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Pendle was a poor village, even by the standards of the time.  It was nothing more than a church, a run down, dilapidated solitary inn and a hundred or so houses, all wood built with thatched rooves.  The streets were just mud in the winter, dirt in the summer.  It didn’t even have a smithy.  The inhabitants existed to tend their animals and raise crops to live, their only social life was the Inn.  People were born in Pendle, married in Pendle and died in Pendle with nothing more than the occasional trip to one of the neighboring villages to buy goods from the smith or store. 

It was the summer solstice.  People were gathered in the inn, drinking ale and talking in hushed voices.  After Halloween this was the most frightening night of the year, witches and evil spirits would be out, planning their evil and terrifying the weak.  The door to the inn opened and a young girl walked in, herself ghostly white.  The crowd fell silent as she entered, she didn’t speak just pointed outside.  Everyone put down their pints and walked outside.

The villagers could see the fire on the top of Pendle Hill, they stood outside the Inn looking upwards.  One swallowed, no one wanted to watch but they couldn’t help it.  The fire was blazing, around it were several flying objects, they might be a few miles away but everyone knew what they were.  There was only one thing they could be.

Witches.

“We have to do something,” said a village elder, his voice weak and raspy with fear.

“Like what Herbert?” asked another.

“It’s nothing we can do anything about,” said a third.

“We need help,” added a fourth.  They all nodded.  They needed help alright.

******

Two women sat on the hill top, it was the height of summer, both were in their early 30s with long black hair.  They had a good fire going, a pot bubbling over the embers to one side.  They were alone, alone and naked.  They looked at each other, examining each other’s bodies, graceful and beautiful.

“We need to live,” said one, putting some herbs in the pot.  The second nodded.

“We need life,” said the second, adding some meat.

“Is it not too soon?” asked the first.  The second shook her head.

“All we need to do is plan carefully,” she looked to the North, over the plains, “This can be ours if we act correctly.  Ours for hundreds of years.”

“Ambitious,” said the first, smiling.  “I like ambition.”  They leaned in and kissed each other, they wouldn’t be disturbed, only a few hundred people lived near the hill and no one would come close to it, not with a fire burning at the top.  The hill was a place of fear, had been for centuries. 

She lay back, her head on the twigs of her besom, her hat to the side, black clothes discarded, she opened her legs wide, exposing the soft folds of her pussy to her girlfriend.  Their eyes locked and they smiled at each other.

“Know what else I like?” asked the one lying on her back.  The other laughed and bent forward, she kissed her way up her friend’s leg before she felt hands holding her long black hair pulling her head forward onto her pussy . . .
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Lord Salmsbury waited inside his carriage, the air outside was thick with wood smoke and the air inside barely any different.  He wasn’t an actual peer of the realm, he just styled himself as such.  He waited as his groom dismounted into the dirty street and secured the horses, then opened the door to the wooden carriage.  The groomsman stepped to one side and waited on his charge.

Salmsbury stepped out and looked up and down the bustling street, people walking to work, their heads bent low.  Most were dressed in dirty clothes, the occasional businessman or gentleman tipped their hat to him as they passed by, trying to get to their place of employment as quickly as they could.  There was barely any wind, despite the drizzle the wood smoke hung heavily in the air.  Salmsbury took a deep breath and coughed, he loved London but on a day like this he would rather be in the countryside.

Salmsbury was a powerful man, both physically and politically.  Physically he was a tall man for the age, approaching six feet tall, he was well built with strong arms.  Politically was a force to be reckoned with.  People who made enemies of him tended to live short lives.  Short and extremely painful lives.

He wore one of his best outfits, a white linen shirt with a white ruff, a brown leather waistcoat and jacket puffed at the wrists, knee length breeches flared outwards with white silk stockings and clogs from the continent, a long dark coat over the top kept the worst of the weather out.  Everything about him, his office, his clothes, his mode of transport screamed power and wealth.

He walked up the six steps into his office, the steps served the purpose of elevating the entrance from the dirt and filth in the street.  Above the door was a quote from the bible, the one he lived his life by, Exodus 22:18 “Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live”.  He smiled as he read it, he did every day.  As his foot touched the final step the door to his place of work opened, inside the servant had been waiting and watching.  Salmsbury entered the building and the door closed behind him.

“Good Morning my Lord,” said the servant.  Salmsbury didn’t respond, he removed his long black coat, his hat and handed them to the servant, he adjusted his hair and opened the door to his private chambers and went to sit behind his desk to attend the business of the day.  Outside his servant hung his garments and went to get his master a drink, the master started winter days with tea made from mint leaves, always the same when the fire was lit.

The office was ornate, adorned with portraits of the men who’d previously held the office of Witch Finder General, the shelves behind him filled with leather bound books about witchcraft and successful trials over the centuries.  Behind his desk was a huge portrait of the King, James I.  Salmsbury smiled as he greeted the portrait, half bowing to his monarch, now there was a man, an ambassador from God who shared his personal hatred of witches.  And Catholics.

Outside the rain was falling gently, not unusual for late March.  On the desk in front of him was a letter from the Magistrate of Pendle.  He’d had to consult the map to know where it was, like most people of the time his knowledge outside his local area was very limited.

The door to his office opened and the servant entered, silently he put the hot drink onto the desk, turned, added a log to the fire and left the room, not a word passed between the two men.  Salmsbury picked up the drink and sipped it, mint was good for you, of that he was sure.  There was no other reason to drink it.  He picked up the letter which would constitute the business of the morning, if not the day.

Court of Session

Clitheroe

13th February, 1612

My Lord,

I write to you with a heavy heart.  My town is small but we have recently become aware of a very large gathering of witches in the area, in the shadow of Pendle Hill, an area known throughout Lancashire, Yorkshire and Cheshire for its links to witches and witchcraft  Despite the best efforts of my men we have been unable to determine who the witches are.  I write requesting your assistance and soon a member of my court will petition you in person for your assistance in this matter.  Her name is Jayne Samson and she will be with you soon.

I have the honor to remain you humble and obedient servant,

Johnathon Hound,

Justice of the Peace,

Pendle

Lord Salmsbury pushed the letter to one side, in the six weeks since it had arrived he’d read his books about Pendle Hill and had learned much of the history of the area, it was indeed an area of infamy with regard to witches.  He had entire tomes on the place, but as it was in the distant North he’d never read them.  Until the letter had arrived.  Since then he’d read little else.

Miss Samson had presented herself twice in the last three days, the first to request an audience and the second to see if had been granted.  On each occasion he had declined to see her, he felt it was important to maintain an air of grandeur and aloofness, meeting a girl from the provinces would not help him attain that.

Pendle, no, the whole of Southern Lancashire was a lawless and Godless place (Salmsbury did not count Catholics as worshipping the almighty, they were at best worshipping a false God, more likely the devil).  No, witchcraft would be endemic in that place.

But sending an envoy, a young female envoy, that was most unusual indeed.  She’d come to the office yesterday and arranged an appointment.  He’d watched her leave from behind the glass in his windows.  That was a sign of his importance, the windows of his office were lined with glass.  She was a pretty girl, no, a very pretty girl.  He was looking forward to spending time alone with her. 

He pulled out his pocket watch and checked the time (another sign of his affluence and influence), it had gone the appointed hour but he wasn’t that bothered, she could hardly be expected to have a watch of her own.  He picked up a book about witches and witchcraft, it created the right impression when a new client presented themselves.
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Miss Jayne Samson stood on the street looking up at the grand house in front of her.  The lower story was brick built, the upper two made of wood.  They extended out over the street, making the already narrow thoroughfare seem even narrower.  On the upper floors, Jayne thought the people would be able lean out of the windows and touch each other.

She’d been in London for four days and she hated the place, she lived in a small village of 200 or so people.  People were born in Pendle, worked on the farms, drank in the pub, married and died in the village.  The sheer number of people in London terrified her, it felt like there were a million people there, living tooth and jowl with each other.  Five days ago she hadn’t believed there were that many people in the world.

Jayne had stayed where it was convenient, i.e. where it was cheap.  She found lodgings for a shilling a night, one meal included, in a house in Cheapside, a couple of miles walk from the grand offices of the Witch Finder General.  She could only afford the one meal a day, she needed an answer soon as she only had enough money for a few more days before she would be forced to return North.

The discussions in Pendle had taken place the previous summer and continued over the winter, the crops had failed, the cows stopped producing milk, several animals had gone lame, the signs of witchcraft were obvious to one and all.  But what was to done?

The local priest had refused to be involved, James I had not been on the throne for long but his hatred of the Catholic faith was well known and their priest has resorted to hiding and drinking.  Elizabeth had borne Catholics, turned a blind eye, her own sister had been one after all but James showed no tolerance.  Also the priest denied witchcraft existed, despite all the evidence presented to him.

Over the winter it had got worse, the winter was as bad as anyone could remember, the ground frozen solid from early October until February.  Food in storage had gone bad, water had somehow seeped into the storage sheds and ruined it, no doubt due to the influence of witches.  The villagers and their animals were hungry.

The village had sent letters to London begging for assistance, they had been answered but Lord Salmsbury had refused to travel until he had spoken with a villager.  They decided to send someone to London, initially Jayne’s father had been going but he had fallen and broken his leg, so Jayne, just 18 years old had been selected in his stead.

“Afterall,” said one of the village elders, “Who knows, a pretty young girl, might just be what we need to . . . aid our cause.”  There had been much mirth at the suggestion, Jayne and her father were not native to the village, he had bought a few fields a couple of years back.  Jayne was still unmarried but very attractive, she’d be married within a year or two to some lucky young man.  Also she wasn’t stupid, she could guess why she’d been chosen for this task.  Everyone knew why she’d been chosen. 

The villagers had scrimped and saved for months, putting aside money they didn’t really have to pay for transport.  So she had spent two weeks travelling to London, found somewhere to stay and petitioned the office until she had been granted an audience.  Yesterday she had secured a meeting, she knew that Lord Salmsbury must be a busy man, James I had made eliminating witches a priority for his government.

She had risen early that morning, she’d not eaten, the only meal of the day came in the evenings.  She’d dressed according to the fashion of the day, a simple white dress (well, a dress that had once been white).  It was low cut at the front, exposing a generous amount of her firm, large white breasts.  In the summer she would be brown from the sun, over the winter she quickly turned white. 

She wore a tight, very tight bodice, it cinched her stomach inwards, forcing her already large breasts upwards and outwards, making them appear even larger.  Her arms and legs were hidden.  She didn’t wear a bonnet or hat, she had no money for that, her long blonde hair was wet from the gentle rain.  Jayne looked good, she knew she did, even for a country girl.  That was part of the reason she had been selected. She swallowed at the thought.

So on the morning of Friday 16th March in the year of our Lord 1612 Miss Jayne Samson stood outside the offices of the King’s Witchfinders in the center of London in the gentle rain and she shivered.  She had one chance, just one to make the case for her village.  She took a deep breath, her clothes damp, her skin dewy and she climbed the stairs to the office and knocked loudly on the door.  She wasn’t sure what time it was, she couldn’t tell the time but she thought it was about right.

After what seemed like an age the door swung inwards and a man appeared, not much older than her but dressed much better, wearing an actual white shirt, breeches, a tailed coat and a tie.

“Can I help you Miss?” he asked, looking her up and down.  Jayne was very conscious of her rural upbringing.

“I ‘ave an appointment with Lord Salmsbury at 10,” she said.  The man nodded.  He didn’t understand most of what she said, but he knew a woman of her age was expected.  He could read after all.

“Please come in Miss Samson,” he said in a clipped, well enunciated voice, beckoning her to enter the hallway, he looked her up and down as she entered, he liked the look of her, girls with blonde hair were unusual.  He walked her to a chair in a waiting room and offered her a towel which she took and dried her chest, she tried to dry her hair as best she could.

“I’ll announce you to Lord Salmsbury, he has agreed to hear you personally.”  Jayne smiled and nodded, this was what she’d hoped for.

Hoped and feared.
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Salmsbury pulled out his pocket watch and examined it, almost 20 minutes after 10.  He sighed, then put the watch back into his waistcoat pocket. There was a knock on his door and his servant pushed it open and entered the room, closing it behind him.

“My Lord, Miss Samson is here to meet with you.”

The response was slow in coming, Salmsbury carefully looked up.  Benson didn’t mind, he was grateful to spend time in the grand office, it was the only room with heat.  “Thank you Benson, please show her in.”  The first time that day Salmsbury had spoken.

“Yes my Lord,” he replied, he held the door as a graceful woman of perhaps 18 years age walked in.  Lord Salmsbury studied her, she was a shade over five feet tall with long blonde hair and a full chest, but otherwise rake thin, her dress and bodice exposed most of her ample cleavage.  Her dress was plain material, arms and legs covered as was the fashion of the time.  Salmsbury smiled, if nothing else she would be pleasant to look at.  He stood up, his weight and bulk making this a non-trivial task.  He used the chair arms as support to push himself upwards.

“Lord Salmsbury, at your service Ma’am,” he said, bowing as he spoke, well aware of how pompous he sounded.  He took her gloved hand and lifted it to his mouth and kissed it.  She smelled intoxicating, he couldn’t place the smell.  He looked at her face, she had a ruddy complexion, her skin was clear of defects and looked healthy, no doubt as a result of her rural lifestyle.

“Thank you for seeing me my Lord,” she replied.  Salmsbury had to listen carefully, he was aware that she was speaking English, but her accent was like nothing he’d heard before and he had to really concentrate.  It was almost like a different language.  She had to also concentrate on him and his accent, at least she’d had a few days in London and had had some exposure to London English.

“Please take a seat my dear,” he said and nodded to Benson who looked at the fire, added a couple more logs and then left the room, walking backwards, bowing and closing the door behind him. 

“What can I do for you my dear?  Speak freely but quickly, my time is most valuable.”  This was a lie.  She was his only appointment of the day, Salmsbury was not a workaholic by any means.  Lazy or bone idle would have been a more accurate description of his work ethic.  He sat back in his chair, trying to maintain an air of aloofness.

“My Lord,” she started, then outlined the issues facing the small village. 

“No doubt you are aware of the matters that my area is known for My Lord.  Despite the dissolution of the abbey some 80 years previous the area has remained Catholic, people have remained loyal to their false God.”  The Witch Finder General nodded and smiled.  He liked the way she described the Catholic God as a false one.  He wasn’t a religious man himself, but it paid to adhere to the ways of one’s King.

Jayne continued, “The people in the shadow of Pendle Hill were quick to revert to their Catholicism once Mary had taken the throne, far less keen to revert to the one true faith after her death.”  Salmsbury nodded, his research had shown as much.

“Our towns and villages lie in the shadow of Pendle Hill, a strange hill that rises from the plains the make up most of southern Lancashire.  It stands alone, not part of the mountains to the West and North.  In the winter it can block the sun for weeks on end.”  The sun, noted Salmsbury, could also be blocked by the action of witches.  He picked up his quill and dipped it in the ink well and started to take some notes on a piece of foolscap.

Salmsbury looked up, “Is it acceptable for me to takes notes on your case my dear?”  He didn’t expect an answer, a question like this from him was an statement, not a request.  He looked at her, watching him, he smiled, her aroma was intoxicating.  “Do you read and write?”

Jayne shook her head, “I know most of the letters my Lord and can read some simple words, but I’m no scholar.”  Salmsbury nodded, he didn’t expect that a girl from the provinces would be able to read, but it was best to be certain of these things.  This way he didn’t need to be worried about what he wrote.

“Pray continue my dear,” he said.  Communication between them was getting easier as the conversation continued and they started to understand each other better, getting an ear for each other accents.  Jayne continued to talk.

“Last summer was very wet, far wetter than usual.  Many of the crops failed and food has been scarce.  Many of my father’s cows stopped producing milk, despite the lush green grass from the wet summer.”  Salmsbury raised an eyebrow and took a note.  A lack of milk in cows was a frequent indicator of witchcraft.

“1611 was a terrible summer,” he said, “It would be hard to blame the suffering of the whole country on witches.”  Truth be told he was interested, everything he’d read of Pendle indicated that his services would be needed.  Plus he was really starting to like the look of Miss . . . he looked down, Samson, the bodice was pulling her waist in tight, the exposed meat of her ample breasts rising and falling as she breathed and spoke.  Yes, she was very pretty, very pretty indeed.

“Go on child,” he added, “Tell me more of your sufferings at the hands of these evil women.”

Jayne nodded, “There is more than just the cows my Lord.”  He loved the way she continued to address him as her Lord, it made him feel more powerful.  He wasn’t actually a Lord, he just liked people to address him that way.  Maybe if he could hang enough witches on this case the King could be persuaded to elevate him to the title he desired. 

“Church is well attended in the villages my Lord, except for a group of women who are known non attendees.  They are always busy and rarely attend church.  They have been many instances where an elder has been taken ill shortly after pointing out their non attendance.  No one dares to ask them any more.”

“Old men getting ill, it happens.”  Jayne nodded.

“There is more my Lord.  Where they live, it is a dark place, the children do not go there lest they become ill.  These women keep cats, black cats.  Their houses are covered in strange runes, the like of which no one understands.”

Salmsbury was taking notes.  Cows, cats, illness, runes.  It looked compelling.

“Tell me, why have you not dealt with them directly?”  It was not unknown for rural folk to take the law into their own hands and deal summary justice.  More than one village had burned or drowned a woman accused of witchcraft.  Frontier justice, dunk them in the village pond and hold them under.  If they survived that they were guilty, if they died they were innocent.  Hardly fair.

Jayne continued to speak about what she knew, the illnesses, headaches, crop failure, the list went on and on.  Salmsbury listened, but truth be told he was convinced.  All he needed was a reason to visit.  Money didn’t interest him, not on the scale that would be on offer.  But Jayne could pay for his services in another way.  He smiled at the thought.
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Salmsbury lifted a hand to silence Jayne.  “I think I’ve heard enough,” raising himself out of his chair.  He swung his huge frame round the table to the window, where he looked out onto the wooden buildings of London.  The street was busy, people going about their business, ships visible on the Thames in the distance, the rain had ceased and it looked like a small breeze had got up and was clearing the smoke from the town.

Jayne watched him, he was a powerful man and she, the district, needed his help.  He would be able to bring support from London, proper men, soldiers who would be able to deal with the issue.  Jayne waited in silence as he thought.

He walked to the fire and put a couple of logs onto it, the fire had burned low, the flames licked around the new fuel, in her seat Jayne twisted, watching him.  She’d never seen a chimney before, in Pendle the fire was in the middle of the room, the whole house would be filled with smoke, making it hard to breathe.

She wanted to speak, to implore him to visit their remote part of the world, but equally she didn’t want to interrupt his train of thought.  Eventually he turned back from the fire.  He studied the young woman, she was, he was sure, ready to plead with him.  A desperate girl could be controlled and manipulated.  She would give him what he wanted.

Salmsbury opened his office door and yelled for his aide, who arrived promptly.

“Benson get myself and my guest a cocoa, go to Timpson’s and Benson, walk, I’m not wasting good money on a hansom.”  Benson nodded, he looked at his employer, then at Miss Samson.  There were nearer cocoa shops, but Timpson’s had two great advantages.  First it did do the best cocoa in London and second it was a good two miles away.  That meant that Jayne was going to be alone with Salmsbury for a minimum of an hour, Benson saw no need to walk quickly.  He’d reheat the drinks on his return.  He aspired to the position of a witch finder, he dreamed one day of sitting in the office of state.

“My Lord,” said Benson, nodding while backing out of the room and closing the door behind him.  He smiled once outside, thinking of what was going to happen once he had left the building.  Salmsbury was a powerful man and beyond reproach. 

Salmsbury waited until he heard Benson leave, then slowly, deliberately he placed the key in the door lock and turned it, then he looked at Jayne who swallowed, then he tested the handle.  He pulled it down and tried to open the door.  It remained in place, as he’d known it would.  He walked towards Jayne who remained seated.  She was breathing deeply, wondering what would happen next.

“My dear, I think it may not be possible for me to attend myself.”  Best let her have the sense of disappointment, it would make her more compliant.  He wanted to know what she would do to persuade him to attend.  Jayne swallowed.

“My Lord, please, I implore you,” she said, straining her voice, sounding as desperate as she was.  “My own father has been laid ill by these demons in our midst, we are desperate.”  Salmsbury ignored her, he wanted more from her first.  “I am authorized to pay for your services My Lord, the villagers have all subscribed and we can cover your expenses and reward you handsomely.”  She swallowed again.

“I suspect that your idea of a handsome reward and mine might be somewhat at variance.”  Jayne wasn’t sure what ‘at variance’ meant, but she was intelligent enough to construct the idea.  You’re not rich enough to pay for what I need.  Behind her Salmsbury put his hands onto her shoulders, onto the bare skin exposed by her dress.  He inhaled deeply again, the smell of her was intoxicating.  Jayne took a sharp intake of breath.  She opened her mouth to speak, but Salmsbury beat her to it.

“Let me speak frankly my dear,” he said as he used his hands to start massaging her shoulders, she looked up and over her shoulders at his fat, wide face.  He smiled at her, his stained and missing teeth making him more terrifying.  He lowered his head to whisper in her

“I may be prepared to come to your town and bring my experts with me, but it would all depend on what happens in the next hour until Benson returns with our drinks.”  He didn’t wait for Jayne to speak, he just pushed his hands off Jayne’s shoulders and down the front of her dress, taking a breast into each hand.  Jayne lifted her hands and put them onto his wrists and tried to pull his hands out.  He was a big, strong man, she was a weak, underfed youth.  She had no effect on him.

“You like to play rough do you then my dear?”  He liked her struggling like this.

“Sir,” she swallowed, “I beseech you, please, this isn’t needed.  I have already told you that we will pay you for your time.”  Salmsbury laughed.

“I don’t need money girl, I need you to stay with me and accompany me back to Lancashire so my men and I can cleanse your villages.”  Her nipples had reacted to his cold hands, they were hard and he took them between his thumb and forefingers, then crushed them as hard as he could, causing intense pain to Jayne.  She couldn’t help it, she cried out.

“I hope you don’t want me to stop, do you my dear?”  To emphasize the power he had over the defenseless girl he twisted her nipples, redoubling the pain.  She cried out again.  She might have been young, but she understood what was expected of her.  She’d understood the day she’d been asked, no told, that she was to attend London.

“No My Lord,” she gasped, “Please, continue as you see fit.”  The last word came out with her voice rising as he dug his nails into her sensitive skin.  He smiled, he enjoyed seeing a woman in pain.  An advantage when it was your job to find, try and execute witches.  Putting them in severe pain prior to their confession was just a perk of the job as far as he was concerned.

He pulled a hand out and pulled at the lace holding the front of her dress, pulling it so the tie came undone.  As Jayne struggled the string worked its way loose and her breasts moved, she was breathing deeply, Salmsbury could feel his cock twinging.  Yes, this was a real perk of the job.  He wanted her to struggle against his touch, just a little. 

He put his hands back onto her shoulders and pulled the dress down and over them, exposing more of her body, the dress hanging down over her bodice.  She tried to pull it back up, he just pushed her hands away and forced the dress down, exposing her breasts to the air in the room.  Neither spoke as he twisted her head up and they kissed, forcing his tongue into her not quite willing mouth.  He groped her breasts again, this time taking the white flesh into his giant hands and crushing the meat.  She struggled against his grip, he smiled, he loved this.  Loved it when they fought back against the inevitable.

“Stop fighting me girl,” said Salmsbury, viciously.  He raised a hand and hit Jayne hard on one of her exposed breasts, she cried in pain so he did it again.  He loved hurting a girl and he knew she’d take what ever pain he wanted to dish out, if she wanted to save her village from witchcraft. 

Jayne raised one of her thin arms and slapped the gross man across his face, he snarled and hit her back, the force of his blow knocking her head to one side.

“Stop resisting if you want to save your village,” he snarled as he hit her again.  Her blow hadn’t hurt anything more than his pride, his had caused considerable pain.  Jayne was crying, in a few days she would develop a black eye from his blow to her face.

Salmsbury grabbed her hair and pulled her, lifting her from the chair she was sat in.  Jayne cried in pain, she flapped her arms around, trying to relieve the pain as he pulled her across the room, round the desk to his chair.  He forced her to the ground, on her knees then sat in the chair, still controlling her by her hair.  He pulled at his breeches,  pulling them down to expose his rock hard cock.  Jayne couldn’t help it, she stared at it.

“You like what you see then do you?” asked Salmsbury, rhetorically.  He pulled her head towards his cock and Jayne closed her mind and opened her mouth, taking him inside and she started to suck, moving her mouth up and down his shaft.  He used his strength to pull her deeper and deeper, forcing her to splutter and gag, she tried to pull away but he held her in place, leaving her unable to breathe.  He only released his grip when she stopped struggling, on the verge of passing out.

He pulled her up onto the desk, face down.  She was lifeless as he lifted her dress and thrust inside her, Jayne grasped the edge of the desk in her small hands as he used her, forcing himself in and out of her cunt until her came with a guttural scream, Jayne stayed still, unmoving.  When he pulled out he sat back down and dragged her to the floor again, she was crying but knelt at his feet and started to suck his cock again.

“I will take your case girl,” said Salmsbury, “As long as you continue to be available for me.”  Jayne looked up at him and nodded, she would save her village.  She’d been afraid he would do this to her, she’d accepted it as a price to save her village, but the experience was horrendous. 


5

[image: ]


Jayne was awake, she had been for hours.  Salmsbury had violated her repeatedly the previous evening, she was chained to his bed and watched him sleep.  When he woke he grabbed the young woman and pulled her in close.

“Good morning my dear,” he said as he forced her to kiss him.  When he released her he rolled onto his back.

“Good morning my Lord,” she replied, forcing herself to sound interested.  “Could I help you to relax this morning, maybe a back massage?  I have some scented oils that I made.”  Rubbing his back had to be better than sucking his cock, she thought.  Salmsbury opened his mouth, then closed it and rolled to lie on his front.  Jayne picked up a vial of oil she’d brought with her from the North and straddled Salmsbury, then started to rub his back, slowly and sensuously, in broad, firm strokes.  He groaned, good, he would be lying still for a while. 

He liked het touch, she was good at relaxing his muscles. The aroma of the oils was pleasing to his nose.  And, he thought, she can still blow me when I’m bored of this.

******

Salmsbury refused to travel until May, he said he would not travel until the weather improved, he really just wanted a few weeks with his young charge.  Jayne had informed him that she would travel home before then, he politely informed her that she would not, she was to stay with him as his guest until he felt ready to travel.  They both knew what that meant.  She stayed with him in his house and in his bed, his personal sex slave. 

He'd showed her a collar and chain in his room, but he saw no need to use it unless she tried to escape.  They both knew she wouldn’t, she had to stay or her village was doomed.  His servants were not allowed to enter the room, he brought her all the food he thought she needed, he never gave her much, he liked her to remain thin and hungry.  Jayne despaired, she hated Salmsbury, but she couldn’t escape and no one would believe her story.  Even if they did no one would do anything, he was a powerful man.

The only concession Salmsbury allowed Jayne was to send a letter to the village, informing them that he would be attending in person.  Jayne couldn’t write, so she dictated the letter to Salmsbury’s servant who arranged for the letter to be delivered, in it she informed the elders that they would be arriving in late May.  There was no mention of how she had secured the services of the office of the Witch Finders.

When the weather was finally set fair they departed for the grim north, the journey from London to Pendle was a long, boring one.  The day would be spent in the carriage, pulled by four horses, travelling from one coaching inn to the next.  There was always space available in the inn, a rider had been sent ahead to ensure space and the Witch Finder General’s name was enough to ensure availability.  More than one traveler was displaced and left with nowhere to spend the night.

London to Pendle was a shade over 220 miles, but due to the poor state of the roads, nothing more than dirt tracks, and the need to stay in coaching inns the journey was predetermined.  On a good day they would cover 20 miles or more, more usually it was only 12 to 15.  In total they spent 13 days on the road, some eyebrows were raised as the elderly man and young woman would check into a room together, then they would eat together before retiring, but no one said anything.  People knew better than to make an enemy of this man.

The penultimate night was spent in the town of Preston, a mere 20 or so miles from Pendle, as their horse drawn carriage arrived in the town Jayne looked East out of the windows.  The air was clear, industrialization had yet to destroy the air in the small provincial town. 

“There my Lord,” said Jayne pointing east.  “There is Pendle Hill.” 

Salmsbury pulled back the curtains in the carriage and looked out.  For their travel time they had both sat in silence, facing each other as the horses slowly pulled the carriage for up to 10 hours a day.  The seats were made of wood, only he sat on a cushion.  He took his first look at the hill.

It was as she had described it, it rose from the flat plains on either side, standing alone and rising almost 2,000 feet from the valley floor.  The sun was in the west, illuminating the hill, the top of which still had a thin dusting of snow.  The winter of 1611-12 had been a severe one, even in mid May it was clinging on in the North.  Salmsbury looked at it and a chill went down his spine.  The place was spooky.

“It’s an awful place my dear,” he said, “I can almost feel the evil from here.”  He was speaking out of conviction, like most medieval folk he believed in witches to the core of his being.  Salmsbury continued to study the hill, he was convinced he could see witches flying around it. 

The inn they stayed in was a grand one, it called itself ‘The Final Post’, it was the last decent tavern before the county town of Lancaster some 20 miles to the North.  The building was brick built with timber uppers extending outwards over the street.  The horses were stabled at the rear, the soldiers that accompanied them ate in the great hall and drank their fill.

That night he dined in private with Jayne, conversation was sparse as he ate his fill, he spoke only to inform her that she’d eaten enough, she was still hungry as she returned the bread to her plate.  He indulged himself, eating a meal of fresh fish from the Irish sea, accompanied with bread and a local beer.  Jayne wasn’t allowed any of the fish, she made do with a couple of slices of bread. 

Salmsbury made her kneel at his feet and he fed her from his hand, making her dependent on him.  After every mouthful she had to thank him for feeding her.  After he’d eaten his fill he made her suck him again, the serving girls that came into their private room ignored them, they were just grateful that they were carrying plates.

Jayne for her part could see the end coming, she knew that she was a play thing for him, a girl to be used and cast aside when he was bored.  For six weeks she’d served him as his personal sex slave, she’d learned what he liked and the beatings had become less frequent.  As long as no one saw her naked on her return home they would never know what had happened to her, what she’d sacrificed to rid her village of witchcraft.

The following day they headed East.  Salmsbury wore his best uniform, a large white ruff on his neck, embroidered white shirt with long, tight sleeves that ended in ruffled cuffs.  His trousers came to the knee, puffed outwards, on his ankles long white silk stockings and finest white shoes.  A cape completed the ensemble.  He looked like money, important, and he knew it.

Jayne tried, she wore her usual brown bodice, Salmsbury insisted that it was pulled in tight, exceptionally tight, forcing her chest upwards.  Salmsbury watched her as she got dressed, she no longer had inhibitions about being naked in his presence, she accepted that she had no choice in the matter.

As they left Preston Salmsbury spoke at length about the village, she answered all his questions as best she could.  “And it goes without saying my dear, assuming you want to live, that you will make no mention of my dalliances with you?”

“Of course not my Lord,” Jayne replied, head down.  Salmsbury was sure she wouldn’t, she’d want a husband at some point soon.  They had less than a mile to travel.  Salmsbury smiled, he’d very much enjoyed his time with Jayne, she was attractive and maybe only the second or third girl he’d seen with blonde hair.  It made her stand out.

The village was a small collection of run down houses and hovels, smoke rose from the holes in the house’s thatched rooves, chimneys had yet to make it out of the big city.  Salmsbury shuddered, he could remember how unpleasant houses without a chimneys were.  He assumed that a house would have been made available for him and the dozen soldiers that accompanied them.

When they were close they could smell the village, not just the woodsmoke from the permanently lit fires, the stench from the village animals and the filth in what passed for streets assaulted the noses of Salmsbury and his men.  He looked at Jayne, she wasn’t bothered, she was used to it.  Hell, she even seemed to like the aroma.  He shook his head.

The villagers could see the approaching carriage with the dozen soldiers walking alongside.  Work paused as they came to look, this was unusual.  More than one hugged their spouse or the person next to them, their prayers had been answered.  They hoped.

The carriage came to a halt in what passed for the village center, outside a wooden building with a large wooden cross in the garden area, this was the church.  Salmsbury and Jayne waited inside until the door was opened by the driver, he bowed low as Salmsbury left its confines and stepped out into the mud.

“Fuck,” he said as his ankle sank into the mud, his expensive shoes covered in dirt and his silk stocking ruined.  Jayne stifled a laugh.

“Fuck,” he exclaimed again.
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One of the village elders stepped forward.  Nervously he cleared his throat, then he spoke.  “My Lord, thank for coming to us in our hour of need.  Please my Lord, follow me to the inn and we can clean you.”  The man gestured behind him to a second building, opposite the church.  Smoke rose from the roof, after the church it was the largest building in the village.

The inn had a thatched roof, rose to two stories made entirely of wood.  A sign hung above it, no name for the pub just a picture of a cauldron.  Outside three brooms were inverted and crossed, the poles in the mud, tied together forming a triangle.  The traditional sign for a pub in mediaeval times.  Also the sign for witches, noted Salmsbury.

Salmsbury didn’t speak, he strode forward, the soldiers forming a cordon around him, leaving Jayne behind.  When she dismounted, a couple of villagers noticed her, one walked over to thank her bringing their savior to them.  She smiled at them, they could read the distress on her face.  One old woman took her to one side.

“Jayne,” she stammered, “I’m sorry, sorry to tell you that . . . that your father died while you were away.  Complications from his broken leg, he took a fever and never recovered.”  Jayne stopped, her mother long gone, her father dead.  She nodded her understanding, a broken leg was a serious condition, deaths were not unknown.  She just walked on, ignoring the villagers and into the pub, a few minutes behind Salmsbury.

As he entered the inn Salmsbury looked around, this was the worst inn he’d ever seen.  The floor, just earth, the tables and chairs plain wood – and not well made at that.   The light came from dozens of candles, the windows just thin slits in the walls with linen to cover the holes, glass an unaffordable luxury.  A giant fireplace dominated the room, a fire burning with a huge pot over it, he could smell the contents, some kind of stew with an attractive girl tending it, the flames mimicking the color of her hair.  She looked up and smiled at him as he entered, then looked away, as if ashamed of his obvious wealth and her poverty.

“My Lord,” said a man, “Welcome to my inn, can I get you an ale?  A cider?”

“Ale,” replied Salmsbury, he didn’t say please.  Let the man know his station.  He moved close to the fire and warmed his hands, he and the serving girl exchanged glances, at least she was worth looking at.  An idea formed in his mind.  He took the ale and drank half of it, sitting in a coach was thirsty work.  He turned to face the inn, he had heard people coming in behind him.

“Tell me about your village,” he said, letting the villagers take the lead.  He had to encourage them, but a few ales and they were soon talking.

Salmsbury was holding court, he was stood in the center and listened as people spoke to him about life in the village, what had gone wrong and was going wrong.  As the bottom of his flagon approached the redheaded girl took her leave from tending the pot and poured him another, he thanked her and watched her ass as she walked away.  Jayne could almost hear him thinking.  When he looked up he caught Jayne’s eye and winked.

“Ah, Miss Samson, come in, sit with me.  You all have her to thank for my attendance.  She was . . . very persuasive as to your need.”  There was a thunderous round of applause.  Jayne nodded bashfully to her friends as she went to take a seat at his side.  “So,” he continued, “Please let me hear more of your woes.”

It took a while but the villagers began to speak of what they knew and what they’d seen, of witches flying round the hill, women in the neighboring villages and towns who were shunned and they in turn shunned the Church.  In all they sat for a long time, Salmsbury ordered food and the inn keeper and his serving wench did the best that they could.  Salmsbury drank his fill and more, the fire was lit and it went dark and still he listened.

Salmsbury couldn’t help but look at Jayne and at the serving girl, as he got drunker and drunker his intentions towards the girls became more and more obvious.  Eventually he ordered them both to leave the common room and go to his bed chamber.  Neither girl was surprised, Salmsbury was there with a dozen soldiers and none of the villagers dared to speak out.  Instead they just avoided looking at the two young women as they held hands and went upstairs to his room. 

It was late, gone 11 when the door to the pub was flung open, silence fell over the crowd.  An old man, white of face and hair ran in, he was shaking, shuddering, looking over his shoulder in terror.  “Outside,” he whispered, “They, they are outside, now.”  He fell to the floor in fear.  Salmsbury stood up and looked round, the fear in the room was palpable.  Truth be told, he was unsure what to do, his experience had been of rounding up old women and killing them after a mock trial, but real witches?  He looked round, everyone was looking to him for leadership.

If he’d been sober, he’d have stayed where he was and left town the next day.  If he’d been drunker he’d have just passed out.  He was at the right level, the alcohol had dulled his senses, made him braver, besides, he loved the power that having a hundred men looking to him for leadership gave him.

Plus he’d be at the back, giving orders.

“Right,” he said, his voice deep and booming to hide his fear, “Outside, everyone, stick together.  Men, bows and arrows.”  He had no idea what he was going to do.  No one moved, they were too scared.  When the witches were abroad you stayed inside, near the fire for safety.  Salmsbury looked around, they needed encouragement.  No, they needed to be more scared on him than they were of the witches.

“Anyone still inside the tavern in two minutes will be slain,” he yelled, “Staying here is more deadly than going outside.  Now outside you sons of bitches, get outside.”  The fear of an imminent death had the desired reaction, the crowd looked at each other, then back to Salmsbury and his men, he was standing now, the fire glowing red behind him, he looked like the devil himself in his dark clothes.  Men panicked and made slowly for the door, still open from when the old man had pushed it open.

It took the soldiers pulling out their swords and advancing on the villagers to have a real effect, men had been milling round the door, but no one went through it until a soldier hit a villager with the handle of his sword.  Now they knew it was for real.  Men tumbled into the street and turned to the South, looking towards the hill. 

It was a clear night, the moon was full and low behind the hill, illuminating the snow on the top of Pendle Hill.  The sky was black, pierced only by the moon and starlight.  Men looked nervously, scanning the sky.

“Look,” whispered one, “Look,” he added, pointing.  Everyone followed his gaze, they fell silent.  In the night sky they could just made out a witch, no, several that flew low in the sky, rising up as they came to the side of the hill, their silhouettes clear against the moon.  The crowd was silent, silent and terrified.  More than one crossed their chests in defiance of the law.

“God save us,” said one.

“What do we do my Lord?” asked another, the crowd feeding on the question.  Salmsbury didn’t have a clue, but he knew he had to speak to retain the crowd.  While he thought a sound started to build, people looked to one another, away from the hill.  Out of the blackness came an ungodly murmur, bats, thousands and thousands of bats came flying down the street,  People screamed and ran, ducking low to avoid the creatures of the devil.

They flew down to the end of the street, between the inn and the church, then they flew upwards, turned and came back for a second pass before heading to the south, towards their mistresses.  When the crowd stopped screaming an elder spoke first.

“My Lord, what do we do?”  Salmsbury wanted to leave, he knew if he did his life was over.  For the first time there was real, physical evidence of witchcraft.  He couldn’t just leave, the King would have him killed for cowardice.  He knew what to do, find old women with cats, if he found and killed enough the law of averages said that he’d get the right ones.

“We go home, to bed.  Close your doors, we can do nothing in the night.  The night belongs to these spawns of Satan, tomorrow I will find them and I will arrest them.”  He sounded confident, he had to be to keep control over the villagers.  His tone and words gave confidence to the people. 

He spoke again.  “Go now, go home, keep your fires burning,”  he didn’t wait, he turned and entered the inn, he grabbed a bottle of port wine and climbed the stairs.  He had two hot young girls in his room waiting for him and he intended to enjoy himself, to live this night like it was his last one on Earth.

Which, he thought, it may well be.
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Salmsbury pushed open the door to his room for the night, it was small and cramped with a bare wooden floor.  The bed was a small one with a horse hair mattress and thin sheets, the window nothing more than a slit covered with linen.  He put the candle he was carrying onto the bed side table.  He pulled the curtain to one side, the witches had gone, or at least he couldn’t see them.  He snorted, took a gulp of wine and turned back.  On the bed were Jayne and the redhead, shit how had he missed them when he’d come in?  Because I was worried, scared and pre-occupied, he thought.

He looked at them, both had removed most of their clothes, just simple shifts covered them both.  He was drunk and he stumbled as he took a couple of steps towards them, they were holding hands, their faces stricken with fear, they gripped each other tighter as he examined them.  He smiled, this was power, this was control.  Maybe when he was finished he’d take them both back to London, they could keep him entertained for a few months, then throw them into the street.

“Why don’t you help your friend out of her shift?” asked Salmsbury.  Jayne nodded slowly, terrified.  She tore her glance off her Lord and Master and faced her friend.  Jayne lifted her hand to her friend and touched her face, the redhead turned to Jayne and they looked at each other.  Jayne put her hands onto the redhead’s shoulders and pulled gently, the fabric coming down over her shoulders, half way down her arms, she paused and looked at Salmsbury, hoping he’d let her stop.  Instead his hand came out and he slapped Jayne hard across her face.  She sniffed and pulled the shapeless shift down, revealing her breasts.

Salmsbury smiled, he’d watched and admired her breasts bouncing as she’d moved around the inn.  He put a hand onto one of tits, she took a sharp intake of breath, he put his other hand on Jayne’s head and bent her forward, pushing her head into her friend’s nipple.  The redhead tried to resist, to pull away, a fierce slap stopped that notion.

“Jayne has learned to submit to me, haven’t you?”  Jayne stopped sucking her friend’s nipple and looked up.

“Yes Sir.”

“And why do you obey me?”

“The alternative is always worse,” she said sadly, thinking about how he’d abused her for weeks.  Salmsbury laughed, he stepped back and started to remove his clothes.

“Don’t stop on my behalf girls,” he said.  They hesitated, watching him remove layer after layer, it was only when he threatened them with his belt and his fists that Jayne started to remove her friend’s clothes while they kissed.  Jayne knew what he was like, her friend was learning quickly.  Salmsbury smiled as he undressed, he was sure he’d have no trouble handling them both.

The girls were soon naked, they were kissing awkwardly, their hair mixing, the red and the yellow.  When he was naked Salmsbury grabbed the redhead from the bed and pulled her by her hair to the floor, onto her knees.  She resisted, she grabbed his arm and pulled, he just laughed and slapped her hard across the face, knocking her sideways.  She lay there, looking up at him, eyes full of hate.  Slowly she put a hand to her face and touched it, she could taste blood in her mouth.

Salmsbury looked at her, his voice full of menace he said, “Don’t you ever resist me girl, a word from me and you’ll be strung up with the witches, do you understand me? Do you understand me?”  The last four words almost shouted.  She nodded, signaling the acceptance of her fate.  Salmsbury laughed, in the main room of the pub below the customers and soldiers could hear what was going on.  No one moved to save the girls, this was the way of the world.  The rich and the powerful took what they wanted, the poor accepted their fate.

Salmsbury crossed to the redhead and grabbed her hair again, pulling her upwards.  She screamed in pain as he lifted her off the floor by her hair, she lifted her hands to his arm, then remembered the lesson and dropped her hands, shaking as she did so, she was half hanging as he lifted her to his face, feet barely touching the floor.  They stared into each others eyes before he let go of her and she slumped to the floor, crying out as she landed.

“Get my pants off Jayne,” he said, not taking his eyes off the redhead.  She had an amazing body, her skin pearl white, areola soft pink, her pussy covered in deep red hair.  Jayne rushed to obey him, she undid the belt on his pants and pulled it from the loops, Salmsbury held out his hand for it and Jayne handed it to him obediently, swallowing as she did.  Both girls stared at the belt, they knew what was coming.  He raised it up and brought it down into the redhead who was soon screaming in pain, her cries just drove him on, his cock growing as he whipped her.  Down below the pub had gone silent.

Villagers looked at each other, the soldiers just stared into their ale as they were forced to listen to the serving girl’s screams of pain.  A few looked up at the ceiling, then down again, in hushed tones one suggested helping her.  The man he whispered to just shook his head.  He’d known the redhead, Eleanor for a couple of years since she started working in the Inn, but he wasn’t going to risk his life to help her.

Eleanor tried to hide, to protect herself but her escape attempts just drove him on, rousing him further.  Gave him an excuse to be brutal.  When she’d been reduced to a quivering mess, her body covered in red stripes, she was no longer crying.   There was no fight left in her as he flung the belt to the side and climbed on top of her, forcing her legs apart.  There was no gentleness as he forced her, thrusting his solid cock inside her.  She didn’t struggle, didn’t resist.  Jayne watched, unable to help.

When he’d finished he pulled out and stood over her.  He clicked his fingers and Jayne crossed to him, she knew what he wanted, she knelt in front of him and took his still hard cock into her mouth, straddling her friend.  Jayne sucked hard, forcing his cock down her throat, gagging and spitting.  She knew he liked that, making himself feel like his cock was huge.  He let her suck for an age, before he was ready again.

“On the bed girls,” he ordered.  Jayne helped Eleanor up and on to the bed.  She was silent now, shaking but silent.  Salmsbury knew she would learn to obey him, and quickly.  They sat on the edge, terrified, naked, unable to take their eyes off the evil man.

“Start kissing,” he ordered.  Jayne opened her mouth in horror, lesbianism wasn’t illegal, but it was certainly not done.  She searched for words to protest but Eleanor was quicker, the belt whipping fresh in her mind, she took Jayne’s hand in hers and held it, then lifted it to her mouth and kissed it.  Jayne recoiled, Salmsbury picked up his belt and lashed her with it, she screamed in pain as he continued to whip her until she begged for mercy.

When he stopped Eleanor helped Jayne up and wiped her face, she looked at Salmsbury, hoping for forgiveness but it wasn’t forthcoming, she turned Jayne’s face to hers and the two girls kissed, their mouth open wide, tongues entwined.  Salmsbury watched, jerking his cock.  Eleanor touched Jayne’s exposed breasts, cupping them.

“Kiss them,” came the order.  Eleanor nodded and bent forward, taking one of Jayne’s nipples into her mouth and sucking it.  Salmsbury moved closer and put his cock into Jayne’s hand, she lifted it away, Salmsbury raised his belt but she just spat into her hand and put it back on his cock, she was just getting her hand wet to make it better for him, she knew what he liked, expected, demanded.  He moaned, this was what a man of his position expected.

He pushed Jayne onto the bed, on her back and he climbed on top of her.  He pulled Eleanor’s hair, forcing her up the bed.  “Sit on her face,” he barked.  Eleanor nodded, she looked at Jayne then moved onto her friend’s face and lowered herself down, Jayne used her hands to pull her labia apart and started to lick.  Salmsbury didn’t care if either girl was enjoying herself in any way at all.

“Play with each other’s tits,” he told them, “Be harsh with each other.”  Eleanor didn’t think, she reacted and started to slap Jane’s tits, the sound echoing round the room as she harshly slapped flesh.  Beneath them in the bar people tried not to listen to the cries of pain, but they had no choice.  He forced Jayne’s legs apart and slid into her, she cried out as he fucked her, thrusting deep inside her.  It didn’t take him long before he was close to climax.  He pulled out and jerked himself until he came with a guttural scream, spraying his cum over the blonde girl.

He looked at the redhead, then pointed at his cum on Jayne’s tits and stomach, the inference was clear.  She moved backwards and licked the salty cum off her friend and into her mouth, reviling the taste.  Salmsbury just laughed, then pulled her forward by her hair and slid his cock into her mouth.

“Good girls,” he said, “Very good girls.  I think I might enjoy my time up here, at least the evenings.”  He climbed onto the bed and pulled the girls next to him, Jayne under his right arm and Eleanor under his left.  He kissed them both, then lay back to sleep.  Only as he did this did he think of the day ahead, hunting real, genuine, witches.  He shuddered and pulled the girls closer.  He’d not thought about the witches for half an hour or so, proof that the girls were good for him.  He gave no consideration to what they’d just suffered, it wasn’t relevant.

In the room below people started to talk again, it had gone quiet above.  They put their feelings of guilt at doing nothing to save their fellow villagers and friends to one side and drank, talking in subdued tones.  There was nothing that they could have done, that’s what they told themselves.  Some even believed it.
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Salmsbury woke early with the dawn chorus of the birds and the villagers starting their day’s toil as the sun rose.  The sightings of the witches the previous night had shaken them all to the core, but life had to go on.  Salmsbury touched his head.

“Good morning my Lord,” said Jayne, smiling at her master.  She knew her time with him was coming to an end, and she wouldn’t miss him.

“Good morning my Lord,” said the red head, more nervously.  He had no idea what her name was, he’d never bothered to ask.  He pulled them both close, neither resisted.  He started to think about what to do.  He was sure that this village was not the source of the problem, literally everyone in the village had been in the inn last night, no, the source had to be one of the surrounding villages.  While he thought he got the two girls to blow him, two was always better than one.  He lay on his side, watching the redhead suck his cock, admiring her pale white skin, behind him Jayne was licking his asshole, lifting his cheeks to force her tongue inside him.

When he descended the stairs to the common room of the inn his troops were eating, the inn keeper had laid on breakfast, bacon, sausages and eggs.  He took his seat, the room fell silent as he entered.  They were looking for leadership.  He ate in silence, before outlining the plan for the day.

“Gentlemen,” he started, “We will start in Clinton, I have consulted the relevant books and consulted the All Mighty.”  He started to eat, food would cure his hangover.  He hoped that if he sounded confident enough his men would follow him.  He didn’t add that the two girls had suggested the town, he’d had no plan other than turn up, hang a couple of women or drown them and return home to London.  Seeing actual witches had terrified him.

Outside a low mist hung in the air, the sun struggling to break through.  Not right for May.  Salmsbury got his men to wear their uniforms, the leather breeches, the curved hat.  Part of the image, they looked frightening.  It was intentional.  Scared people were more likely to make a mistake, more likely to confess and accuse.

[image: ]

Clinton was only five miles away but it took over an hour, the road, such as it was, was mud and potholed, travel was slow.  When he got there Salmsbury was horrified, he could see instantly that yesterday he’d thought Pendle was as low as he could go, Clinton was worse.  Much worse.

People looked at him with suspicion, as well they might.  Rumors had reached them of his imminent arrival.  The villagers stopped work to watch him, no one approached.  First rule of thumb, first person to speak was guilty.  Salmsbury stepped out of the coach, after one of his men put a mat down.  He looked around, the place was evil.  The buildings run down, parts of the roofs missing, smoke hanging in the air in the absence of a breeze.

The investigation went quickly, no sooner had he climbed out than a cat, a black cat walked in front of him.  He was taken aback, most witches hid their familiars when it was rumored that a finder was in town, but here was a cat walking the street.  He rubbed his eyes, checking that he wasn’t mistaken.  He looked at his second who was shaking, looking at the beast.  No, it was definitely a black cat.

Salmsbury picked a lantern off the coach, it was approaching midday but the skies were dark, he followed the cat, pointing to four of his men to accompany him, the cat walked slowly, it headed down an alley between two buildings, there was little to no light there.  He had to struggle to make out the cat in the shadows.  It stalked into a run down shack, as it entered it turned, inviting them to follow.  He paused and looked up at the doorway, he struggled to make it out but he could swear there were runes above the doorframe.  Runes he didn’t recognize.

With his men behind him he pushed the door, it swung open, he looked round, a small fireplace, smoke in the air restricting his vision, but he could make out a woman in her 30s he guessed, cooking over the fire, using a cauldron.  He looked round, she looked up and swallowed, his demeanor, the hats of his assistants meant she knew who he was, and how much trouble she was in. 

The cat meowed, they all looked at it as it walked over to the woman and rubbed against her legs, she opened her mouth and spoke, her shrieking coupled with her accent made her unintelligible to Salmsbury, she panicked and looked around, she picked up the first thing she saw to defend herself, she couldn’t have made it worse, she picked up a besom, a broomstick, long and twisted handle with twigs on the end.  Runes, cat, besom, different language, fuck she even had a wart on her nose, she was a witch.  As sure as eggs is eggs.

“Get her,” yelled Salmsbury.  His men had no issue in subduing her, she was in late middle age for the times, thin, scrawny even, she lived alone, her husband dead these last four years.  She fought hard, but was soon captured and bound.  Salmsbury could understand her now, no doubt as she’d heard him speak and could copy his tongue.

“Get her outside and bind her to the coach.”  As she was dragged past him he grabbed her to hold her face, an inch from his.

“I’m not a witch,” she yelled.  Salmsbury coughed, she had few teeth, all were yellow and stained, her breath could have killed at six yards.

“I think you are and you’ll soon confess, you’ll be begging for death before I’ve finished with you.  Get her out of here.”  The men dragged her screaming and protesting back to the carriage, her friends refused to look at her or help, they didn’t want to be tarnished with being associated with a witch.

Over the next week around two dozen villages in the area he arrested another 11 women, all protested their innocence.  He tortured them with sleep deprivation, dunking in a pond, beatings until ten of them confessed.  He held them all in Pendle until he was convinced he’d got them all, after a week of no sightings he declared the problem had been eradicated.

After each day of torture he returned to the Inn and spent the night with Jayne and Eleanor, he was always brutal with the girls.  Stress relief.  Each morning started with a massage and a blowjob, each evening with brutal abuse of the two girls after he’d got drunk.

******

“What happens now my Lord?” asked Jayne from the bed he shared with her and Eleanor, after a week he’d finally learned her name.  She had his cock in hand and was jerking him slowly, Eleanor under the covers, his cock in her mouth, moving her head up and down in time with Jayne’s hand.

He sniffed, “They’ve confessed, well, ten of them.  The other two will soon, I have no doubt.  We will take them to Lancaster and try them legally, with the evidence and confessions they’ll be dead by the end of the week.”  Jayne forced a smile, it was what he expected.

“And then my Lord?”

“Then I shall return to London, and you two will come with me.”  Jayne smiled again, she’d expected this from him and she knew she had no choice.
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The journey to Lancaster was uneventful, the witches were force marched, at every village, town or hovel people came out and threw rotting food, mud, sticks and stones at the women.  They were spat at, yelled at and abused.  Salmsbury was determined to keep them alive, so they could be hung.

The trial was a sham and had the desired result, the strength of his testimony and the confessions were concrete proof of their guilt.  They tried, and failed, to state that their confessions were beaten and starved out of them.  The judge was unsympathetic, they had confessed.  The two women that had not confessed were freed, justice shown to work well.  The innocent women were set free, the guilty hung at dawn the following day.  There was a good crowd to watch the world being cleansed.

On the journey South Salmsbury was pleased, he’d done well, he should have the King’s favor for his work.  The skies were black as they arrived in Preston, they pulled into the coaching inn, Salmsbury touching his forehead.  He wasn’t feeling well, no doubt too much wine celebrating his success the day before.  He ate with his girls, watching them as they fetched his food and waited at his side.  He loved that, the power he had over them.  Then he retired, sweat on his brow, the heavy atmosphere and thunder not helping.  He undressed and went to bed quickly, his girls at his side.

******

A flash of lightening illuminated the room and Salmsbury woke with a start, sweat was pouring off his body, the sheets were soaked.  After a month of sharing a bed with Jayne and two weeks with Eleanor he grasped for them, but there weren’t there.

“Water,” he gasped, “Get me water.”  His face was red, he managed to prop himself up.  Lightening flashed again, the rain was beating down on the roof, the drapes blowing in the wind from the storm.  He looked again, another flash illuminated the windows, there was no glass and they were open and he made out a person sat in each.  He opened his mouth to speak, but no words could form.

“He doesn’t look that frightening from here does he?” said one voice.

“No, but he’s evil.”

“As evil as us?”  The second woman laughed, but she didn’t answer.

Panic set into Salmsbury as the lightening came again, there was a witch sat in each window, wearing black leather, the long hat, the dark hair.  Both were young, not old crones.  He opened his mouth to speak, to cry for help but he couldn’t form words.  The thunder crashed, he looked round desperately in the dark.  He tried to stand, but failed, he could barely move.

The lightening came again, the two hags had disappeared from the window and were kneeling on the end of his bed, each was holding a lantern, the were holding hands as they looked at him, prostrate on the bed.  They turned to face each other and started to kiss, the room grew brighter, he watched, his mouth unable to move now.

“How long?” asked one, breaking off the kiss.

“The herbs I gave him will keep him like this for hours,” said the second.

“It went well then,” said the first, nodding.  She reached behind herself and undid the lace on her dress, then pulled the dress down, exposing her breasts.

“Mmmmm,” said the second and bent forward, taking one into each hand and kissing each in turn, licking her nipples and sucking on them, making them go hard and erect.

“Who are you?” he managed to stammer.

“Aw, he doesn’t know who we are?” said the second, breaking off from kissing her lover’s breasts.

“Maybe a little more light?” said the first.  She touched the lantern and started an incantation, it grew brighter, incomprehensibly bright, much brighter than any candle under her spell.  It took Salmsbury a few moments to place the two young women.

“You two!” he exclaimed.  They looked at each other and laughed.

“Yes,” said the first, “Us two.”

“We played you from the start,” said Jayne, “In London I drugged you, made you believe what I was saying.  The perfume I was wearing, I made you want me.  The oil I rubbed into your back was drugged.”

“Your hair,” he said, his voice fading away.

“Watch this,” said Jayne, a huge smile on her face, she touched her hair and it turned blonde, then red, the back to black.  “Such a simple spell, but it fools everyone.  I can be your perfect woman,” she added, touching her hair again and turning it blonde.

“I prefer it black,” said Eleanor, stroking it.

“I know you do,” replied Jayne, turning it black again.

“In Pendle,” said Eleanor, “I put drugs in the stew, you only saw Eagles flying that night, but you hallucinated and believed what you wanted to believe, the first old fool saw us, real witches, it put the seed in your mind.”

“But, you were there, outside, watching” he managed to utter, quietly, slowly and deliberately as the stroke continued to kill him.  The girls looked at each other and laughed.

“We were inside, you sent us to your room, we were alone.”  Salmsbury thought back, they were right.  “The bats were good though, weren’t they?  Such easy animals to train, but so effective.”

“We suggested you start in Clinton, we put some marks onto that poor old woman’s house.”  Both were removing each other’s clothes, their bodies firm and almost perfect.

“I turned into a cat and lead you there.”  They both laughed at this, an unpleasant, nasal laugh, almost a shriek.

“As if you can tell a witch because of a wart, a cat if or her husband died.”  Eleanor touched her nose and a huge wart appeared, she touched it again and it went.  She looked at Salmsbury, “Didn’t you wonder how our bodies recovered after that every brutal whipping?  All these clues and you missed them all.”  The two women laughed and kissed.

“And then we drugged you again last night, you’re having a stroke, soon you’ll be unable to speak ever again or hold a pen ever again.”  They laughed and kissed again.

“As you slowly die your life force will drain away from you . .”

“And into us.”  They laughed again.

“Those nine innocent lives will be transferred to us as well,” said Eleanor, “Ten lives we get, several hundred more years of life each.”  They laughed again.

Jayne leaned in close and whispered in his ear.

“A thousand years Eleanor and I have roamed this world, a thousand more we shall as long as men like you exist.  You are a thousand times more evil than we could ever be.  All we do is feed to survive, we feed by killing evil people like you, you kill because you are a sadistic misogynistic killer.  Men like you have always existed, will always exist, and we will feed off your hate.”  They kissed again, enjoying his discomfort.  He wouldn’t live long, maybe a week or so, but every second would be agony, mental agony from what he knew but unable to tell a soul, physical from the drugs he’d been given.

And where was his soul heading?  He had no doubt as to what fate was awaiting him.  He watched as the girls kissed again, he tried to reach for them but his paralyzed arms wouldn’t respond.  His eyes were wide, the only part he could now control, the girls broke off the kiss and Eleanor pulled Jayne’s head down onto her firm teenage breasts, she moaned softly as Jayne kissed and licked her nipples.

Eleanor lay back on the bed, gripping one of the posts in one hand while she pushed Jayne’s head down, kissing as she went until she gasped, her legs open wide as Jayne licked her pussy for the first time that day.  Eleanor looked over to Salmsbury, he was watching, his cock straining.  Eleanor laughed, then slapped his cock hard.  He couldn’t even groan in his stupor.

Jayne knelt up and pulled Eleanor into her, they kissed again and Eleanor licked the taste of herself from Jayne’s lips, they both leaned back and Jayne slipped a leg under Eleanor, and the other over and they started to scissor their wet pussies together, moaning and groaning as they did.

Each girl took hold of her own breasts, squeezing them gently as the bucked against each other, Jayne came first, yelling loudly as she did, pulling on her erect nipples, Eleanor came quickly afterwards crying in pleasure, then she climbed on top of her lover and they kissed softly, stroking each other tenderly and ignoring Salmsbury.

Well, he’d be dead soon anyway.


Epilogue




In 1612 in Lancashire, England 11 people (nine women, two men) were tried for being witches, nine were sentenced to death.  These are amongst the most infamous trials in history.  Throughout the middle ages in Europe it is estimated that between 35,000 and 60,000 people (some estimates go as high as half a million), mostly women, were executed for being witches. 

Perhaps the most famous trials of all were the Salem Witch trials in the USA where 30 people were sentenced to death for witchcraft between 1692 and 1693.

In the modern world it is estimated that around 2,500 women are killed annually for being a witch, the UN believes that this is a gross underestimate as reporting is sketchy at best.  Thousands more live in internment camps for witches.  Fundamentalist interpretations of modern religions frequently treat practitioners of traditional religions as witches.

Hunting of witches is not confined to the third world, as recently as 2010 a 15 year old girl was killed in London, England, by her own family, for being a witch.
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Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.   




If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx




https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




paige.bond.author@gmail.com




https://fetlife.com/users/15660512


(or search for -paigebond- )
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.
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Predicament is intriguing and educational to read and quite imaginative. It brought documentary memories of my life in a wonderful way

- tbh

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

It's a must read!  It was wonderful I fully enjoyed it thank you.  I hope you write more like this you're descriptions of everything It was great.

- Diana Milam

[5 Days in San Fransisco]

This was the first novel I ever read by Paige Bond, and it certainly hasn't been the last. One of the things I really enjoy is her willingness to explore fetishes and sexual situations that you generally don't see in BDSM erotica. In this case, we have a very fun and fresh relationship dynamic between the sub, india, and her Dominant, Mason, with him acting as his temporary Master and tour guide of San Fransisco. The book is split into five sections where each day focusing on a different aspect of BDSM culture, with the Folsom Street Fair chapter being my personal favorite. Great little novel, and I greatly wish there will be a sequel one day.

- G. Jorgensen

[Pony Girl Island : The Billionaire]

I have to say that this was always a erotic dream of mine. I never made the kind of money to do it, but it was great reading about it. Stories, 3 books, are well writen and hot. Who would not love this. Check out Paige Bond's other books. I'm addicted.

- Riqi007


Books By This Author

Predicaments, the Complete Collection

In this new collection of short stories Paige explores the frequently dangerous, always thrilling world of predicament bondage. Over 28 short stories and 65,000 words she describes being in compromising situations such as stress positions, punishing a true pain slut & dealing with a brat who keeping pushing the boundaries. Most of these stories have previously been published in a 6 part series, but the complete collection also contains 2 brand new stories about predicament bondage.

Warning: this collection contains stories about naked females in potentially dangerous situations. Do not buy or read unless you are OK with this.

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame

Lisa is stuck in a dead end job, living with an abusive boyfriend. Her only escape from her dreary life is 2 afternoons a week working at a stables. Lisa is envious of the horses, of the pampered life that they lead. One day she's browsing porn and comes across a video that changes her life : Pony Girl porn. Lisa becomes obsessed with pony girl porn and contacts Rachel who trains pony girls. Before long she signs up for a pony girl trial, 13 weeks living and working as a pony girl, devoid of human rights, devoid of human speech.

Pony Girl Island: The Billionaire

To the outside world Joe has it all; the looks, the executive home, the stunning trophy girlfriend 20+ years his junior and a billion dollars in the bank from selling his ground-breaking IT company. But like many people who make it big relatively young, Joe is bored with life. Totally and utterly bored. Money can only buy so much, or so he believes.

What he needs is to shake things up so when, over a game of golf at his country club a like-minded contact invites him to join him on a life changing trip, Joe jumps at the chance. What treasures and dark secrets will he find on Pony Girl Island, and will he be able to return to his old, pedestrian life once he leaves? This is the story of a conflicted man with forbidden desires and the beautiful women who can make all his dreams come true.

5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene. Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.
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