gleefully digging deep between the obligingly parted inner lips of her
cunt.

She felt the sailor who had administered the whipping release
her hands and then she cried out in shocked pleasure as she felt the
ball handle of the whip rammed unceremoniously downwards into
her cunt. She knew what her lord required; a show of complete and
utter abandonment to any humiliation a woman could imagine. Eager
to show him how obedient she was she reached her nearly numb
arms upwards and ignored the ironic cheers of the onlookers as the
fingers of one hand slipped over her clitoral hood and began to rub at
the inflamed stump while the other hand seized the whip handle
firmly and began an urgent masturbation.
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Silver Moon Shorts Vol I.
As you will see from the enclosed flier – enclosed because the postal
strikes were playing hob with an already troubled print schedule –
Silver Moon Shorts Vol I. is the hardcopy version of some short
‘scenario’ type pieces that have been available online for some time.
Now they are available in book form with new Tim Johnson images
and with some ‘never before’ seen stories. Here are some brief
snatches from the ‘Shorts’!

The Dark
By Emma Stewart

The girl flexed her wrists and felt the hard leather constricting them,
her fingers curled and she could just about feel the steel karabiner
that clipped from the restraints’ D rings to the chains that held her.

Before her all was dark, the eye patches in the hood buttoned
down tight, locking her in complete darkness. All her senses were
heightened, she could hear her breath whistling a little in her nostrils
and she tried instinctively to widen her mouth around the ball gag
that stuffed it and stretched her mouth into that expression of tension
and discomfort that Masters so liked to see on their slaves’ faces.
The leather of the hood muffled all sounds coming to her ears and as
a result she was acutely aware of her pulse. It was fast, it always
was when she was restrained and awaiting her Master’s pleasure.

She stood against the wall of the spare bedroom of his house –
the room he had worked on to provide her with a whole range of
painful ways in which her discipline could be improved. Tonight her
arms were raised and spread and chained to hooks in the wall, her
feet were spread apart and her back was hollowed in the way she
knew he liked her to be when she was whipped.

Against her Will
By Dr Taj.

With a force that made her gasp the cock was thrust back into her.
She swore she could feel the head touch the neck of her womb. She
felt the warm flood as her juices oozed from her and lubricated the
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rigid length that was now thrusting in and out of her, with a force
that rocked her. A Lauren felt like a bitch on heat as she thrust
herself onto the cock that was now ramming into her. Wave after
wave of pure lust rushed through her body, churning around her
belly and settling in her sex. She could feel her orgasm approaching
with real urgency.

Hands grasped her jaw and throat forcing her mouth open. A
disturbing realisation now came to Lauren; there was more than one
man in the cubicle with her. She forced herself to open her eyes,
which stung like crazy. Blinking them she could make out the outline
of a well muscled blond man. The cock taking her from behind was
still thrusting into her. Each thrust pushed her closer and closer to
orgasm, moving her head to one side she caught a glimpse of the
arm of the man brutally fucking her from behind. A dark smudge of
a tattoo confirmed her fear. The man was not her husband. That
realisation threw her over the edge as the cock pounded into her, the
heavy balls slapping against her with every thrust. Coupled with the
fact that it was not her husband fucking her, it threw her into a
shattering orgasm.

Hard Times
By Stephen Douglas

Being in love was far harder than she’d ever imagined, the romance
novels she was so fond of, ending once lovers found each other, the
heroine and her Prince Charming riding off into the sunset to live
happily ever after. Jefferson was very patient with her once he
discovered she’d never had a lover before, explaining that men were
naturally insecure, that love had to be constantly proved.

Sometimes when she displeased him she had to sleep in the
cupboard, to lick the kitchen floor clean or to stand in front of the
open freezer with her big breasts in the ice box. Jefferson had
confided to her that his father had abused his mother, leaving him
with a lasting contempt for the sort of man who punched or beat
their spouses. Stern but fair himself, he’d only really punished her a
half dozen times; done properly, with a leather strap across the
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buttocks.
Jefferson admitted not all women performed oral sex on demand,

were punished with a strap or had to wear a dildo to keep them
permanently hot during their engagement. But it was good practice
for the day she promised to “Love, honour and obey!” He wanted a
traditional marriage.

Sean O’Kane, and William Avon provide the other stories that make
up this first collection.
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Since Silver Moon left the safe anonymity of Leeds and settled in
rural Lincolnshire, we have been impressed by the noticeable lack of
mobs of locals waving torches and pitchforks and demanding that all
SM personnel be burned at the stake. The reason for this, it now
transpires, is that they’re all at it too!

To my shock and horror I realised that a dungeon club was opening
soon in the Lincoln area. It was clearly a case for editorial investigation
and so, not forgetting to shove some meat into the authoresses’ cages
and ensure they were chained up and locked in securely, I made my
way to meet Katt and Simon.

Simon is the Dungeon Master and has been in the scene for some
thirty odd years, they can’t have been that odd though, he looks and
sounds perfectly sane and friendly. Katt is a slave who will however
domme for an unattached sub if one poles up to a party.

The Dungeon itself is in their home – or maybe it’s the other way
round – but in any case the atmosphere is relaxed and friendly from
the moment you walk in. The playrooms are simply part of their home
but are well equipped with shackles, bars, cuffs and whips galore;
along with a rather nice whipping horse which Katt told me they found
in a charity shop! All the toys are of very high quality and membership
fees go towards maintaining the standard.

The idea behind the club is simple; Katt and Simon wanted
somewhere relaxed and friendly for people who are maybe new to the
scene, or who are maybe by nature a bit shy. Big clubs like ‘Lash’
and ‘Nemesis’ require an exhibitionist approach and a self-confidence
that not all practitioners of the arts SM possess. At Katt’s Kavern you
can relax in a home environment and dip into or out of whatever’s
going on with complete freedom. Simon keeps an eye on all the rooms
and Katt participates wherever she’s required.

Now, gentle reader, you wouldn’t expect your dear editor to find
himself in a dungeon without having at least one slavegirl to hand –
and you would be right. I did bring along slave 841-006-817 (841 to
her friends), she’s a dedicated slave as you can tell by the fact she
doesn’t have a name, just a Slave Register number. I decided to try
out the bar at the foot of the bed in the main playroom and cuffed her
to it in short order under Katt’s critical eye. Leaving the slave there,
the grand tour was undertaken and the interview conducted.

But eventually after a cup of tea and a good chat, I asked if I
could try out a few of the dungeon’s toys and Katt and I duly made our
way back to the room where 841 was waiting – not that she had any

The Lincoln Dungeon
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choice in the matter of course. I decided to start with my usual suede
flogger and after a few satisfactory lashes, I switched to the dungeon’s
own heavy leather whip. For a few minutes I alternated and tried to
compare the marks the two were making. In the end I decided that
my suede was having the better effect on 841’s hide, but Katt said
that was because I wasn’t using the leather whip hard enough and
was favouring my own whip.

Hmm! Is she sure she’s a sub?
A gentleman could only give one answer and I duly invited her to

use the leather whip.
It was 841’s lucky day. Katt thought she was lovely flogging material

and really let loose, meanwhile I switched to my martinet and treated
her tits to a pretty testing session, followed by pegging while Katt
developed some good patches of highly marked skin on the slave’s
back, after which she gave her some massage which I didn’t think
she’d deserved. After all, she’d only had to stand and take it. It was
Katt and I who had had to argue about the various whips’ best features
and who had taken the trouble to flog her so soundly.

Still such is life, love and bdsm!
It was a delightful afternoon and you may rest assured I’ll be

returning. If I bump into any interesting people, I’ll be sure to let you
know!

If you would like to find out more contact:
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/Lincoln_Dungeon

or, if you want to talk to Katt privately, mail kattskavern@yahoo.co.uk


