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Chapter 1: Magnolia Park Academy

The bird hesitated, looked to the left where the vegetation was thickest, and then, evidently satisfied there was minimal danger, dropped from the branch to the table to snatch a sunflower seed before flying back up into the tree.

“It’s a goldfinch,” said Cora.

“It’s very pretty.”

“There were a lot of them back at Usk, but you don’t see so many of them around here. I don’t know why. Perhaps Jackson’s cat scares them all away.”

“He is a bit of a devil. I've seen him hiding under the hedge to waylay sparrows,” said Evelyn. “I shout at him. He doesn’t take much notice, but at least all the birds fly away.”

It was the spring of 1833 at the Magnolia Academy for Young Ladies, and the magnolias for which the school was famous were in full bloom. Their delicate pink-tinged white flowers made a spectacular display around the building’s forecourt and within the informal gardens to the rear of the building, and now one of those trees served to partially conceal Cora and Evelyn. They were sitting together on a bench enjoying the early spring sunshine and sharing an illicit bottle of wine Cora had smuggled away from the dinner table the night before.

For the more senior girls, Magnolia Park fulfilled the role of a girl’s finishing school and prided itself on preparing its young charges for the greater world beyond its walls by finessing manners and decorum until the girls could blend seamlessly, if not with the aristocracy, then at least with the wealthier members of society. The school was situated near the village of Raglan; a small village near the English border on the Welsh side with its only claim to fame other than the academy being its great fifteenth century castle. It was now a ruin, destroyed in the English Civil War, but nonetheless an impressive and romantic ruin. Evelyn and Cora had known each other for almost two years, joining the academy together after leaving more junior schools nearer to their homes.

“I miss Usk…” murmured Cora and took another long draft from the bottle of red wine. “Don’t get me wrong; it is very nice here and I do enjoy it, but the village boys in Usk were fun too, and we don’t get that here.”

“You're lucky. Your parents are only fifteen miles away in Usk and you get to see them quite often. My stepmother lives in Cardiff and that’s a good thirty miles away, and I haven't seen her since Christmas. Actually, I don’t really mind. We’ve never really got on well and now father’s in India, there doesn’t seem to be a reason to meet.”

“When did you last see your father?”

“Nearly two years ago. I write to him, but he’s not good at replying.”

“I'm sorry to hear that, Evelyn. We’ll be leaving Magnolia Park soon; perhaps you'll be able to go out to India to be with him.”

“Maybe… He’s at an army camp, so they’ll be lots of solders there,” she added giggling. “Anyway, there are boys here… There are the two gardeners, although they always seem to be muddy and wet, and there’s Archie.”

“Ah yes… Archie. He is very nice and he only lives up the stairs from us. Have you seen his bum when he pours the wine?”

Evelyn looked smug and took the bottle from her friend. “Of course, I have.”

“Ah, but have you touched it? I have… I brushed it with my bare elbow when he was pouring wine for you.”

“And he didn’t say anything?”

“Not a whisper, and he must have felt it.”

Now both girls were giggling.

“You do realise he’s one of the collared servants,” said Evelyn trying to introduce a more serious note. “Your father might not approve.”

“I doubt he’d approve of either of the gardeners too. And then Jackson would find muddy hand prints on my knickers.”

That started them off again and it was probably a good thing that the wine bottle was now empty before their laughter attracted unwanted attention.

“Anyway, you wouldn’t know Archie was inducted the way he moves about the place as if he owns it,” said Cora knowledgably. “And he’s always off on errands into Pontypool or Abergavenny.”

“I don’t think we have much chance with any of them with Jackson snooping about, so it’s probably better to wait for the London summer season. She seems to know where everyone is all the time and it’s her bedroom at the top of the stairs, so good luck trying to creep past that.”

“Do you think you'll be presented this year?”

“I do hope so. I’ll be nineteen next month and you're nineteen already. We’ll be able to get to all the balls.”

“Miss Cora…” said a housemaid standing behind the bench and, when Cora turned, “Here’s a letter that’s just arrived for you,” and she handed over a folded leaf of paper sealed with red wax.

“Thank you, Rosie,” and Cora inspected the seal. “It’s from daddy,” and she broke the seal and unfolded the paper. “He says there’s a house ball at Abergavenny next Saturday and that he’d like me to attend. He says he and mummy will be there. This is amazing. How did he know what we were just talking about?”

“Serendipity indeed.”

“I’ll ask principal if you can come too, and perhaps Archie could drive us.”

“Oh… So not only may we go on a boy hunt at the dance, but we could have Archie driving us. Sounds ideal.”

✽✽✽

Cora approached Principal Edwards that evening after dinner and showed him the letter her father had written.

“Well,” said the master reading the letter through a second time. “Normally, I would say it’s out of the question, but you father is obviously keen you should attend, but I can’t let you go alone. Take Evelyn with you, and Rosie too; she a sensible woman… Archie can drive you there in the covered coach, but I want you back by one at the latest and you must stay close to Evelyn – no going off by yourself – and keep Archie and Rosie close too.”

“Thank you, principal,” said Cora, trying extra hard not to jump up and down with glee. Evelyn seemed equally excited when she was told later in their room. Two teenage girls with a maid for a chaperone and Archie for their driver; what could be better? Cora flopped down into one of the heavily padded armchairs, grinning fit to burst; their first real outing as young women.

Evelyn, despite her outward show of enthusiasm, harboured some misgiving. She wasn’t quite so confident as her friend and was naturally shy with boys, but there was no way she was about to admit it. The difference in their characters was evident with the style of clothes they wore, and Evelyn had to smile at Cora’s extravagance. The chair she was sitting in was covered in a red and pink floral weave with white fringing along its principal edges, and it didn’t sit at all well with Cora’s gown: a cotton garment printed with red and blue roses; a floral overload. The gown had a low-cut neckline and tight bodice – typical of her clothes and a sign of teenage rebellion perhaps – balloon sleeves, and voluminous skirts that were difficult to control when she was seated. Every seam seemed to be edged with lace all designed to draw attention to her feminine profile and to confirm that she had, indeed, matured.

Cora was not one to do things by halves and she always had her brown hair carefully coiffured; usually curled so that it hung in ringlets down the sides of her face. She was never very subtle with her face makeup either and it was normal for her to use pale powder, followed by burnt cork to darken her eyelids to match her brown pupils, and lips stained with what Evelyn thought might be beetroot.

By way of contrast, Evelyn’s tastes were much simpler. For day wear, she usually chose a simple cotton frock unadorned by excessive frills and lace, and buttoning high to her collar. Tight below her bosom, it draped freely to her ankles in muted tones of yellow. Evelyn was much the same build as Cora – slender and tall – but, unlike her friend, didn’t appreciate the inconvenience of superfluous material swishing about her legs. Other differences one could point at between the two girls were their eyes, Evelyn’s were grey, and their hair colours, Evelyn’s was lighter and that day she’d pinned it in a tight bun and used no makeup at all.

Cora smiled at Evelyn sitting on the edge of her bed.

“It’ll seem funny this summer after we’ve left and we’re no longer together. I'm going to miss you such a lot.”

“Well, we’ve got nearly three months here yet.”

“I didn’t really want to come here at all, but daddy said it’s for the best,” continued Cora gazing dreamily at the impressive, unlit fireplace. “He said a good education is the most important asset a girl can have in today’s world, and Magnolia Park is one of the county’s better schools, even if it is a bit small. I wanted to go to Hereford Academy, but daddy said it was too expensive, although he sent Josiah to Gloucester College and that must have cost a lot more.”

“I like Magnolia Park,” said Evelyn. “It’s not been open that long and it’s nice to live somewhere fresh. It used to be some sort of hospital, but that closed in 1824, and then it reopened as this school two years later.”

“I suppose it’s been all right,” admitted Cora. “But I shall be pleased to leave. Most girls our age would have finished their education by now.”

Evelyn sighed. “I don’t really know what I’ll be doing when I leave. What with Daddy still in India and mummy seems to have other things on her mind; I think that’s why I'm here; she’s just too busy to devote time to looking after me.”

Cora couldn’t help but burst out laughing. “Looking after you… Surely it’s you that ought to be looking after her by now.”

Now it was Evelyn who thought the idea funny. “She’s my stepmother and she’s not thirty yet. I don’t think she needs looking after yet.”

“And your father has left her on her own and gone to India?”

✽✽✽

By the time Saturday came around, the weather had turned blustery, but was still warm for the time of year. Cora and Evelyn went with some of the other girls into Raglan village that morning, Evelyn to purchase new gloves and Cora to collect a gown that the seamstress had altered for her. Both activities were successfully completed and the girls spent a happy afternoon preparing for the forthcoming evening.

Washing came first, particularly hair which, when dry, needed to be curled with warm irons before adding ribbons, combs, and selected flowers from the gardens. Then it was time for the makeup on face and décolletage, and dressing in the extravagant gowns they'd waited so long to wear.

Evelyn surprised Cora by laying out on the bed a light-blue silk gown every bit as daring as her own.

“Do you think it shows too much flesh?” she asked, but Cora giggled.

“Don’t be silly… You'll look lovely. It matches your eyes.”

“I'd like to think that’s where my dance partners will be looking,” and Cora giggled again.

They ate a light supper at five and then it was back to their room to get changed. It wasn’t a rapid process and began with the girls stripping away their day wear until they were each left wearing only a chemise. Next, they laced each other into their corsets before donning stockings and petticoats, and finally their ball gowns. Both gowns were similar in style: large puffy sleeves and low necklines, tight bodices, and extravagant skirts. Evelyn’s pale blue glimmered in the light with its soft, silk sheen, while Cora’s was more flamboyant with a design of pink roses on white.

“Is this really alright?” asked Evelyn. “I'm not used to showing so much cleavage.”

“Of course, it is. It’s one of the things boys look for in a girl. Anyway, you're not showing as much titty as me.”

Evelyn was not convinced that comparison with Cora was a good benchmark with which to judge and couldn’t help but feel self-conscious. Cora thought she had the answer and clipped a silver necklace about Evelyn’s neck to hang a single teardrop aquamarine gemstone at her throat.

“Oh, that’s lovely,” she purred.

“Cora… It is beautiful, but are you sure I can wear it.”

“Of course, I am. You never know, you might attract a husband this evening.”

Evelyn went very quiet… She looked the part, but was she really ready for married life? Ready for a man?

By eight, Cora, Evelyn, and Rosie were sitting in the open landau with their cloaks pulled about their shoulders and ready to depart. Evelyn had to agree that Rosie was a good choice of chaperone. She was in her thirties, mature and sensible, and she had a pleasant and agreeable disposition. What’s more, she was an employed servant, not an inducted one like Archie, so would be more accepted within the society they were about to enter.

Archie checked on his passengers, lit the travelling lanterns, and climbed up onto the high bench seat to stir the horses, and they were away. The road was one of the better rural routes and, in the main, surfaced with gravel, but it was still heavily rutted in places, which made parts of the journey uncomfortable. The best that could be said was that Archie was familiar with the road and could avoid the worst areas.

Forty minutes later, he stopped the carriage beside the stone steps that led up to the entrance of a grand, double-fronted house and a pair of liveried attendants received the guests in the doorway, taking cloaks, gloves, and scarves, and the girls entered into a fairyland of twinkling candles, soft, orchestral music, the overpowering scent of cologne, and the murmur and rustling of humanity.

Dancing had yet to start, but the room already seemed full with men in black tailcoats and white shirts, and the women in their silk and satin ball gowns, bedecked with jewels and dance cards already hanging by ribbons from their wrists.

Cora and Evelyn, followed by Rosie, began a slow promenade around the edges of the hall in search of Cora’s parents, greeting each family group they passed with formal nods of their heads or, when Cora recognised a family, a small curtsey. Progress was slow and interrupted by footmen circulating with trays of white wine. Evelyn and Cora took a glass each with glee, but not Rosie.

They eventually located Cora’s parents, Edwina and James Hawthorne, on the far side of the hall close to where servants were preparing the supper room, and Cora received a short hug from her mother.

“It’s so nice to meet you again, Evelyn,” said Mrs Hawthorne. “It must be before Christmas when we last saw you, but Cora often relates your adventures together in her letters. I hope your mother and father are both well.”

“I believe they are both in good health, although my father is still in India and correspondence is often sporadic.”

“It must be difficult for your mother struggling alone.”

“She’s not alone, mummy. She’ll have dozens of servants” suggested Cora.

“Hardly that,” said Evelyn.

“She’s not here, then?”

“No, Mrs Hawthorne. It’s a little too far for her to travel from Cardiff.”

“Well, we’re glad you could make it. I hope you’ve brought your dancing shoes…”

“Oh, we’re ready for that,” said Cora. “We’re both going on a husband hunt.”

“Cora!” chided her father. “A little more decorum, if you please.”

“Well, it’s true, isn't it? Is there anyone special here tonight?”

“I've seen the county marshal here with his two sons and I've been told there is an eligible lord expected to attend,” said her mother.

Cora’s father gave a quiet chuckle. “Good luck with that, but you be careful tonight. I don’t want your disappearing off outside with anyone.”

“Oh, we’ll be good as gold,” said Cora. “Anyway, we’ve brought our own chaperone, courtesy of Magnolia Park Academy. This is Rosie,” and she belatedly stepped aside to introduce the maid clothed in her dark uniform dress with white collar. Rosie smiled modestly and curtseyed.


Chapter 2: The Abergavenny Ball

Cora’s and Evelyn’s dance cards began to fill rapidly, as well they might; the girls looked elegant and alluring in their silk gowns and compared favourably with any of the other young women putting themselves forward for what appeared to be more of a marriage market than a dance. At nine, the dance began in earnest when the orchestra launched into a series of quadrilles and waltzes that could continue until dawn.

It was not seemly to be seen dancing too often with the same man, but Cora definitely had a favourite. He was a young military officer and Evelyn watched her step onto the dance floor for his third waltz.

“Not dancing, Miss Vaughan?”

Evelyn looked around at the two young men standing before her and smiled. The one who spoke was tall, clean shaven, and immaculately dressed in a dark tailcoat and elaborately embroidered silk waistcoat hand-worked with a floral design. His accent marked him out as a gentleman. His companion was of equal height, but lighter in build. He, too, was dressed in elaborate clothes, but without the excesses of his friend and, at that moment, was looking a little uncomfortable.

Evelyn returned his smile and answered, “I am resting, sir. But I fear you have me at a disadvantage: you know my name, but I do not know yours.”

“Lord Theodore Austen, Baron of Trellech, Miss Vaughan. And this is my good friend Baronet Sir Giles Moore.”

“Madam…” said Moore and bowed.

“Well, Miss Vaughan, if you have quite recuperated, perhaps we could join the waltz,” and he held out a white-gloved hand.

Behind her, Evelyn heard Mr Hawthorne whisper, ‘Of course, she will…’.

“Of course, my lord,” and Evelyn delicately rested her own gloved hand on his to step out onto the dance floor, leaving Sir Giles Moore as a spectator.

“You brought him, then,” said James Hawthorne to Moore.

“He didn’t take much persuading.”

Lord Austen proved to be an accomplished dancer and Evelyn was breathless when he led her back to Mr and Mrs Hawthorne. Cora was already there with her military officer and they exchanged greetings with nods and curtseys.

“Another?” asked Austen, but Evelyn said, “I regret, sir, that I have the next few dances already reserved.”

“Don’t worry about that, Evelyn. I'm sure your partners will understand,” said Mr Hawthorne.

“And perhaps this other young lady will dance with Moore,” suggested the young lord.

Moore looked embarrassed. “Thank you for the thought, Theodore, but I’m sure this lady’s dance card is equally full.”

“As you wish… Shall we?” and Lord Austen held out his hand to Evelyn again. “And you should call me Theodore.”

Another waltz and a fast galop, and then both Evelyn and her new partner, flushed with excitement and in high spirits, decided they should sit through the next dance.

“Let's take the air,” Lord Austen suddenly exclaimed and, without waiting for her response, took Evelyn by the hand and led her through a side door and out into the night.

“Sir, we shouldn’t be here alone?”

“Nonsense… Are you concerned for your reputation?”

“Of course not, sir.”

“Then what’s the problem? It’s a fine night and the stars are magnificent.”

That was indeed the case. When she looked up, Evelyn could see the Milky Way as a band of bright stars arcing between horizons.

“Beautiful, isn't it?” he whispered into her ear.

“Sir, you're very close.”

“Then you should kiss me,” and he pressed her against the wall of the hall. He’d taken off his white gloves and folded them into the pocket of his tail coat.

“Sir, please… You're crushing me.”

“Kiss me, then,” and she felt his arm encircling her waist. When their lips touched, Evelyn didn’t know what to do. This wasn’t right; couldn’t be right, but he was a lord…

“Please…” she pleaded.

“Good girls remain silent,” he murmured, his voice now low and grating, and his accent changing with sounds more earthy and urgent. Then she felt his right hand lifting the hem of her skirts.

“Nooo…”

But he wasn’t listening. His hand rose between her thighs, but he was still pressing her against the wall so that she could barely move.

“You are a wet little girl, aren't you?” His fingers were on her and she felt too weak to cry out, as if she was about to faint. His face was in the crook of her neck and she could feel his breath on her skin as his hand worked relentlessly to destroy the last vestiges of her will. Her garments were now spread wide to reveal her secrets and, because she only wore underwear beneath her gowns during red weeks, there was nothing to hinder his access. “I have just the thing to plug this wet little hole…” he whispered as his left hand now fumbled with his own garments.

“Miss Vaughan. I regret to inform you that it is time to leave. We must go now.”

Austen spun around to confront Archie. “And who are you, sir?” he demanded.

“I am the one tasked with protecting Miss Vaughan’s reputation.”

“My God… You're just a collared chattel slave.”

“Nevertheless, I must insist that Miss Vaughan accompanies me… Now, sir,” said Archie and drew himself up to his full height to face his adversary. Lord Austen noticed that Giles Moore had stepped out behind Archie, but was showing no sign of offering his friend any support, so Austen took a pace back. Evelyn’s gown dropped back into place about her ankles and she stared at Archie with a shocked expression.

“Miss Vaughan,” murmured Archie and held out his hand. Evelyn gratefully took it and together they passed Giles Moore and re-entered the hall.

✽✽✽

Evelyn sat quietly in the carriage between Cora and Rosie barely saying a word all the way back, but her gloved hand never released Rosie’s. Rosie had watched Lord Austen from the servant’s room and had witnessed him take Evelyn from the hall, and that’s when she fetched Archie. It was a little early, barely midnight, and at first Cora was reluctant, but when Rosie quietly explained the recent events, they said their goodbyes to Cora’s parents and returned to the carriage.

The event was fresh in her mind for days afterwards, but nothing had been said to Cora’s parents or to Principal Edwards, and it was only talking about it with Cora that helped Evelyn recover a semblance of confidence. Cora, of course, had a completely different memory of the ball and spoke at length about William, the gallant young cavalry officer who was so good at dancing. Apparently, he was a Cornet in the 11th Light Dragoons and his uniform was spectacular but when asked if she had plans to see him again, she looked sad and said he might be posted overseas.

“But a lord, Evelyn… You were dancing with an actual baron. Everybody in the hall was watching you.”

“There saw us go outside then?”

“I suppose…”

“I wish they'd followed us.”

“Archie was there to save you.”

“He was,” murmured Evelyn. “He really is my hero. He stood up to Lord Austen and wouldn’t be cowered.”

“But Lord Austen kissed you; I mean properly with his mouth to yours?”

“He did. I couldn’t stop him.”

“What did it feel like?”

“It felt like he was licking me and trying to force his tongue into my mouth.”

“And then he… you know… He was touching you.”

“I don’t really want to talk about that.”

“But did he have his fingers inside you?”

Evelyn just looked away.

“That must have felt really odd to have someone else touch you there. Nobody’s ever touched me like that and I can't really imagine what it would feel like.”

Cora didn’t think Evelyn was going to say anything more, but after a long pause she said, “Calling the feeling ‘odd’ doesn’t really do it justice. It’s like he was assuming control of my whole body. I lost the power to move or speak, and I was rapidly losing the ability to think at all. It must be different when you marry and you give away that power willingly because you love someone, but he was stealing it…”

✽✽✽

Archie’s standing with both Evelyn and Cora rose considerably from that night and they both watched him with something like awe as he moved around the school controlling the other servants, organising dinners, driving the carriages, and generally doing everything that contributed to the smooth running of the house. Although he was still young, mid-twenties, everyone – all the servants whether employed or inducted – just seemed to accept what he said without question. He had such an aura of quiet command that even Miss Jackson had never been heard to question any suggestion he may make.

Evelyn thought he was wasted at the school; he should be a politician or in the army, but those choices weren’t his to make.


Chapter 3: A Picnic

The weather deteriorated further during the following week, but by the Saturday, the sun had returned and the ground was once again firm underfoot. Siezing the opportunity, Principal Edwards arranged for the elder pupils to have a picnic down by the lake after an early service in the chapel and it fell to Cora as the eldest to arrange the transport. She was looking very pleased with herself that Saturday evening when she found Evelyn…

“I've arranged for Archie to drive us tomorrow. Principal Edwards will be in the first wagon and we’ll take the second with Archie. I can sit on the bench next to him and tell him how to drive.”

“Honestly, Cora. You shouldn’t try to tease him. Apart from anything else, it won't work with him.”

“Why not? He wears a collar, doesn’t he? He has to do what we tell him.”

Evelyn just smiled. “In your dreams… Well, don’t let Jackson see you messing about with him. She has a tongue like a fishwife.”

“Well, first off, she’s not coming with us tomorrow, and secondly, she wears a collar too. That means she’s also an inducted servant, but you wouldn’t think it to talk with her.”

Evelyn’s mood suddenly seemed to mellow and she said, “You know, I often think about him living upstairs. He could be immediately above our heads, just feet away all night…”

“They all live on the top floor – waiters, grooms, and gardeners, along with the chamber and scullery maids.”

Evelyn giggled. “You make it sound like there’s a whole village full of people living upstairs.”

“There are eight inducted servants including him and Jackson plus eight ordinary ones living up there; Archie told me. You sometimes see some of them wandering about the grounds in the evening, but, apart from Jackson, it’s never the inducted ones. Archie told me they're not allowed out like that.”

“Oh, that’s horrible. Fancy spending all your time stuck inside when it sunny out.”

“Well, it’s a bit of a rambling old building; perhaps they have their own drawing rooms and a games room up there,” said Cora, and then on a different note: “Have you explored the cellars yet? There’re all sorts of stuff down there from when it was a hospital.”

“I know. They say it used to be a lunatic asylum, so I supposed it’s all old medical equipment. I went exploring once, but I won't go again; it gave me the creeps.”

Later at dinner, Evelyn watched Archie when he moved up the other side of the dining table pouring red wine for the diners. He looked smart in his long, black jacket, white shirt, and black bow tie; how could any girl not be attracted to him? There were eighteen pupils older than sixteen out of a school population of fifty, and it was these eighteen girls who were chosen to sit at the high table with the school principal, Mr Edwards, and the vice principal, Miss Thompson. The younger pupils were seated at other tables and they didn’t get the wine.

“Burgundy, miss,” came the whispered question in Evelyn’s ear and she turned to see his face close, a smile just touching his lips.”

Evelyn nodded and he filled the glass in front of her, leaning close so that his shoulder just brushed against hers. He was so close she could smell him; not the sour smell of sweat, but something more earthy, more beckoning. He moved around behind her to serve Cora sitting to her left and Evelyn risked a quick glance at his back as he poured her wine. His dark hair was thick, but neatly trimmed and almost covered the inch-deep, polished collar that was around his neck. She noticed some engraving on its side and there was a single metal ring hanging from a stud at his throat, but there wasn’t a visible join or lock. In fact, there didn’t seem to be any sort of latch at all.

✽✽✽

That Sunday morning brought the warm sun back, a welcome feature in early April. Cook had prepared two hampers for the day’s excursion, one for each coach, and by eleven, after a short service in the chapel, they were ready to depart. Nine of the elder students climbed up onto each brake, wagons capable of seating persons on two padded benches back-to-back down the central spine of the vehicle just as Cora had planned. She’d allocated Evelyn and herself seats in the second coach, Evelyn just behind the driver’s bench and herself sitting on the front bench next to Archie.

Archie roused the horses to follow the leading wagon from the courtyard and beside him, Cora looked over her shoulder at Evelyn immediately behind her and grinned. Her plan had come together beautifully.

“I presume you don’t mind me sitting up here beside you?” she asked Archie quietly.

“No, miss.”

“That was very brave of you to confront a lord like you did at the dance.”

Archie said nothing.

“The consequence could have been devastating if you hadn’t had been there.”

“Lord Austen was in the wrong.”

“So I have been told… And you were very brave,” she repeated. “Do you have a girl, Archie?”

“No, miss.”

“Do you like girls?”

Archie turned to look at Cora as if he’d been slapped in the face and she thought she’d made a massive social misstep, but after a moment, he turned back to the fore and murmured a quiet, “Yes, miss.”

His face was once again inscrutable and he flicked the reins to catch up with the leading wagon. Cora relaxed and, thinking to return to safer ground, complimented him on his uniform. It was impeccable. It was the same dark suit he always wore with a white shirt and bow tie, and Cora peered at his silver collar. It was quite conspicuous above his clothing.

“What’s that written on your collar?” she asked referring to the elegant copperplate script visible in the bright sunlight.

Archie answered without apparent embarrassment. “It’s just my reference number, miss. It’s recorded in the main register kept at Norfolk House in London. It’s so I can always be identified and my ownership established.”

“Magnolia Park Academy,” said Cora.

“Indeed, miss.”

“Has that always been the case?”

“Since I was a young lad, miss.”

“Did you get into mischief, then?” she asked grinning.

“I did, miss. Stole a loaf of bread, I did.”

“Oh, bad luck. Still, you don’t seem to have fared too bad since. Life looks comfortable enough at the academy and you're always surrounded by young women,” she added risking another venture into dangerous territory and she smoothed her gown over her knees, a suggestive gesture that Archie appeared to ignore.

Behind her, Evelyn was listening intently to the conversation and if she thought Cora was being a little indelicate, insensitive even, she didn’t say anything.

The journey down to the lake took nearly forty minutes, and by the time they arrived at the wooded glade where the lake’s dark waters were shimmering close to the track, Cora was in high spirits, confident she’d established a new friendship with the dispassionate and reticent Archie. Everyone dismounted, clambering down the steps at the rear of the wagon; everyone except Cora who waited patiently for Archie to assist her descent from the high bench seat. He held out a hand, but that was evidently not enough and he had to lift her bodily to the ground.

They settled on blankets and logs in a wide circle while Archie, assisted by several of the younger girls, distributed triangles of cheese sandwiches, last season’s apples, and glasses of lemonade, Principal Edwards keeping a fatherly eye over all.

“Is it all right if I take a walk around the lake?” asked Cora.

“Take someone with you,” said Edwards.

“Archie could accompany me,” she said cheekily and grinned at him.

“Someone else,” came Edward’s knowing response.

“Evelyn wants to come too,” said Cora quickly and gave Evelyn a sharp look. “But we still need Archie in case we meet any bears.”

Principal Edwards smiled at her joke, but before he could respond, a disturbance on the opposite side of the seating circle caught his attention. Marion, one of the younger girls in the group, was berating Archie for spilling lemonade on her clothes.

“Look what you’ve done… My jacket’s all wet and sticky now,” she was saying in an overly loud voice.

“What’s going on?” asked Principal Edwards.

“It’s this oaf. He’s spilt lemonade all over me.”

“I am so sorry, Miss Marion. It was very careless of me,” Archie was saying and now Principal Edwards was about to add his voice to Archie’s censure.

“It wasn’t his fault,” said Evelyn above the rising unrest. “I saw what happened and Marion turned quickly without looking and knocked Archie’s arm.”

“But he was standing right behind me.”

“He was calling your name and trying to offer you a drink. You knew he was there because I saw you look at him, but you were just too busy chatting to pay him any attention.”

“Well, he shouldn’t have been so close. He’s a servant and should know better.”

“It seems to me,” said the principal, that you were as much to blame as Archie and probably more so. Remove your damp jacket and use a blanket from the carriage if you feel cold.” Then he turned to Cora and, to her utter astonishment, suggested it might be a good idea if Archie accompanied her on the walk. “It’ll give Marion time to calm down.”

Archie overheard and, in his usual detached fashion, replaced the lemonade bottle in the picnic hamper and fell into step beside Evelyn and Cora as they departed along the well-worn path. Once out of sight, Cora moved around behind Evelyn so that Archie was walking between them, and for the next thirty minutes, kept up a very animated but one-side conversation with both Evelyn and Archie, discussing the nature about them with Archie, and discussing Archie with Evelyn. Throughout, Archie remained taciturn but polite even when Cora’s subject matter turned quite personal.

They were now on the far side of the lake and, owing to its irregular shape, well out of sight of the school party. Then Cora had an accident. She stepped on a fallen bough and twisted her ankle. It didn’t seem too painful except when she had to walk on it and she had to cling stoically onto Archie’s arm for support, making sure his arm was pressed closely against her bosom.

“I think I need to rest a little,” she said and sat down on a fallen trunk. Archie hovered obligingly close in case she needed assistance and Cora turned to Evelyn with wide eyes and a discrete nod of her head. The message was unmistakeable and Evelyn wandered further up the path, apparently attracted by sunbathing ducks.

“I think I must have twisted it,” she said and lifted the hem of her gown to display a shapely leg all the way up to her knee. Archie gazed down at it, but didn’t move. “Perhaps the pain might ease if you rubbed it…”

“As you wish, miss,” he murmured and knelt before her to gently massage her injured ankle.

“A little higher, I think…”

He worked for a minute or two, humouring her supposed affliction, and then stood.

“A kiss may help to relieve the pain,” she suggested as he eased her to her feet and she wrapped her arms about his neck to stretch up to reach her lips, but the kiss she received was somewhat lacking in passion.

“You told me you like girls.”

“Yes, miss, I do. I like girls very much. More than you perhaps realise, but I have a dilemma; two, in fact. Firstly, I am in a position of trust. It has taken me years to reach the position I now hold where I am allowed freedom to move unencumbered about the school, fulfilling the duties of a personal servant to Principal Edwards, butler, and coach driver. If I was to break that trust by engaging in, shall we say, an unauthorised activity, then the personal cost to me could be considerable. And secondly, miss, I am physically unable to provide the sort of services you seem to be seeking.”

“What do you mean? Are you ill?”

“No, miss, not ill; just inhibited. In common with all the inducted servants, I am prevented by mechanical means from participating in any form of meaningful physical interaction and, in fact, I find the very idea can be discomforting.”

“What sort of mechanical means?” she asked and then, very slowly, pressed her palm against his crotch. “Oh my God,” she murmured and then pulled feverishly at his fly buttons to open the front of his trousers while he stood passive and distant, like a disinterested observer. Then she sank back on the log to gaze at what she’d uncovered. His penis was there… She could see it, but it was compressed behind a small domed metal cage, confined so that it was little more than an inch or two in length. He could urinate, but any activity that tended to stimulate the organ was not only physically impossible, but would be quite painful. Cora took hold of the dome and gently tried to ease it away, but it didn’t move, not at all. The cage made the front half of a clamp with the rear section passing behind his scrotal sack. Once the two sections were locked together, there was no way they could be dislodged and left his penis compressed inside the cage and his testicles hanging free below it.

“Oh…” she murmured, finally aware that her plans for Archie were doomed to fail. “That’s so cruel. Do you have to wear it all the time?”

“Only when I'm out of my room, but that relaxation has been hard-won. Others are not so lucky. Self-gratification is, of course, not tolerated and this device can be effective in preventing the practice, as well as prohibiting unsanctioned liaisons.”

“And the inducted maid servants?” she asked with wide eyes.

“Females are more difficult to protect and their chastity devices are, by necessity, bulkier, but in order to preserve their health and modesty, they are considered just as essential.”

Cora gazed up at his face as he carefully refastened his clothing and held out a hand to help her to her feet. Silently, they continued on their way, meeting up with Evelyn a little way up the track, and together they finished their circumnavigation of the lake, Evelyn and Archie talking amiably, while Cora remained quiet and thoughtful. At least her ankle seemed to have miraculously recovered.


Chapter 4: An Unexpected Meeting

After the picnic, Evelyn and Cora sat in the garden in the evening sun and Evelyn asked Cora to explain what was troubling her.

“He turned you down, didn’t he?”

“Well, not exactly…”

“You think every male will fall helplessly in love with you at the drop of a hat. Well, I'm sorry you’ve become disillusioned, but it seems Archie, for one, is immune to your charms.”

“I'm afraid you're right, but not for the reason you think. I don’t know whether, given other circumstances, he’d fall at my feet, but as things stands, he’s unable to.”

“He loves someone else?” suggested Evelyn.

“He has his equipment locked away behind a chastity device controlled by Principal Edwards.”

“What…” gasped Evelyn.

“It’s true. He is, er… contained, and I suspect if he becomes at all aroused, it will be painful for him.”

She went on to explain in great detail what she saw when she delved within his uniform.

“My God. I didn’t know. I just thought an inducted servant was one obliged to work for a particular person or organisation. Okay… I knew they didn’t have the same rights as ordinary servants, but not that they could be forced to live like that. That’s no better than the American slavery of the last century.”

“You do know that slavery isn't actually against the law in England, don’t you?”

“Well, that’s true and I have heard there are plans to make it illegal, but people don’t actually own slaves here anymore, do they?”

“Well, evidently they do. Archie says that’s what inducted servitude is. He tells me that the legal term for an inducted person is actually a chattel slave, which means a person who is owned by another as if they are property… If someone falls foul of someone important or perhaps an institution of some kind, the wronged party can insist that the perpetrator compensates by becoming permanently indebted to them. Archie said that’s how he became an inducted servant. Admittedly, it was a long time ago now, but all he did was to steal a loaf and now he’s someone’s property for life.”

“But that’s ridiculous… A lifetime’s servitude in exchange for a loaf of bread.”

“It doesn’t have to be a balanced equation. It’s the principle that’s important. Archie did wrong and has to pay for it. And the school doesn’t just want him to work for them; they actually own him and the other inducted servants, and they can treat them how they please. They don’t want them to have a life with a partner, love, and children, so they lock them up in chastity devices.”

“So, everyone you see wearing a metal collar is also locked in some sort of chastity belt?”

“No, not everyone. It depends on what their master wants, but they could be…”

“But all the inducted servants here at the academy are?”

Cora shrugged her shoulders. “So Archie says.”

“My God… Do you think Jackson is? That would account for why she’s so grouchy,” and in response, Cora turned her eyes skywards.

✽✽✽

That evening, Evelyn watched with new insights while Archie poured the wine and the servant girls moved between the diners like wraiths, distributing the food without interrupting bodies or conversations.

What were they feeling as they stood so close to such privileged students? Girls their own age, but living in such different circumstances. Did the ones with the collars really have their bodies locked away beyond their control? Evelyn tried to judge just by the way they moved, but could detect no anomaly. Even looking at Archie who she knew had a tiny metal cage locked over his penis, she could see nothing amiss as he attentively leant over a young girl’s shoulder to pour the wine. Then she caught his eye and realised when he gave her a pallid smile that he knew precisely what she was thinking.

✽✽✽

The weather turned about late-April and the rains came to cause everything to explode into growth and turn a vivid bright green colour. It was a Saturday and all of the girls were going into town for the afternoon, anxious to examine the latest summer fashions. Archie had erected a cover over the last break that was packed to overcrowding with excited pupils to keep the rain out and Evelyn, last to leave the school, climbed thankfully up to sit next to Cora. Archie clicked and flicked the reins, and the two horses lunged forward, anxious to begin moving.

They’d gone no more than fifty yards when Evelyn called out, “Stop… stop… stop… I've forgotten the book I borrowed from Vicar Fitzwilliam. I have to go back for it; I promised him.”

Archie pulled the horses to a stop and looked over his shoulder. “Do you want me to turn the break?”

“No, don’t do that. I’ll just run back. I won't be more than a moment,” and she jumped from the side of the wagon, pulled the hood of her cloak up over her head, and hurried back to the school building. She knew that the book she wanted was by her bed and, kicking off her wet boots, hurried up the deserted staircase in her stockinged feet.

It was so strange to be moving through the building that was usually so crowded with girls and young women, and was now so quiet. She burst into the bedroom that she shared with Cora and stopped dead. In front of her was a young girl, a year or two younger than her, who had been disturbed cleaning out the grate, and she was looking just as stunned as Evelyn was. She was a pretty girl with long, mousy-coloured hair pulled back into a ponytail and she was an inducted servant, as evidenced by the polished metal collar around her neck, but even if that was not visible, there were other signs that were unmistakable. For a start, she was almost naked. The only item of clothing she wore was a grey flared skirt that swirled about her knees when she stood quickly. And then there were manacles about her hands linked by a foot-long chain, and the shackles that linked her ankles together using a similar chain.

She was holding a dustpan in one hand and a small brush in the other, and she was just staring as if Evelyn’s sudden appearance had turned her to stone.

“Hello,” ventured Evelyn.

“I'm sorry, miss. We thought you’d all gone,” the girl finally said.

“I've come back for my book,” and she moved quickly over to her bedside table to gather the wayward article.

“I'm sorry, miss,” the girl said again, and lifted an arm to cover her exposed breasts.

Then Miss Jackson appeared in the bedroom doorway. “Evelyn! I thought you'd all left.”

“I had to come back for my book. I'm sorry… I’ll go now,” and she gave the girl another glance as she moved purposefully towards Jackson and the door.

“Molly’s a new girl,” said Jackson by way of explanation. “She’s still being trained.”

“Do you keep all the new girls naked and chained?”

“Sometimes… But today she’s been allowed to wear a skirt,” and Jackson gave Evelyn an amused smirk. Evelyn didn’t find it funny and squeezed past the woman to hurry back to the wagon and the reality she was familiar with.

✽✽✽

For several days after the incident, Evelyn spent sleepless nights with the vision of the stunned young girl filling her head. The girl was almost naked. She had pretty little breasts with puffy areolae that caused her pink nipples to appear larger than they were, although the temperature in the room was doing that too. Evelyn vividly remembered the instant the girl jumped to her feet and the way her breasts had moved. She remembered too the knocking sound that her hobble chain had made on the floorboards when her sudden movement had caused her to stumble.

The memories were disquieting and confusing in equal measure. Disquieting because she’d never dreamed that young men and girls could be kept like that, and in an English private school too… Chained up to prevent them escaping and forced to work partially naked. It was slavery and it was going on in secret on the floor above where she was sleeping. And what is more, it was all perfectly legal, sanctioned by the courts and, presumably, by the church.

When she thought about it, the imprisonment of women and girls wasn’t so distant from normal life. Women had never had the same rights as men and had always been subject to the whims of their fathers and husbands, and if they wanted to keep daughters and wives naked and chained, the law said it was a domestic arrangement and nobody’s business but theirs. Even the church supported such a stance and churchmen could eagerly pick out relevant passages in the Bible that confirmed women’s second-class status and the religious edicts that require women to obey their men in all respects.

But this was different. This wasn’t the misogynistic whims of family members; this was true slavery where both males and females were owned and treated like chattels; chained up like animals and deprived of all dignity; locked out of their own bodies and made to serve those they may hate, or perhaps worse, desire the most but can never have.

Evelyn discussed what she’d witnessed at length with Cora, and together they’d even tried to visit the upper floors, but Jackson stopped them and told them in no uncertain terms that those rooms were out of bounds to the gentlewomen and girls of the school. Then they’d tried to discuss it with Archie, but he was his usual taciturn self and they got little new information other than Molly had joined the staff after a short period of negotiation between the school and a legal broker. Apparently, she was seventeen when she was found wandering the streets of Brighton. Enquiries determined that she was homeless and, suspected of prostitution, was convicted and inducted into the system by having her name recorded into the ledger at Norfolk House. According to Archie, the ‘administrative' fee the school paid to have her transferred into their care was considerable and, from now on, she will assist with domestic duties behind the scenes at the academy.

Archie added that she’d only been at Magnolia Park for a month and was still in a state of shock. He explained that as she becomes accustomed to the routines of the school and the school authorities start to have confidence that she won't try to abscond, so her restraints will be slowly relaxed until, in a year or two, she could find herself serving tables at mealtimes or working in the kitchens.

Cora tried to sound a positive note by pointing out that she now had a safe place to sleep and regular meals.

“But she’ll never be free… She can't ever go where she wants or do what she likes. The poor girl will never know what it feels like to have a family and children. She’ll never be able to lie in the arms of a man and feel the exhilaration that comes when a man and a woman unite.”

Cora laughed. “How did you find out all about that?”

“I do read, you know. Some of the classics are, er… very descriptive.”

“Well, what you say is unlikely to be true. According to Archie, she may well feel such exhilaration quite often; just not perhaps with the men she’d chose for herself.”

Evelyn’s eyes widened as her friend’s meaning dawned and her mind turned back to Lord Austen. “Well, I've had enough of it. I can't stay here now I know what’s happening just above our heads.”

“What are you going to do? You can't just leave…”

“Of course, I can. I’ll just write to mummy and she’ll come and fetch me.”

“But your father’s not home yet. Didn’t you say your mother’s reluctant to have you home because she doesn’t think she can look after you?”

“That’s true. She’s not my real mother; she’s my step-mother and we’ve never really got on well, but I don’t need looking after. I am an adult and can make my own way in the world. I'm educated and it'll be easy to get a job.”

“Well, good luck with that… According to the law, you're still a child until you're twenty-one, but don’t let that put you off. Go and get yourself a job in the city and sit in a tiny office all day. It should be easy enough to do; you're quite pleasing to look at and that will help, I'm sure, but if you stay a while longer, the debutante season is almost upon us and you could easily find yourself a rich husband at the balls.”

Evelyn gave Cora a pallid smile and shook her head. “I just can't. I hate this place. I'm going to write to mummy tonight. I’ll tell her what’s been happening here and I know she’ll come for me within a week.”


Chapter 5: The Top Floor

It was two weeks later on a Sunday afternoon when Miss Jackson met Evelyn returning from morning mass with the news that her mother was there at the school and in conference with Principal Edwards.

“Oh heavens… You really did it,” squealed Cora with her fists pressed to her mouth. “I didn’t think you would, and now you'll be leaving. How am I going to cope here without you.”

Evelyn smiled at Cora’s theatrics. “You know very well that in a few short months, you too will be leaving. You know my address and once you’ve left this place too, we can meet up. It'll be fun. We can go out on Cardiff pier and sometimes there’ll be dances in the pleasure gardens.”

“Well, I think you're making a mistake. Girls like us need to be introduced into society carefully. We need to be presented at court and attend all the best balls in order to meet the most eligible men, and your best bet is to stay here until the season starts. Getting yourself installed in some stuffy office somewhere just isn't going to work. In ten years’ time, you'll look back on today and wish you’d done things differently.”

“I already wish a lot of things were different,” said Evelyn wistfully. “It used to be so nice here…”

“Miss Vaughan…” exclaimed Jackson. “Your mother and Principal Edwards will be waiting.”

“Yes… I'm sorry,” and she hurried away.

✽✽✽

Cora didn’t see any more of Evelyn that day. She wasn’t at the evening meal and, when asked if Evelyn had gone, Miss Jackson just said yes. She’d left without even saying goodbye and Cora was feeling offended that their friendship could be curtailed so abruptly. Perhaps something had come up that required Mrs Vaughan to depart urgently. That thought was confirmed later when Cora saw two housemaids packing away Evelyn’s clothes from the wardrobe and chest of drawers. They were packing them into a large travel trunk and Cora wondered about putting a short letter in the trunk with them; just something to wish her well when she was eventually reunited with her clothes. She decided to send a letter to the address Evelyn had given her instead and watched two of the manservants carry the trunk away, leaving Cora feeling suddenly very alone.

Cora was in the breakfast room early the next morning in time to see Archie laying out the place settings. Since that day at the lake, she’d been hesitant to talk to him and, when she did, was careful not to do anything that might arouse his passion; the last thing she wanted was to incite him when he had no hope of easing his frustrations. It was worse on this particular day because he, too, seemed to be avoiding her; averting his gaze whenever she looked at him, but she was still thinking about Evelyn and the mysterious way she’d left. Did Archie actually see her go?

“Evelyn’s no longer a pupil here,” she said to start a dialogue.

“No, Miss Cora.”

“Were you there? Did you see her leave? Did she look happy?”

“I did witness what happened and I regret to say that Miss Evelyn was not happy.”

“Oh… I know she never really got on with her stepmother. I hope everything is going to be all right.”

“Will you be visiting the top floor again this evening?” Archie asked apparently changing the subject.

Cora looked around her to make sure no-one had overheard Archie’s enquiry. “I usually do on a Monday,” she whispered. “Your friends read a lot over the weekend and will be wanting to change their books.”

It was something that she’d never admitted to Evelyn; the fact that she’d started to visit the servants’ quarters on the top floor… It began after Evelyn had met Molly in their room and Archie had explained how they were housed up there. Cora felt pity that they appeared to be treated so poorly and wanted to help, so she asked Principal Edwards to be permitted to visit. He was reluctant at first, suspecting that Cora’s motives were voyeuristic at best and that maybe she’d just take a perverse delight in seeing them, but Cora explained that all she wanted was to assist the inducted servants by providing newspapers, magazines, and books they could read, or sending and delivering letters, writing them even for those who were illiterate or reading them stories.

“You know how they're housed?” Edwards had asked.

“Archie has explained much to me and Evelyn actually met Molly when she was cleaning out our fireplace, so I know what to expect.”

“Archie was wrong to talk to you on that subject, but I suppose there’s been no harm done. You won't be able to actually enter their rooms,” warned Edwards.

“That won't be necessary.”

There followed a long period of silence eventually broken by Edwards exclaiming, “Mondays, Thursdays, and Saturdays between seven and nine in the evening. If it causes unrest, I’ll stop it immediately.”

“Yes, principal,” said Cora.

“I’ll instruct Miss Jackson to allow you access.”

“Thank you, principal,” and she even tried a little curtsey.

That all happened two weeks ago, the day after Evelyn met Molly in their room. And while Evelyn could only think about leaving, Cora wanted to do something positive to help those more disadvantaged. She felt certain that Evelyn, too, would help if asked, but Evelyn was more sensitive and Cora felt equally certain that it would upset her too much.

“Then I will see you this evening,” said Archie, suddenly intruding into Cora’s reminiscences and bringing her sharply back to the present.

“Of course,” she said. “And I’ll be sure to bring you today’s papers from the library once they’ve been read.”

That morning’s lessons consisted of writing (of course) and needlework before there was a break for lunch, and again Archie studiously avoided all conversation. The afternoon began with conversational French with an actual French lady who travelled up from Newport every Monday. The subject of the final lesson was etiquette and deportment delivered by Mrs Bramble-Reece, an imposing woman who taught at the school three afternoons a week. Cora and Evelyn always had trouble taking her lessons seriously, but a few perceptive observations coupled with dire words of warning from Mrs Bramble-Reece could soon reestablish the gravity of the lesson.

Following dinner, Cora gathered together newspapers and the few books she’d managed to liberate from the school library and put them in a box ready to take upstairs. Then she changed into a fresh gown, tidied her hair, and watched the hands of the mantle clock creep around to seven o'clock.

Miss Jackson, looking as fierce as ever, met her at the top of the narrow staircase, frowned at the box of books, and murmured something about finding her in the last room.

“Excuse me,” said Cora, making no sense of what Jackson had said and thinking she’d misheard, but the woman had already turned away and entered her private chambers.

The next room on the floor was Archie’s and she tapped quietly on the door. He’d been expecting her, so the inner barred door was still open and he was still dressed. It wasn’t always so… Sometimes, Jackson had locked the barred door and passed Archie the key to his chastity clamp so he could be free of its encumbrance, but, of course, he was never allowed to leave his room before it was refitted. He was an astonishingly attractive man and she felt sad that womanhood generally had been deprived of his companionship. Archie, for his part, didn’t seem to notice the effect he had on women and just took the box from Cora’s arms to place it on a side table.

“There’re some history books in there, as well as poetry from Samuel Coleridge and William Wordsworth, and a treatise on biblical compassion.”

“I try to avoid romantic poetry and religious tolerance doesn’t seem to have much relevance here, but a history book would be welcome.”

“Is everything all right with you? You have seemed distant today.”

“Miss Evelyn is here.”

“What? Here in the servant’s quarters? I didn’t think she’d want to be up here… Wait a moment; are you saying she’s been here since yesterday? But why? What’s she doing up here?”

“I think it would be best if you asked her that yourself. You'll find her at the end of the corridor.”

“But…” began Cora, and then decided on action rather than words and hurried from the room. To the right, past Miss Jackson’s room and the staircase, were rooms occupied by employed servants: the maids, gardeners, cooks, and a stableman. To the left were the rooms allocated to the inducted servants and the first few doors she passed were all closed. Then there was a small dining room before the corridor turned a corner to follow the building’s west wing. This was the area that Cora hated, but where she was needed the most.

The long corridor was partitioned to form small, individual rooms ten feet wide and ten feet deep, each with a tiny window that admitted light and allowed a limited view of the extensive gardens, and each room was separated from the corridor by floor to ceiling bars like prison cells.

The rooms were all the same and contained a bed, a table just large enough to seat one person, a hard wooden chair, and a small trunk for clothes. There was a water ewer with a bowl on each table, and a chamber pot under each bed, but otherwise there appeared to be no personal items or possessions in the rooms. And, at that time of day, each room contained either a house boy or a maidservant, six in all. They were all kept mostly naked and some were chained, although all were restricted by some device or contrivance from accessing their own genitals to ensure they could never self-pleasure. Cora knew them all. She knew their histories and had gained their trust, but that didn’t make it any easier to see them like that.

The first cell housed Molly and although she smiled when she saw Cora, her face still had a frightened, haunted appearance. She moved to the bars with her shackles tapping across the bare floorboards, and gripped them with manacled hands. She was nude apart from a metal belt about her waist and a metal strap locked between her legs. Archie had explained that all the new inducted servants were kept that way for the first few months to accustom them to their revised status and to minimise the risk that they might rebel against their new roles in life. Later, if they behaved, their restraints would be eased until they're like Archie, sexually inhibited but otherwise free of mechanical encumbrances.

Cora assured Molly that she’d be back soon and hurried on, passing two young boys frustrated by the same penile enclosures locked to their scrotums that Archie endured, and then three more girls ranging in age from early teens to mid-twenties. The last two, Ellen and Rebecca, were the eldest of the group and wore no impedimenta at all apart from the metallic chastity straps between their legs. Pretty women with lithe, shapely bodies who ought to be married with children of their own, but instead were sentenced to a life of controlled domestication for the benefit of others. It made Cora feel unjustifiably privileged. All acknowledged Cora’s passing, but she was in a hurry…

The last cell, the seventh, should have been empty. It was just like the others, bare and inhospitable, but now it contained Evelyn. The two girls just stared at each other in silence, each motionless as if turned to stone, Cora with her hands gripping the cells barred entrance door and Evelyn sitting upright on the bed like a gnome, knees drawn up to her chest and arms wrapped around her ankles.

“Evelyn…” murmured Cora, hardly believing what see was seeing. Evelyn couldn’t answer because a leather strap was locked across her mouth, but the tears rolling down her cheeks were very eloquent.

“They had to gag her because she was screaming,” said Archie quietly at her side. He’d followed her and now stood at her side gazing at the trembling girl staring back with large, frightened eyes.

“Come here, Miss Evelyn, and I’ll remove your gag if you promise not to disturb the others.”

Evelyn just shook her head.

“Oh God, Evelyn, whatever’s happened? Please, girl, come over here and allow Archie to remove your gag. I need to know what’s going on.”

Evelyn regarded them both for long moments before finally moving. She was wearing the same light cotton frock that she’d had on when Cora last saw her after Sunday mass; one of her favourites. It was loose-fitting from below her bust to her ankles and, when she stood, Cora saw that not only were her wrists manacled, but there were shackles on her ankles.


Chapter 6: An Unfortunate Circumstance

Evelyn’s eyes were red from tears and she moved slowly on bare feet with the hobble chain sliding across the boards between steps. Her hands were held loosely in front of her, long fingers intertwined and white with pressure. She was tall like Cora, and her long, fair hair hung loose and unkempt over her shoulders.

“Move closer,” said Archie. Tears were flowing more freely as she turned to show Archie her neck and he unfastened the padlock in her nape so he could pull the leather plug from between her lips.

“Thank you,” she murmured so quietly that Cora barely heard.

“Evelyn… What’s happened? Why are you here like this?”

“I'm going to be inducted,” and her voice faded to nothing as she was once more overcome by sobs.

“It takes about a week to have her registered and collared,” explained Archie. “Before then, she’s just an ordinary citizen, but the academy has a licence that enables them, as the injured party, to retain her here until the paperwork is complete and her collar’s available.”

“In what way has the academy been injured?”

“Evelyn has two terms of fees outstanding and no way of settling the debt.”

“But her mother…”

“My stepmother,” sobbed Evelyn. “She says daddy’s dead and she’s going to marry Lord Warmingham.”

Evelyn dissolved into sobs and it was some time before she could continue, and then the news was bleak: “The army has told her they haven't heard from daddy for over a year and have concluded that he was killed in a skirmish of February last year. He’s gone, Cora… Daddy’s gone and now mummy has abandoned me. She says Lord Warmingham wants nothing to do with me because I’m not a blood relative. He says I should be supporting myself by now, but there’s all the school fees… There’re almost sixty guineas owing and mummy won't pay any of it because she says it’s going to be Lord Warmingham’s money.”

“But she must,” gasped Cora. “It was her that contracted the school, not you.”

“But it’s Lord Warmingham she’s marrying. All her wealth will now be his and what redress do I have against him? There’s just me, Cora. I'm on my own and in debt.”

“But can't anyone do anything? I could ask my father to lend you the money,” she said turning to look at Archie.

“I'm afraid it’s too late for that. The debt has already been notified to the court and judgement is predictable and immediate. Nothing can now stop Miss Evelyn being assigned to the academy as recompense for the outstanding debt.”

“You mean as an inducted servant? That she’ll be obliged to work for Principal Edwards? For how long and in what capacity?”

Archie gave Cora a weary smile. “There is no time limit… Just like me and all the other inducted servants, she will effectively be owned by the Magnolia Academy and Principal Edwards will have complete authority over all aspects of her life.”

“But once the debt has been repaid…”

“It will make no difference. The debt is the reason for the induction and once Evelyn has been officially classified as an inducted servant, she will have settled the debt in the eyes of the law. The only person who can then remove that classification and free her from servitude is her official owner, and that Principal Edwards is very unlikely to do.”

Cora looked at Evelyn leaning forlornly against the bars and then turned back to Archie with a new idea: “So, can my father buy her from Principal Edwards and the academy?”

“Of course. Anyone can make an offer to purchase her, but it won't be the sixty guineas he’ll have to pay, but the market rate for an inducted female servant, and one such as Miss Evelyn will command a very high price indeed, a thousand guineas or more.”

“Oh God…” murmured Evelyn. “I shall be here until I die…”

“Evelyn please, don’t lose heart,” and she passed her hand through the bars to touch Evelyn’s arm, but Evelyn stepped back and spun away, moving back to her bunk and throwing herself onto the mattress.

“Best to leave her for now; she’ll be stronger in a few days.”

Evelyn went back to Archie’s room to collect her box of books and then slowly went along the line of cells swopping books and casual news with the inhabitants whilst trying to avoid glancing at female breasts involuntarily displayed with little regard to decorum or male genitalia trapped beneath small, metal cages.

When she got back to Evelyn’s cell, her friend was curled up on her bed and wouldn’t talk, so Cora pushed a couple of novels that she thought she might like through the bars and whispered a quiet goodbye, promising to see her again in three days’ time.

✽✽✽

Cora spent the next three days as if in a dream, her thoughts never straying far from her friend locked in the small cell in the top corner of the house. How had such a thing been allowed to happen? How was any of this right?

She wrote a long letter to her father explaining what was going on at the school, what had been going on for a long time, and asked his advice. The ease and speed that Evelyn had found herself removed from a life of privilege without any wrong-doing on her part was frightening, and now, confined and chained, she was destined to spend the rest of her life as a domestic slave… or worse. She and Evelyn had been so similar in all respects that their friendship had been a foregone conclusion, and now…

Cora saw Archie every day during meals and often about the school at other times, and was always anxious for news, but she was always disappointed: there had been no change in Evelyn’s conditions or disposition. She didn’t really expect much in just three days and on Thursday evening, climbed the stairs to the attic full of trepidation.

She expected Evelyn to be the same as she’d left her Monday evening, but as soon as Evelyn saw her, she became truculent.

“Come to see your slave girl? Here I am,” and she climbed from the bed to stand facing Cora with her cuffed hands held out before her. “I've had Principal Edwards and two doctors up here examining me. They said they had to make sure I was healthy, but what they meant was to make sure I’d not already been fucked, or have pox, and to check if my tits felt right. Edwards said he had the right to know and stood there watching to ensure his doctors were thorough.” She stood still for a few moments and then turned around to push her bottom out. “Backside too… They left no hole unchecked.”

“Evelyn, please stop it… You're not helping.”

“And why should I want to help?” she asked turning back. “The whole world has suddenly turned against me.”

“I'm not against you. I'm still your friend.”

“How can you be my friend? I'm not even your property.”

“If you were, I could free you and that would solve everything, but you're right; I don’t own you and there’s nothing I can do about that.”

Evelyn stared motionless at Cora for several seconds before suddenly collapsing where she stood into a heap on the boards and dissolving into tears again.

Cora tried talking to her, but Evelyn wouldn’t respond, just kept crying. There was an untouched plate of food on her table and Cora chided her for not eating, but to no effect. Cora finally sat in the corridor where she stood, quietly talking to Evelyn, but the hours passed and soon it was time for her to leave.

“I’ll be back Saturday evening,” she said at last. And then, “Evelyn… You're my best friend and I love you, so please look after yourself. We’ll work this out one way or another, I promise.”

It was a foolhardy promise to make, but she didn’t know what else to say. She stood and quietly said, “Goodbye,” and this time Evelyn did look up, but didn’t say anything.

Two days later, Cora went into town with some of the other younger pupils and spent the afternoon guiding an excited cohort of adolescent schoolgirls from shop to shop. She didn’t buy anything for herself, but did buy Evelyn a delicate pearl-drop necklace. That evening, she climbed the stairs slowly, fearful of what she might find at the end of the corridor, but Archie said Evelyn had seemed much better that day.

It was true. When Cora appeared outside her cell bars, Evelyn was sitting on the bed in her gnome pose, but gave Cora a pallid smile of welcome. What’s more, a glance at her table revealed an empty dinner plate.

“Good evening,” said Cora and Evelyn replied with a quiet, “Hello.”

“You're looking better.”

“I don’t feel any better. They haven't let me out of this cell or even eased these chains since last Monday. If I stand on the bed, I can see a bit of the garden, but that’s all.”

Cora gave her a sad look and felt guilty for no good reason.

“I've been herding young girls through the shops in Raglan; it’s been a bloodbath,” and Evelyn gave a nervous laugh.

“I've got you this,” Cora said and held up the tiny pearl so that it twisted on its chain and the silver glinted in the dying sunlight from the window.

Evelyn slowly unfolded herself to stand and approached the bars with tiny steps. Cora held it up so Evelyn could see it better.

“It’s lovely. Thank you.”

“I wanted to give you something. Would you like me to put it on you?”

“No, better not. I think it would be taken away from me if anyone saw it. I’ll hide it,” and she looked around the bare room for inspiration.

“I wrote to daddy a few days ago to tell him what had happened and he says he’s aghast. He’s told me to pass on his sincere sympathy.”

“Is that all?” asked Evelyn.

“He says he is unable to secure your freedom, but has some ideas which may help, although he has declined to share them with me.”

Evelyn’s smile looked ashen as she asked Cora to thank her father, but she knew in her heart there was nothing he could do.

“Did you read those books I left for you?”

“I read the romantic novel about the young girl who runs away from a cruel father and finds love with a fisherman. It made me cry when they had their first child. I used to think about having children…” she said, and Cora knew she’d now abandoned the idea and it was hurting.

“You mustn’t give up hope. No-one knows what might happen in the future.”

“I've seen my future in Molly’s face, and you can't tell me I haven't.”

“You’ve seen the next week, or month… Maybe the next year, but you haven't seen it all. You need to stay optimistic.”


Chapter 7: Inducted and Sealed

They came for her in the early afternoon of the next day, the Monday, that being exactly one week after that fateful meeting with her stepmother and Principal Edwards in his office. They were two men in blue official uniforms, constables, and she squealed when they plucked her from the bed each holding an arm.

“If you're going to make a scene, we’re going to need to plug your mouth,” said the man with stripes on his sleeve. “Are you going to be quiet?”

Evelyn nodded and, although he looked unconvinced, they proceeded to march her from the cage and along the corridor. They passed the empty rooms of the other servants and Jackson’s room, but instead of descending the staircase, walked on past all the rooms allocated to the employed servants until they arrived at the top of second staircase, this one even narrower and steeper. One of the policemen preceded her and one followed while Evelyn carefully stepped from tread to tread with her hobble chain snapping tight between each step. They dropped down to the ground floor and emerged from a what she had always assumed to be a cupboard next to the kitchen.

Behind her, she saw cook and one of the scullery maids staring, and then through another doorway directly into the side of Principal Edwards office.

“Ah, Evelyn. Come in. Are you well?”

“No, principal, I’ve been chained and locked in a cell for a week.”

“Of course… I meant apart from that.”

“How can you ask that? It’s only a week ago I was one of your students whom you had carefully prepared to take my place in society; to marry and become a lady. Now you have turned me into a slave.”

She felt tears fill her eyes again and looked about her for an escape, but instead saw Archie standing silently against a wall. He was dressed as he always was in his impeccable dark suit, and as he stared back at her, she saw him give an almost imperceptible nod; a sign that she needed to be strong.

“You were a good student and I'm sure you would have made a fine gentlewoman,” continued Edwards, “But, alas, it’s not to be. I'm sorry, Evelyn, it’s nothing personal, just business. These gentlemen are here to tell you that all the court proceedings have been completed and the necessary papers have now been lodged and recorded at Norfolk House in London, so you are now officially registered as a chattel rendered into the care of this school, Magnolia Park Academy for Young Ladies. All that now remains is to fit your collar,” and Principal Edwards indicated the silver-coloured collar that one of the constables was holding. “Show Evelyn her collar, please constable.”

The man held it out to her, but wouldn’t let go when she tried to take it. It was an inch deep and quarter-inch thick, and shaped to fit closely around her neck so that it wouldn’t slip down, but would always stay prominently visible. She saw that on one side, it had an eight-digit number engraved in copper-plate script and, at the throat, the same silver ring hanging from a riveted boss as all the other collars she’d seen.

“It’s a concealed latch, so you won't need a padlock hanging about your neck. The tangs on one side latch into the socket in the other, and once snapped in place, there's no way to remove it, but you won't ever need to. Chin up.”

Evelyn had a sudden urge to run, by how when she was still chained. And then, before her thoughts had time to coalesce into action, there was a loud click and the collar was snapped around her neck.

“It’s not real silver, of course; just nickel-silver… It’s an alloy of copper, nickel, and zinc; no silver in it at all. Much cheaper and stronger too.”

She lifted her hands to touch it and her fingers explored its smooth surface, looking for the join behind her neck where it had closed, but there was no sign. Then the tears started again and she felt faint. She looked at Archie; she wanted him to save her like he did at the ball, but he just looked sad and turned his head to gaze out of the large windows.

“Evelyn… Be still, girl. You are now no longer a pupil of this school, but from today, you're an inducted servant owned by the school. It follows that I am no longer your principal and you mustn’t call me that. Instead, you should address me as ‘Master’, but only in response to a direct question; otherwise, you remain silent. Is that clearly understood?”

She looked at him with blurred vision and nodded… “Yes, master.”

“Good. You're an intelligent girl, Evelyn. Given the right incentive to learn, you will make a satisfactory servant girl, but you must put all thoughts of your previous life from your mind. You are now the property of the school and not a free woman. Your body now belongs to the school in general and to me in particular, and there is a programme that I've developed to ensure a smooth transition into your new role. It begins with changes to your living conditions and restraints that are intended to bring home to you your new obligations and responsibilities. You will also be fitted with a chastity device that will protect your health by ensuring you cannot indulge in the odious practice of self-gratification. It will also protect the school’s investment by prohibiting unsanctioned sexual penetration that might damage your maidenhead.”

Unlike Cora, Evelyn had yet to see other servants encumbered by iron belts and the news that she will shortly have her own caused her to stare at her new master in horror and disbelief. Edwards, however, was unmoved.

“Your chastity belt will be removed periodically to allow you to wash, more often during your menstrual days, but otherwise you will wear it at all times. You should consider it a benevolent gift intended to secure your welfare. And now your duties: as one of our inducted servants, you will be well fed and housed, and clothed as appropriate, and, in return, you will be expected to work diligently at the tasks you are allocated. Starting tomorrow, you will begin work as a chamber maid under the direction of Miss Jackson. Do exactly what you are told and no more, and you can look forward to a safe and secure future. Misbehave and you will be punished. Now, go with Archie back to your room and he will reconfigure your restraints as required.”

At this, Archie stepped forward and gently steered Evelyn by the arm back the way she’d come, leaving the two constables with Principal Edwards.

“A comely wench,” observed the sergeant once she’d left. “And you say she’s a virgin to boot…”

“She was inspected yesterday.”

“Well, you’ve done well there, sir. She’ll be worth a pretty penny on the market.”

“A shapely figure and a pretty face,” noted the other constable appreciatively.

“Indeed. It’s not often that a girl like her will fall so neatly into our lap. And yes, I am aware of her inherent value and my ultimate plan for the girl is to sell her on as a companion, perhaps to the aristocracy, but all in good time. First, she needs to come to terms with her revised status.”

✽✽✽

Archie led Evelyn up the back staircase and back to her room, entering with her and locking the barred door behind him. He was carrying a heavy canvas holdall that he put quietly on the boards beside him.

“Archie… What can I do?”

“There is nothing you can do but to trust in your friends. Cora is doing all she can on your behalf.”

“Are you my friend?” she asked and he looked uncomfortable.

“I hope you will think of me that way, but I am also now your overseer and there are things I am obliged to do, not least of which is to punish you if you fail in your duties. You need to obey everything I say, and my first rule is that you should no longer call me Archie. You must address me as ‘Sir’ at all times because you never know who might overhear.”

“Yes, sir…” And then, “Principal Edwards said you're going to fit me with a chastity belt…”

“That can't have come as a surprise. I discussed it with Cora at the lake and she must have told you that all the inducted staff are so protected.”

Evelyn nodded. “I just didn’t think it would ever…”

She didn’t complete her thought and Archie just waited patiently for the consequences to resolve in her mind.

“Evelyn, you are what you are, and there’s nothing we can do about it. You can fight against it, in which case I will have to call for assistance to achieve what I need to do, or you can accept how things will be. Both courses of action will yield exactly the same result and neither will be easy for you, but accepting your status quietly and not fighting will be by far the better option.”

She didn’t speak, just looked wide-eyed at the man.

“So…” he said, pressing on regardless. “Let’s start by removing the manacles from your wrists, and then you need to take off that gown. Clothes will be provided for you at the appropriate time, but that may not be for some weeks.”

Each new revelation came as a shock, and this latest one, the fact that she must disrobe before Archie, was no exception. Her mind was now little more than a thick fog that clouded her every thought. He removed the manacles and Evelyn just stood staring at him, but he didn’t hurry her and after what seemed to be an age, she unfastened the buttons down the front of her bodice and then lifted the hem of her dress to pull it over her head. She wore nothing underneath and was acutely conscious that her breasts and genital area, places no man had ever seen before, were now clearly displayed. She folded one arm across her chest and held the other hand protectively over her groin, and still her eyes bored into his until Archie began to feel more exposed than her.

“So that’s it now… a naked slave from now on.”

“It’s not a condition that need last for long,” said Archie soothingly. “A few months, perhaps.”

“You don’t know that. You don’t know what’s going to happen to me.”

He turned away and instead delved into his bag for the belt and Evelyn groaned when she saw it: linked cast iron plates with features that made her blood run cold.

“It’s profiled to fit me,” she murmured looking at the inner surface of the crotch plate, more to herself than Archie.

“It’s designed so you can't slide it aside. The location peg is not long enough to damage your hymen.”

She didn’t reply, just stared at the stubby plug destined to fit the mouth of her sex and its adjacent ridge that will slot between her labia to emerge from the cleft below her mons; detail that had been cast into the iron plate. She saw the rigid ring behind the vaginal plug that would encircle her anus and the short metal tube projecting up a fraction of an inch in front of the plug, a tube that would engage with her urethra to duct urine cleanly away through the crotch plate, proof that the device was designed for extensive wear.

A thin chain was attached to the anal ring to be locked to the back of the waistband, but the front panel, the part that would fold up to cover her belly, was much more complex. It was linked to the crotch plate by a series of flexible hinges that would ensure a close fit as it wrapped around her mound.

“I'm told its not uncomfortable...”

“It won't be you wearing it.”

“But it needs to be tight. We start by fitting the waistband,” and he held up the wide metal band consisting of several hinged sections with the ones destined to sit over her hips flared so they didn’t dig into her flesh. The ends of the waistband terminated in twin rows of holes and when Archie held them against Evelyn’s waist, they overlapped each other by a couple of inches. Evelyn couldn’t see how they were going to be fixed together, but then Archie pulled a separate item from his bag; he called it a locking plate. It was a metal panel almost triangular in shape with several short posts welded to its surface. Archie slipped the panel behind the ends of the waistband and pulled the band tight before pressing the appropriate holes over the posts of the locking plate. The plate now extended down her belly below the waistband with one more larger post still visible.

“You need to be well-lubricated,” he said and looked Evelyn in the eye. “Perhaps you’d like to do it yourself.”

She recognised at once that he was trying to be considerate under extremely difficult circumstances and, after a few moments, nodded agreement. He passed her a tin of animal fat and she scooped out a generous amount on her fingers, turned away, and wiped the grease the length of her vulva. Archie took the tin, scooped out more, and spread it on the inner surface of the crotch plate, including around the anal ring.

“The easiest way to fit this is to lay it on the corner of the table and for you to sit on it. That will seat it properly,” and he laid it on the table top with the rear chain behind it and the front hinged panel hanging open. Evelyn hesitated.

“I know this isn't easy, Evelyn, but it is non-negotiable. All female inducted servants need to wear one. Just wriggle down onto it. You need to ensure the vaginal plug is correctly seated and the short catheter tube properly engaged, and then I’ll do the rest.”

She looked at the device and then at Archie’s britches. Cora had described the device he was obliged to wear in great detail, and at that moment, she realised that his situation was no better than hers; they were compatriots in adversity and neither of them had any choice. She turned and sat on the edge of the table, feeling the fat plug inveigle itself into the mouth of her vagina and the ridge slide between her labial lips to such an extent that it touched the hood of her clitoris. It was quite unlike anything she’d felt before and she was unprepared for its impact.

“Good… Stay just like that,” and he lifted the chain behind her, pulled it tight, and locked a link to a ring on the back of the waistband using a small padlock. Then he moved around in front of her.

“This will be removed every week so you can wash,” he said and folded up the front panel. It overlapped the locking plate with a row of holes aligned with the last post just above her mons. Archie pulled the front of the crotch plate up and engaged one of its holes over the post of the locking plate with Evelyn crying out with a short gasp as it closed around her mons.

She looked down at the contraption with the waistband and crotch plate now hooked over the locking plate, but there was nothing to stop her just pulling it all apart. And then Archie took the final component from his bag. It was a cover plate that he slipped over the top edge of the waistband and folded it down to conceal all the fixings, leaving just the larger post of the crotch plate projecting through the cover, and this he secured with a padlock through the post that now tapped against the cover at her mons.

“You may stand now,” he suggested and she slipped from the table only for her hands to fly to her crotch.

“Oh God,” she murmured. “Archie, it’s much too tight. I can feel it pressing against me everywhere. You can't leave me like this”

“I'm sorry; it’s how it has to be. You’ll soon get used to it.”

He took a large pair of side cutter from his bag and snipped off the excess links of the chain behind her back, thus ensuring it would always be refitted using the same link each time it was removed. Then he turned to his final task: “I'm afraid I've not quite finished. The master’s induction schedule requires you to be manacled,” and he held up the iron cuffs again.


Chapter 8: Coming to Terms

Cora stood in front of Evelyn’s barred room at seven that evening but the two girls were just staring at each other, Cora not knowing what to say and Evelyn not wanting to say anything. She was sitting on her bunk hugging her knees and Cora could tell she’d been crying again.

“They’ve done it,” she said eventually, her voice so quiet Cora could barely hear her. “I've been collared and I'm now not a person anymore; I'm a chattel.”

“Oh, Evelyn. Come over here…”

“I can't. I've not got any clothes on. Chattels don’t get clothes, but they do get more chains and an iron chastity belt.”

“I know… I've seen the others. You're not the only one.”

“I'm too embarrassed,” she whispered.

“Evelyn… What can I say? It’s how all the new inducted females are treated. Archie says that in a few weeks, things will become easier and they’ll start giving you clothes to wear, but until then, it’s just how things are going to be. Clothed or not, you're still my friend, so come over here and talk to me.”

Evelyn didn’t respond, but just turned her head to stare at the wall.

“You can't keep this up forever… Sooner or later, you're going to have to accept what’s happened.”

“Slaves don’t have ladies as friends.”

“Evelyn… What are you saying? Please come closer so we can talk. I have things to tell you.”

Still there was no response. Then Cora had an idea.

“Evelyn… Look at me,” and this time when Evelyn risked a quick glance, she did respond with a surprised gasp.

“Cora… You can't do that.”

“Too late. Now I'm the same as you,” and she grinned at her friend with her gown unfastened and shrugged from her shoulders to leave her standing bare from the waist up, and she was making no attempt to cover her naked breasts. “Will you come and talk to me now?”

“Cora, cover yourself. Someone might come.”

“No. You come over here.”

A few more moments of defiance, and then Evelyn swivelled around on the bunk to place her feet on the floor and stood. Archie had locked a linking chain between her wrist cuffs and her hobble chain, so that her hands were pulled down to her waist when she was standing erect and that meant she was quite unable to conceal her breasts. But now she’d made up her mind and walked slowly to the bars.

Cora couldn’t help but gaze at her body. She’d never seen Evelyn naked before; never seen anyone like that before laying eyes on Evelyn’s immediate neighbours. Evelyn wasn’t actually naked, of course; there was the black-stained iron belt locked between her legs, but that drew just as much of Cora’s attention as her friend’s bare flesh.

Evelyn was tall like Cora, but perhaps a little lighter in build with a narrow waist above wider hips and long, slender legs now restricted by the shackles locked around her ankles. Her wrists were cuffed together and her stance pushed at her breasts so that she appeared more buxom than perhaps she was, although there was no denying her large teats and conspicuous areolae.

“Nice tits,” said Cora and Evelyn gave her a weak smile.

“Yours are nice too.”

“Why thank you. I've always been pleased with them, although I'm very jealous of your nips. How can I get mine looking like that?” she asked gazing at Evelyn’s puffy areolae.

“Cora, please cover yourself before Archie comes.”

“Oh, I don’t think so. I could get to like this,” and she gave a little shimmy so her breasts jiggled.

“Archie told me I have to call you Mistress Cora from now on.”

Cora laughed. “I don’t think so…”

“He said if I don’t and someone heard, then I could be punished. He said I must call him Sir or Mr Greenwood – that’s his proper name. Principal Edwards is now Master because he’s not my principal anymore, other tutors and members of the public are Madam or Sir, and I have to refer to all the school pupils and Miss Jackson as Mistress, so that makes you Mistress Cora…”

“Then I shall call you Mistress Evelyn.”

“Then you'll get me into trouble.”

✽✽✽

The next morning, the Tuesday, instead of a breakfast tray being posted through the slot in her bars, Archie appeared at six-fifteen and said, “Breakfast in fifteen minutes in the dining room.”

Evelyn roused herself enough to reply, “Yes, Mr Greenwood. Thank you, sir,” and received a smile and a nod, but her confident demeanour belied inner nervousness at the thought of meeting others.

Fifteen minutes later, after Evelyn had used the chamber pot under her bed for the first time with her new chastity plate and washed face and hands using the water in the ewer, Archie was back and unlocked the barred door to her room.

“After breakfast, you'll start work and that will require a little more freedom.” So saying, he knelt at her feet and unlocked the chain linking her shackles to her manacles before removing it altogether from her wrists. “There… That’s enough for you to enjoy breakfast and be useful afterwards. It’s going to be a short day today for you because, as you know, Tuesday afternoon is devoted to private study and many of the students will be in their rooms, so you'll be in yours and able to enjoy some of those books Cora left for you.”

Of course… she thought. The students should always be protected from mixing with the inducted servants; it would be unsettling for both student and servant – as she knew full well.

She followed him back to the small servants’ dining room, entering as the lowest of the low rather than a privileged student, and fourteen pairs of eyes swivelled around to look at her.

Archie made the announcement. “This is Evelyn. She’ll be joining you initially as a trainee chamber maid.” It was unnecessary to add that she was inducted.

Evelyn knew there were eight employees and six inducted persons staring at her, and soon picked out those six by their collars. All the employees and three of the inducted servants were correctly dressed in uniforms if they were working in the house, or hardwearing corduroys if working in the stable or gardens. Only three of them were partly naked, two of the girls and a young boy, and all three had their wrists locked in manacles and linked by a length of chain.

Archie indicated that Evelyn should take a vacant seat on the end of a one of the benches and, feeling very self-conscious, she carefully lowered herself next to one of the employed maids and opposite Molly.

“I'm Francis,” said the girl and she held out a hand.

“Evelyn,” and she touched Francis’s hand with both of hers cuffed tightly together.

“Got caught, did you?”

Evelyn smiled an ashen smile…

“Your face is familiar. Haven't we met before?”

“Possibly,” said Evelyn quietly and stared at Molly. She could tell by Molly’s blushes that she remembered exactly who Evelyn was, but was not saying.

“That’s Molly sitting opposite you. She’s quite new too. This is Evelyn, Molly,” and the girl’s blushes spread to colour her throat and bare chest.

It was a painful ordeal for Evelyn, if not for Molly too, and Evelyn wondered how long it would be before one of the other servants recognised her. A girl pushed in a trolley holding several thickly sliced loaves, butter, and jars of honey, along with a large urn of tea, and breakfast commenced with subdued conversation and some laughter.

Thirty minutes later and breakfast was over. Many of the servants dispersed until there were only the four inducted servants with manacled wrists left seated, and of those, only Evelyn was wearing nothing below her waist but her chastity device. And then Archie was there.

“Henry and Elizabeth, go and report to Mistress Jackson in the Laundry. Molly and Evelyn, you will be cleaning the dormitories today as soon as the pupils have left for their classes. Before then, begin starching and pressing the bedding in the ironing room. You'll find several irons already heating on the stove. Evelyn, you are to follow Molly’s lead; do what she tells you.”

There followed a chorus of, “Yes, sir…” and all departed to their assigned tasks with Evelyn, the tallest of the four, bringing up the rear.

“Thank you for not saying anything about me,” whispered Evelyn to Molly once they were alone.

“But Mistress Evelyn, why are you here? You're not a slave girl.”

“I am now…”

✽✽✽

They spent an hour in the ironing room before Jackson appeared to tell them the bedrooms had been vacated by the students and they should begin to service them. As the newest maid, Evelyn got the messiest jobs and that morning it began with sweeping out the grates whenever the students had lit a fire and, once that was complete, polishing the brass oil lamps in the rooms. Morning lessons for the students stopped at half-past-twelve, whereupon they were all meant to go to the dining hall for lunch, but there was always the chance that one could return to her room, so that was the hour when the maids needed to vanish. They assembled in the servants dining room for a light meal and then, because the new maids couldn’t work that afternoon, they returned to their own rooms. Archie followed Evelyn along the corridor to her room and held the door open for her, but he didn’t immediately leave.

“I have rules I must follow,” he said ominously. “Rules that the master has devised to ensure newly inducted servants begin life at the school with the right attitude towards their new status. It’ll only be for the first week of inducted service, but the programme requires that you have full three-point chains fitted whenever you're not actually working.”

He looked embarrassed as he held up the thirty-inch-long chain that linked her wrists to her shackles; the one he’d removed earlier.

“I'm sorry,” he murmured and began reattaching the link.

✽✽✽

Evelyn was not sorry to find herself back in her room. She’d had enough stress already that day and a quiet afternoon reading had its attraction. She settled at the head of her bunk with her knees drawn up and looked at the book Cora had left her: a biography of a lady she’d never heard of before. It didn’t take her long to realise that it was the relating of tawdry events that lived totally in the author’s imagination and bore very little correlation with reality, but it passed the time and after an hour she began to feel drowsy. Then the sound of footstep moving along the corridor towards her room snapped her to attention and moments later, Vicar Fitzwilliam appeared outside the bars of her room and stood there staring at her.

“Good afternoon, Evelyn,” he said at last. “You seem to have got yourself into a bit of a pickle.”

A bit of a pickle… That’s not how she would have described it.

“Father Fitzwilliam…” but she made no move to stand and, in fact, pressed the open book over her naked breasts.

“Last time I saw you, you were in town shepherding younger students from shop to shop. Principal Edwards told me you’ve fallen on hard times and asked me to see you. He thought you might be in need of some comfort and reassurance.”

“That’s very kind of you both.”

“Well, rest assured that God takes pity on the fallen as well as the righteous.”

What? Can I not be righteous and fallen?

“Come closer, girl, and we will pray,” and he stood staring at her waiting for her to move. Hesitantly, she stood beside her bunk and her hands were inevitably pulled down to her belly by the chain. Father Fitzwilliam smiled and told her to move closer until she was standing next to the bars with her hands clasped in prayer at her belly. She was taller than the churchman and could look down on the top of his head even though she was wearing no shoes.

He reached through the bars and touched her gently on her cheek. “Oh, my child… You mustn’t fall into despair. Even the life of a lowly slave can be fulfilling. You may have lost your chance of a rich and comfortable life in high society, but you still have much to offer the world. God has gifted you with a rare beauty which will serve you well when you're asked to please your master and you should take pleasure in accommodating his wishes.”

He moved his hand down until he was touching the collar about her neck.

“This is a badge you should wear proudly. It means that God has chosen you to serve and equipped you with the attributes that best enable you to fulfil that role. You're very lucky, Evelyn; seldom have I seen a person better suited to their role in life.”

It seemed the comfort and solace he was offering were intended to focus her on a very specific sort of lifestyle, but then again, that was hardly surprising.

He began to pray. “Almighty God, take pity on this poor, fallen girl and help her to know that you want her to labour tirelessly in her new role as an inducted servant. That you require her to obey her new masters whatever they should ask of her and to understand that your edicts on modesty, chastity, and all the sins of the flesh now no longer apply to her, nor to those she may meet.”

Evelyn squinted through half-closed eyes to see the vicar gazing unashamedly at her breasts now inches from his face.

“Help her give generously of her body without preconditions to whoever should demand it of her and to accept whatever restraints, humiliations, or punishments her masters may impress upon her with joy and gratitude, as directed by God’s own Bible, Ephesians 6:5-6, that states: ‘Servants, be obedient to them that are your masters according to the flesh… not with eyeservice, as menpleasers; but as the servants of Christ, doing the will of God from the heart.’ Amen.”

Evelyn opened her eyes to see that the vicar had his tightly shut for some moments before looking up and smiling at her face.

“So, my child, is there anything you'd like to ask?”

Evelyn stared at him disbelieving what she’d just heard. “You think I'm a sex slave?”

“Evelyn, now your registration has been completed, you are now an inducted servant of this academy. That means you're be unconditionally owned by the school; in particular, by Principal Edwards as the school’s legal representative. The law requires that he doesn’t cause you serious injury, but beyond that, there are no limits regarding what he may ask of you and you must be prepared to accept that. Now I don’t know what he will want from you or whether he will sell you on to another, but you should not concern yourself that you might be breaking God’s edicts on modesty and chastity. Those rules no longer apply to you because you no longer have free will. The Bible now instructs you, as an inducted servant, or slave as the good book now describes you, to obey your master in all things and, therefore, does not hold you responsible for your actions.”

Evelyn didn’t say anything, just stared at Father Fitzwilliam’s beatific smile.

“That’s good news, isn't it?” he asked. “Do what you're told and your place in heaven is assured,” and he ended his counselling session with a blessing: “May the Lord bless you and keep you until we meet again. Amen,” and he made the sign of the cross on her body, drawing his finger down from her collar to the waistband of her chastity belt, and then slowly across her chest from nipple to nipple.


Chapter 9: Evelyn meets the Baronet

By the Thursday evening, Evelyn had been working for three full days and she was tired. Her conditions had improved marginally from the Wednesday when Archie exchanged the manacles Evelyn was wearing for ones linked by a foot-long chain, ostensibly to make it easier for her to work and that eased her movements at other times too.

Cora arrived shortly after seven with Archie beside her holding a box of books.

“Hello, Evelyn. How have you been?”

“Good evening, Mistress Cora, Mr Greenwood. I am well, thank you.”

“Evelyn… It’s me, Cora.”

“She has addressed you in the correct manner, Miss Cora. Please don’t attempt to correct her.”

“But Archie. We’re both her friends. Doesn’t that mean anything?”

“If others ever hear her talk to either of us in a casual manner or without using a proper form of address, she will be punished. It is much better that she learns that quickly and doesn’t allow previous relationships to interfere with her revised status.”

“Is it alright if I call her Mistress Evelyn then?” asked Cora.

“That is your prerogative, but I would advise against it. It won't matter to you, but it may reflect badly for Evelyn.”

Archie left the girls alone and Cora sank to the floor to sort through the books.

“I'm sorry, Evelyn. It seems so false to have you calling me mistress.”

“It’s alright… I’ll keep on saying it, but I shall be sure not to listen to myself.”

“It’s a deal,” agreed Cora. And then, “God, I do hate to see you like this.”

“Not as much as I. All these locks and chains and barred rooms. We had no idea any of this was going on… And on top of everything, I'm still obliged to show everyone my tits and have a plug locked in my kitty to stop me playing with myself.”

It was a side of Evelyn that was unfamiliar, a more earthy take on life’s hardships, but Cora considered it not unwelcome; somehow it seemed more real than the usual cordial pleasantries she heard. Her eyes drifted to Evelyn’s metallic belt and crotch plate. “What’s it feel like?”

Evelyn looked at her friend’s solemn expression and laughed. “Are you serious? Have you never touched yourself there.”

“Of course, I have.”

“Well then, it’s like having a finger pushed up inside your kitty, but a really fat finger. It’s inside you all the time with every step you take and you can't pull it out. And what’s more, the hand behind the finger is pressing on your clit, rocking gently as you walk and pressing harder when you sit. You feel like you want it to move more or press even harder, but it won't. It’s just there all the time giving little presses and making little movements, and there’s absolutely nothing you can do to make it stop. It’s, err… distracting.”

Cora had been listening to every word Evelyn spoke with wide eyes and a hand over her mouth. “And it’s just there to keep you chaste?”

“That’s what they say, but can you believe how much it makes me think about a man?”

“Oh God, Evelyn. It must be hell.”

“It’s even worse for some of the other girls; the ones who aren’t virgins. The plug inside me is quite short so it doesn’t break my hymen – that would be a disaster for the college because it would knock hundreds of guineas off my value. The inducted girls who aren’t virgins, and there’s three of them, they have much larger plugs inside their shields because larger plugs are more secure. Their plugs are the size of erect cocks. Imagine that… Spending every minute of your day with a full-size cock stuck inside you.”

“And they told you this?”

“Molly did, and she’s one of the smallest girls.”

Conversation turned to more prosaic matters as Cora began to pull books out of the box. And then she broke the news she’d been saving. “Daddy has a plan,” she whispered and Evelyn shuffled up close to the bars on her knees. “He thinks that Edwards will want to sell you, but that he will want a top price from someone very rich; someone like a lord. Well, do you remember Sir Giles Moore?”

“From the ball. He was with Lord Austen.”

“He was, and he’s a great friend of daddy. They’ve known each other for ages and he’s actually staying with daddy at our house in Usk for the next week. Well, daddy has asked Giles for a favour… He’s asked him to write to Principal Edwards expressing an interest in either purchasing you, or letting his aristocratic friends know about you.”

“Like selling a round of cheese or a good horse?”

“Don’t be like that; I'm being serious here. This could be your way out of here and into a proper stately home. Don’t you fancy being lady’s maid to a baroness? Giles is going to write to Edwards to tell him he’s met you briefly, which he has, and would like to meet you again in an informal setting to consider how your future may be resolved. He suggests you and he should have a picnic together.”

“A picnic?” gasped Evelyn. “Do you realise how preposterous that sounds given my present conditions.”

“They'd have to give you some clothes to wear, obviously. They couldn’t just send you out in public naked, and at least you'd get a day out; that would be worth it by itself, wouldn’t it.”

“Of course it would, and of course I’d like a picnic in the woods with Sir Giles Moore. Would you be there too?”

“I don’t know. That would really be up to Edwards.”

Evelyn sat back, her mind spinning with new possibilities, and then she slowly smiled at Cora. “Thank you, Mistress.”

✽✽✽

Events moved rapidly after that and it was midday on the Sunday, after the Sunday morning post had been delivered, that Principal Edwards sent for Evelyn to meet him in his office. Sundays were a day of rest for most of the staff and Evelyn had been resting by herself in her barred room when Archie appeared at her door.

“The master has asked for you in his office.”

“Yes, Mr Greenwood.”

He’d started flinching each time she said it; he didn’t much like that form of address either and especially not from her, which is why she took such care to use it. She moved to the door as he unlocked it and followed him down the back stairs.

“Ah, Evelyn. Come in. I understand that you have been introduced to Baronet Giles Moore.”

“Yes, master. At the ball in Abergavenny.”

“Did you like him?”

“I, er…”

“Oh, it doesn’t matter; it was a silly question. Well, you must have made an impression on him because he has asked to have an informal meeting with you and has suggested a picnic. I shall propose next Wednesday if the weather holds.”

✽✽✽

Evelyn sat between Cora and Archie on the bench seat of the gig for the ride down to the lake; the same spot where the school held that infamous picnic earlier in the year when Archie had escorted Cora and Evelyn for a walk around the lake. Cora’s presence may come as a surprise to the baronet who might have been expecting a private liaison, but Principal Edwards reasoned that Cora’s family knew the man, she was familiar with Evelyn’s situation, and her presence may help to keep the meeting morally benign.

“It’s just master assuming he knows what Sir Giles wants from you,” explained Archie. “He’s taken what he believes are the necessary precautions to safeguard your morals while at the same time, giving Sir Giles all the information he may need to make an informed judgement.”

“Yes, sir,” she murmured.

“Sir Giles’ letter was apparently a little ambiguous in that regard.”

“But it’s so uncomfortable, sir.”

“It’s no good you complaining. You know I don’t hold the keys for your belt.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I can take it out again as soon as we get back to Magnolia Park. Meanwhile, just try to ignore it.”

“That’s not easy, sir.”

“No, I suppose not.”

Evelyn squirmed on the seat trying to ease the discomfort, but only succeeded in stirring the unnatural sensations even more. Mistress Jackson had watched Archie fit it just before they’d left. The woman had said master had been insistent; that he’d wanted to minimise the opportunities Baronet Giles might have for a sexual encounter by limiting the possibilities. It was all very well if the man wanted to purchase Evelyn for his own entertainment, that would then be his own choice, but while she was the property of the school, Principal Edwards wanted to keep her as chaste as possible. Of course, he couldn’t preclude every scenario; Evelyn still needed to be able to talk.

When Archie had first removed the crotch plate, Evelyn thought she might have the day without it, but then Mistress Jackson had given Archie the anal plug to install and her heart had sunk. The plug was in the form of a swollen bulb with a thick stem backed by a disc that would lock into the anal ring of the crotch plate. The plug was actually in two halves, split down the middle. Each half was clipped separately into the plate’s ring by being introduced at an angle, and when closed together to reform the plug, fixed themselves seamlessly within the ring to create a flat, featureless outer surface without the need for a separate lock. Of course, there was no way the halves of the plug could be separated once they were inside Evelyn, so the device was secure, if a little uncomfortable for the girl.

Archie stopped the gig on the grass bank next to the lane behind Baronet Moore’s carriage and nodded amiably to the Baronet’s footman as he dismounted. He walked around to Cora’s side to assist first Cora and then Evelyn, the step down being much too high particularly for Evelyn when her ankles were linked. They could see the baronet sitting alone on a fallen tree trunk near the lake, and Archie took Evelyn’s cloak to lay it neatly folded on the gig’s bench before taking her arm to help her down the incline; her shoes had heels that were better suited to flat surfaces. Cora gave her a pallid smile and held her other arm.

Giles Moore was watching the wildfowl on the lake and didn’t hear them approach, and when he did turn, gave a great gasp.

“Good God, man. You have her naked.”

Evelyn tried to smile at him, but it fooled no-one and with her hands cuffed together and locked to the waistband, she couldn’t even cover her breasts.

“Principal Edwards thought you'd want to see her tits and bum if you were considering buying her,” explained Cora and Archie gave her a disapproving look.

“You do realise she’s an inducted servant now?” asked Archie.

“Chattel slave,” corrected Cora and glared at Archie.

“Yes, I was aware of that,” murmured Moore, “And you have my deepest sympathy, Miss Vaughan. A most unfortunate and unfair development. And please thank Principal Edwards for his thoughtful consideration, Mr Greenwood, but now I've seen Miss Vaughan’s, er, attributes…” and Giles appeared to become momentarily distracted as he gazed upon her body, taking in her breasts so pleasingly presented between her locked arms, her narrow waist, thighs and long bare legs, and her slender ankles shackled together with an unnecessarily heavy chain. “You have her secured in a chastity belt,” he said looking at the cast metal plate curling under her mound with its heavy padlock hanging below her belly.

“Yes, sir. Principal Edwards has insisted that she’s fully plugged and secured to preserve her chastity, and I regret that I do not have the necessary keys to remove the device.”

“I haven't asked you to,” said Moore accusingly.

“No, sir. But if you have satisfied your curiosity, I do have the keys for her wrists and a spare gown in the gig that she could borrow.”

“You do?” gasped both girls simultaneously.

“I believe that will be most welcome for all concerned,” said Moore with a smile.

“Then I shall fetch it, sir, but I would ask that you don’t mention this to Principal Edwards; I do not have the authority to clothe her.”

Archie walked back up to the gig while Giles Moore invited the two girls to join him on the log; Cora smiled and settled beside him, but Evelyn remained standing to watch Archie slowly returning with a cloth bag. He unlocked her manacles from the waistband, and then removed them completely from her wrists so she was left standing with just her ankles linked. She looked from her feet to Archie with a hopeful expression, but he just shook his head and handed her a simple frock that she pulled over her head to hang loosely from her shoulders to her knees. It wasn’t the height of fashion, but it was infinitely better than the alternative and she had a broad grin when she eventually sat next to Giles Moore, but then he stood and bowed.

“Well, good morning, Miss Evelyn Vaughan. It’s a pleasure meet you.”

She wasn’t sure if she should stand and curtsey, but he held out a hand to stop her and she settled for, “Good morning, sir. Likewise, I'm sure.”

“I shall wait at the gig, Evelyn,” said Archie and left the three of them to enjoy their picnic; he didn’t really want to know what schemes they may concoct[pw1].

“You were resplendent at the ball, and that’s the image I shall choose to remember,” Moore added with a grin.

“Thank you, sir,” and she tucked her feet together against the bough they were sitting upon to make the chain less obtrusive. “Principal Edwards said you were considering purchasing me.”

Moore looked uncomfortable. “That is the tale I told him, but in truth, not only am I against the very idea of owning others, but I am engaged to be married and I suspect that to bring another woman into the household at this stage would be folly. Mr Hawthorne has explained to me the circumstances that have left you in such unfortunate straits, but you come from a good family, you're well educated, and there can be no denying your charms,” and he looked guiltily down at his hands as he examined an imaginary flaw. “What I'm trying to say is that you still have much on your side and even if you can't now secure a good husband, you should surely be able to fill a position of some status and responsibility in a respectable household.”

“It’s kind of you to say so, sir, but as things stand, my future doesn’t look hopeful.”

“Well, we’ll have to see what we can do about that. My wedding is in a month’s time at the estate of my fiancé’s parents, Mr and Mrs Bradley-Wright, in Little Roland near Malvern and I would like you to attend as a guest.”

“But sir, you saw how Principal Edwards treats me; I couldn’t possibly be seen at a public gathering like that.”

“And neither will you be. I shall ensure that not only are you decently clothed, but presented in a manner appropriate to the young gentlewoman that you are. I shall explain to Mr Edwards that a society event such as my wedding will be attended by many friends and acquaintances easily capable of meeting the high cost that you will undoubtedly command, and that the event will present him with his best chance of realising his investment. We may not be able to do very much about your status as an inducted servant, that will be up to the individual who actually pays your price, but that doesn’t mean you need be kept unclothed and in chains. With luck, we will shortly have you rehoused and treated in accordance with your intellect and character.”

Evelyn was smiling by this time. It was good news indeed that she might be free of the restrictions of Magnolia Park.

“I shall write to Mr Bradley-Wright and Principal Edwards this evening with my suggestions, and this time I shall specify to Principal Edwards precisely how you should be presented. The Bradley-Wright residence is forty miles from Magnolia Park, a five-hour carriage ride away, so you will require overnight lodgings both before and after the ceremony.”

“Thank you, sir. Thank you so very much…” And then, after a moment of thought, “I just hope Lord Warmingham doesn’t buy me…”

“Lord Warmingham?” queried Giles.

“He’s the man my stepmother is marrying.”

“Yes, I can see how that could become embarrassing. Well, rest assured; as far as I know, he’s not been invited.”

“Cucumber sandwich anyone, asked Cora.”


Chapter 10: An Unfortunate Interlude

Amonth seemed a very long time to wait to hear about the wedding invitation. The days seemed to crawl past, morning and some afternoons spent on menial housework, and evenings in her room with only Cora’s novels to entertain her. Cora visited as usual, reporting that Giles Moore had sent the letters to his prospective father-in-law and Principal Edwards inviting her to his wedding and explaining how advantageous that could be for Edwards and the school, but then nothing seemed to happen. Cora had received her own wedding invitation, but Edwards had not said anything.

Down in the student’s dining room, a different drama was playing out. Eunice didn’t like serving at the top table. As far as she was concerned, they were all what she’d call ‘Jumped up little madams’, a social stratum that the younger students at the lower tables had yet to reach. She’d been a maid at the school for nearly three years and before that she worked as a scullery maid for a local doctor. The school was definitely a step up from her last position, but she could do without the precocious affectations of the elder girls.

“Soup, miss?” she asked. The girl smiled and Eunice moved to the sideboard to ladle soup from a tureen into a warm dish. Back at the dining table, she placed the dish before the girl and moved on to the next.

“What sort is it?”

“Butternut squash, miss.”

The girl nodded before turning back to her conversation across the narrow table. Eunice filled a dish and placed it on the dining table.

“Soup, miss?”

“Yes…” And then, “Careful… You'll spill it,” when Eunice returned with the dish and reached around the girl.

“Sorry, miss.”

The girl looked at the dish. The soup, although not spilling over, was close to the lip on one side.

“You're one of the messy ones, aren't you?”

Eunice was familiar with this particular girl and didn’t like her at all. “I'm sorry, Miss Marion. Would you like me to fetch you a clean dish?”

“No, don’t bother.” And then: “Are you the one that knocked over my sewing box in my room the other day? I found buttons under the bed.”

“No, miss.” Then Eunice had an idea that might give this obnoxious girl pause for thought. “It might have been your colleague; the one that’s now been made a chattel slave.”

“I have no idea what you're talking about.”

Eunice dropped her voice to little more than a whisper. “The girl that was a student here just like you, but has now been inducted and is kept in chains in the attic.”

Marion grinned. “I think you're mad. Why would a student here suddenly be inducted as a slave.”

“I have no idea, miss, but that’s what’s happened. One day a student just like you and the next, a naked slave girl. Her name is Evelyn.”

“Now I know you're touched in the head. Evelyn returned home weeks ago.”

“No, miss. I'm not mad. Evelyn is still in training so she’s kept hidden because she’s not yet earned the right to wear clothes.”

Marion thought the girl was playing some sort of silly prank on her and was still far from convinced. But, then again, the school did have some inducted servants; Archie and Miss Jackson were both inducted as well as some of the maids and stable hands, but the rest of the girl’s story was very hard to believe; intriguing nonetheless.

“See me after the meal,” she whispered.

✽✽✽

Eunice was having second thoughts about the wisdom of talking about the college’s hidden slave population. She’d been warned many times about it and now, here she was, telling all to one of the students. She was hovering in the dining room, pretending to clean the sideboard, but in reality, all had already been done, and then the girl Marion beckoned to her from the doorway.

“Let me get this straight,” said Marion. “You're telling me that Evelyn, one of the school’s eldest students, has been inducted into service here at the school for reasons unknown just before she was due to leave and is currently kept in the attic, naked and in chains? I don’t believe you. They don’t chain people here at Magnolia Park nor deny the girls clothes.”

“I'm not supposed to talk to you about it,” said Eunice. “I could lose my job.”

“It was you that started it. Are you saying it’s not true?”

“Of course, not, but it’s all meant to be kept secret. Principal Edwards doesn’t want the students to know.”

“It’s a bit late for that.”

“I'm sorry, miss. I can't say any more.”

“A sovereign.”

“What?” said Eunice.

“I’ll give you a sovereign if you can show me Evelyn.”

A sovereign was more money than she was paid in a whole month and she wasn’t about to pass it up. “Let me do some snooping. Meet me here tomorrow evening at the same time and I’ll tell you what I’ve managed to find out,” she said, and then looked around guiltily before hurrying back to her duties.

The next evening, they met again for Eunice to claim her reward and Marion theatrically placed the coin in her hand.

“So, tell me about Evelyn…”

Little by little, Marion wheedled information from Eunice until at last she was given everything. “Evelyn cleans the grates every morning after all the students are in class.”

“At half-past-eight?”

“That’s when she starts with the rooms at the front.”

“That’s where the eldest students lodge. My room’s along there.”

“Well, it will take her about an hour to do the first row.”

“And my room is number five of eight, so if I wait for her at about nine…” Her brain was working overtime. “Thank you, Janice.”

“Eunice, miss.”

“Quite…”

✽✽✽

The next morning, Marion didn’t go to class, but kept to her room. It was assembly and prayers first thing and no-one would miss her from a school of fifty. She sat in the corner by the window and gazed out at the wild flowers in the lawn and the birds feeding on seeds at the bird table – nature could be so beautiful…

Voices and footsteps in the corridor: Miss Jackson, she thought. Then she heard the sound of doors opening and closing. The sounds got closer until her room door was suddenly thrown open and she pressed herself against the wall beside her wardrobe. The door closed again and whoever it was moved on to the next. Somebody was just checking that the rooms were all empty. The clock on the mantlepiece showed twenty-minutes to nine.

No-one else disturbed the peace of the room until five-minutes past nine, and then the door opened again to admit someone who closed it quietly behind them. Marion peeped out around the side of the wardrobe and saw a girl with long fair hair approach the grate. She was carrying a bucket in one hand and a small brush and dustpan in the other, and she was naked apart from a wide metal belt and a thin chain that was almost lost between the cheeks of her bottom. Marion watched her kneel at the grate.

“Evelyn… That is you, isn't it?” asked Marion moving into the centre of the room.

Evelyn jumped to her feet and spun around to present a surprised face and bare tits to her former classmate.

“Well…” exclaimed Marion with a huge grin. “What have you been doing?” She stared unashamedly at Evelyn’s nakedness taking in the iron manacles on her wrists and the iron shackles on her ankles, each linked by a twelve-inch chain. This was even better than she’d hoped.

“Collared, I see, and very shiny it is too.”

“What are you doing here?” asked Evelyn with a trembling voice.

“I’ve come to see you, of course. How could I resist once I learned you’d become a slave girl and you now live in a cage in the attic. All locked up in a chastity belt too; that must come as a big disappointment for you.”

“You shouldn’t be here.”

“Oh, right… Sorry about that.” And then, “Umm… You’ve got a bit of dirt… it’s just there on your left tit under your nipple.”

Evelyn immediately crossed her arms over her chest.

“I suppose you're quite used to people commenting on your tits now you're obliged to display them all the time. Not your cunny though, I see,” she said staring at the iron plate so tight about her mound. “No-one ever gets to see that, do they? Not even you.”

“What do you want, Marion?”

Marion grinned. “Nothing… I don’t bear grudges; not even when a girl sides with a slave boy against one of their fellow students.”

It took a moment, but then Evelyn remembered the incident down by the lake. “You knocked him; you know you did.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter now, does it?” She moved closer. She had curly hair the same colour as Evelyn’s, but she was shorter, stockier, and her face was set in a self-satisfied grin. “Oh, how the mighty have fallen… And one can’t imagine falling further than you. Did you know that’s a quote from the Bible lamenting Israelite soldiers after a battle: I expect many of them became slaves too.”

“You should go.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, but it’s not often I get to see someone I don’t much like in your position. What’s it feel like to be chained all the time? They look heavy. And I can't even imagine having those iron plates locked between my legs. Interesting tits, though. How did you ever get nipples as puffy as those? It’s like they’ve been stuck on as an afterthought,” and she suddenly pinched Evelyn’s left nipple between finger and thumb.

Evelyn slapped her hand away, but Marion just grinned and did it again.

“Careful… Slaves aren't supposed to fight with free-women.”

Evelyn slapped her hand away again and followed it with a glare she hoped was intimidating, but Marion just grinned all the more and this time slapped the tit with her palm. Evelyn stepped back a pace, but her hobble chain snapped tight and she overbalanced, causing her to throw out her arms. That’s when karma took a hand and the chain linking her wrists doubled up and slammed against Marion’s left hand resting on the back of a chair. Marion screamed as Evelyn tumbled backwards knocking over a side table to shower the floor with face powder and rose water. And then into the chaos bustled Miss Jackson.

“The bitch has broken my hand,” wailed Marion cradling her left hand to her chest. “She whipped me with her chain.”

Jackson walked straight past Evelyn to examine Marion and saw the red bruising starting to develop.

“I just came in to collect a book and that bitch attacked me.”

“It was an accident,” Evelyn protested, but Jackson silenced her with a single word before turning back to Marion. She suggested Marion sits in one of the armchairs and told her not to move her hand.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes to attend to it,” and then she looked at Evelyn. “You, come with me.”

✽✽✽

“Well, Miss Marion. You seem to have been in the wars.”

Edwards looked at the girl with her left hand extensively bandaged.

“Tell me why you were in your room and not attending prayers with the rest of the school.”

“I am sorry, Principal. I know I should have been in prayers, but I suddenly remembered I needed my English reader for the next lesson and I’d left it in my bedroom.”

“And Evelyn was there?”

“I couldn’t believe it. I was so surprised to see her. I thought she’d gone back home with her mother.”

“You didn’t know she’d been inducted then?”

“I had no idea. We used to be friends when she was a student, but when she saw me, she suddenly became frenzied like an animal and attacked me, hitting my hand with her chain.”

“Quite so… Fortunately, Miss Jackson tells me your hand is not broken, just bruised.”

“What’s going to happen to Evelyn now?”

“She will be punished.”

“Are you going to whip her?”

Principal Edwards hesitated; he was surprised to hear such a question coming from such a refined and sweet young lady as Marion, but decided honesty was probably the best policy. “Yes… She will be lashed for what she did. It’s the usual way of discipling inducted servants.” He looked at Marion who was showing no emotion at the news. “You did know the school had some inducted servants?”

“Of course. Miss Jackson is inducted,” and she grinned at the collar of the woman standing next to her.

“Newly inducted servants, like Evelyn, go through a programme that slowly familiarises them with their new status. That is what you saw with Evelyn. In the coming weeks and months, she will gradually be given more freedom…”

“And clothes?” asked Marion.

“Yes, and clothes, until she earns the right to work, for example, as a maid at the dinner tables. It is unfortunate that you witnessed an early stage of her induction period and I would rather news of what you saw wasn’t spread among the students.”

“You don’t want me to tell anyone that you keep naked slave girls chained up in the attic?”

Edwards scowled at her. That was precisely what he didn’t want her to say, but Marion’s tone told him she was aware that she now possessed valuable information.

“I feel like I have been wronged,” she said. “Evelyn attacked and injured me, and now you're telling me that she’s going to be punished, but just knowing that doesn’t seem enough. How do I know whether she’s truly repentant?”

“You want to witness her punishment?”

Marion smiled. “Oh no… I want to be the one with the lash.”


Chapter 11: Punishment

Evelyn sat in her room for the rest of that day with no food and only water to drink. She’d spoken to Principal Edwards, to master, but he didn’t seem to want to listen. She explained that Marion was taunting her and then pushed her over, and hitting her with the chain was an accident that happened when she fell, but all he said was that she’d injured a school pupil and it was, therefore, her who was in the wrong.

She was going to be punished, twenty lashes with a leather whip he’d said, and it was going to happen that night.

She heard the happy chatter and laughter when the others gathered along the corridor in the dining room for supper, and then later when they returned to their rooms. Maud, the maid who occupied the room beside Evelyn, had snatched a glance into Evelyn’s area when Archie had opened her barred door and she’d given Evelyn a pallid smile, but nothing had been said and Archie avoided being seen at all.

Evelyn watched the light fade through the small window until it was quite black outside with cloud obscuring any moonlight. There was a yellow glow outside her bars from Maud’s candle and others further along the passage, but Evelyn didn’t have any candles and her room was in darkness. Later, the candles were extinguished and the whole wing was black as pitch.

It was much later still when she heard footsteps and saw the weak light from a candle again, and then Archie was at her door with keys. Silently, he entered and placed the candle on her small table, and then he just stood looking at her.

She pushed herself from the bunk and stepped the few paces towards him, and he held up a metal and leather bridle that included a fat leather plug for her mouth.

“I'm sorry,” he whispered and offered the plug to her lips. He then spent a long time adjusting straps and buckles until the leather was tight about her head and the plug filled her mouth with her lips stretched around its profile.

“Come,” he said and snapped a leash to the ring on her collar to lead her like puppy out the door and along the corridor with the dim candlelight briefly illuminating the other rooms and their sleeping occupants as they passed. Her wrist cuffs had been joined earlier and the offending linking chain completely removed, so the only sound came from her shackle chain and she tried to avoid that knocking on the boards with each step.

They descended the stair next to Jackson’s room, and then the main staircase all the way down to the entrance hall, with Archie’s candle struggling to make an impression on the vast, empty space. She looked at Edwards’ heavy oak office door, but that was not their destination. Archie pulled her along the service corridor towards the kitchen, stopping at an inconspicuous door almost lost in the wall panelling, and beyond the door was another descending staircase, this one in stone.

The air felt cold and damp, and the candle only dimly lit a large space cluttered with wooden furniture: benches, tables, and strangely shaped chairs, some with canvas straps. They passed them all and through an opening into another dark corridor. There were several doors on both sides, but Archie led Evelyn past all of them until they were faced by the final door at the corridor’s end. The space beyond was lit by two candelabras, and it was occupied.

The room was a large, stone-walled chamber and was empty of furniture except for a low trestle positioned in its centre. Above the trestle hung a hook on the end of a rope that passed through a ring fixed to the ceiling, and then to a cleat on the far wall. Principal Edwards was standing to the left facing the trestle but staring at Evelyn, his face looking gaunt in the flickering light. Beside him was Marion, and she was smiling.

Archie led Evelyn to stand behind the trestle facing Marion and Edwards, and attached the hook to her manacles. She watched him go to the wall cleat and pull on the rope to raise her hands above her head, and then he moved back to kneel behind her.

“Spread your legs,” he whispered and she moved her feet the twelve inches apart that her shackles allowed and felt him buckling straps around the back of her legs just above her knees, fixing them to the trestle’s cross-beam.

“Evelyn Vaughan, I have determined that you have caused injury to Miss Marion Westland and you will, therefore, be punished. Punishment will be twenty strokes with a leather lash and will be delivered by the injured party, Miss Marion.”

Evelyn’s eyes popped open wide with that news and she stared at Marion as Edwards handed her the lash.

“Well…” said Marion quietly as she moved closer to Evelyn. “Nice of Principal Edwards to allow me this opportunity. He says it will help me have closure after your attack; help me to forgive you and forget the experience,” and she hefted the lash in her hand to feel its weight.

Behind her, Edwards was solemn and his expression gave nothing away, but Marion was grinning fit to burst. She was looking at Evelyn; looking at her breasts stretched by her raised arms that still left her teats projecting proudly from their puffy areolae, and looking at her belly bisected by the iron belt, her pale hips now limited in their movement by the straps about her legs.

Then Archie was in front of her again with a blindfold. He tied it about her eyes and then she heard his footsteps as he moved back to stand next to Edwards.

“Twenty lashes, Marion. Anywhere you like.”

Then she heard Marion move. The girl went behind her and she twitched when she felt Marion’s hand slide over her skin.

“So smooth,” she whispered and squeezed the soft flesh of a cheek. “Shall I hit here? Or here?” and Evelyn felt Marion’s finger tickle over her anal muscle still stretched by the belt’s anal ring despite her clenched gluteal muscles.

She made a whimpering sound through her nose, but Marion only chuckled and the men ignored her. Marion walked the rest of the way around the trestle until she was standing before Evelyn again and this time flicked a teat with her fingertip.

“Anywhere?” she asked.

“Twenty strokes anywhere you want except her face,” said Edwards’ voice.

There was a long pause. Evelyn knew exactly where Marion was going to strike, but that didn’t make it any better. And then it came. The thick ribbons of leather slapped against the soft flesh of both breasts, instantly flattening them and wrapping around the side of her ribs. Evelyn gave a muffled shriek and jumped, feeling her breasts bobbing as their surface turned to fire. Then she was twisting, flinging herself rapidly left and right to feel the heat lessen in the cooling air. The movement seemed to calm the pain and after a few deep breaths, she settled, sobbing while she waited for the second strike.

She expected it to fall in the same place, but she was wrong. Marion was now behind her and the full force of the leather landed across both cheeks.  She screamed and jumped up on tiptoe despite the straps, but unable to twist her hips, felt the third stroke immediately strike precisely over the second.

Each subsequent strike either landed on her long-suffering tits to crush or displace, or on her bottom to add to the fire. Either way, it was her tits that suffered most from a direct strike or from Evelyn twitching feverishly when struck from behind to cause them to bounce painfully.

Throughout, the room was filled with the sounds of the lash slapping against flesh, Evelyn’s muted screams and sobs, and Marion’s quiet grunts of exertion she made when she struck. From Principal Edwards and Archie, there wasn’t a sound.

✽✽✽

Evelyn was hanging by her wrists from the hook. She’d heard people leaving and the door close, and now the room was quiet. It came as a surprise, therefore, when Archie spoke close to her ear.

“The lash hasn’t broken your skin. It may have seemed severe, but a lot of it was just noise and your bruising should be minimal.”

He untied the blindfold and she looked at him with tearful eyes. The room was now much darker after Edwards and Marion had left with both candelabras, leaving only Archie’s candle.

“I have some soothing gel that will help,” and Evelyn watched him scoop a handful of clear jelly from a tin and begin rubbing it onto her body, starting with her breasts that seemed to have come off worst. Their surfaces were bright red as if someone had painted a band across her chest.

He was right… The gel helped considerably. Whether it reduced the pain, she wasn’t sure, but as a distraction from the pain it was ideal. She closed her eyes to better feels his hands sliding over her stretched skin, massaging and kneading until she was almost purring. Each gentle stroke displaced her hard nipples, pressing them flat and allowing them to flick up erect again after his palms had passed. Then he moved behind her and did the same with the cheeks of her bottom. It felt wonderful and when he'd finished and moved back to her fore to ask if that felt better, she nodded enthusiastically. He smiled and turned away, but she grunted and started shaking her head from side to side, but he just smiled again and replaced the lid on the tin of gel.

The next thing he did was to loosen the rope and unhook her wrists. She tried to rub her abused breasts, but he told her she shouldn’t do that and locked her cuffs to the padlock of the chastity belt at her groin.

“I’ll release you in the morning,” he said, unfastened the straps on her legs, and reattached her leash. Then they retraced their steps through the cellars and up through the silent building to the top floor. He opened her cage door, removed the leash, and then, much to her dismay, closed the door again behind her.

“My instructions are to leave you like this until morning to give you time to reflect on your punishment.”

She gave him a dejected grunt.

“Sorry,” he murmured again and then left with the candle.


Chapter 12: A Wedding Invitation

It was getting close to the wedding and Evelyn wondered whether her transgression and punishment would affect her chance of attending. She was getting evermore anxious until Tuesday, three days before she was due to leave, and Archie told her the principal wanted to see her in his office. Rosie was already there.

It was the news she’d been waiting for…

“I have received a request from Mr Bradley-Wright for your presence at the wedding of his daughter, Miss Alison Bradley-Wright, to Baronet Giles Moore at Little Roland Hall.” Principal Edwards stared at Evelyn and his severe countenance didn’t look at all friendly. “I have replied with my consent…” and Evelyn’s face broke into a huge grin.

“Please do not misinterpret this as a goodwill gesture on my part. You have demonstrated that you are unfit to serve in this academy. You have betrayed my trust and my immediate reaction was to deny the request, but Baronet Moore believes it would be a good opportunity to introduce you to his rich friends and acquaintances with a view to transferring your ownership, a sentiment I wholeheartedly endorse. Therefore, you will be leaving in three days’ time in company with Rosie who will act as your chaperone, and Archie who will drive the carriage and be responsible for your security. I understand that Cora will also be attending the ceremony, but she will make her own way there with her parents.”

He took a breath and a sip of water.

“And now the details. You will leave here on Friday morning and may expect to arrive by four in the afternoon and lodge at the estate of Mr Bradley-Wright; the gentleman has undertaken to supply suitably secure quarters to house you. The wedding ceremony will be held on the Saturday with a ball in the evening which is expected to last until breakfast on the Sunday; you will attend both. During the celebrations, Baronet Moore has requested that you are presented fully clothed at all times and in a manner appropriate for the occasion, so I have authorised two outfits: one for travelling and one for the Saturday ceremonies; Miss Jackson will organise that with you on Thursday. Baronet Moore has further requested that you are free of all chains and encumbrances for the entire period from when you arrive at the hall on Friday evening until noon on the Sunday. This I have also reluctantly agreed with the exception of Friday night when I have insisted that you're tethered to your bed for the duration. You will, of course, also be secured whilst travelling. Do you have any questions so far?”

“Yes, master. Will I be, er… sealed for the duration?”

“I presume you're referring to your chastity guard and anal plug. The chastity guard, of course, but it would be unreasonable to expect you to remain anally sealed from Friday morning until Sunday, and I'm not prepared to allow your chastity device to be removed during the period. It therefore follows that I shall have to rely on Rosie’s and Archie’s vigilance during the period to prevent any unauthorised anal penetration.”

“Thank you, master,” and her smile broadened.

Edwards was saving the best until last: “Then, at noon on the Sunday, independent brokers will hold an auction among the guests for your ownership and, assuming bids exceed the very reasonable reserve price, you will be sold.”

The smile fell from her face, not because the news was unwelcome, but just unexpected. She’s going to be auctioned off to the highest bidder and may never see anyone she knows ever again… Cora, Archie, Molly, Cora’s parents, even Giles Moore. It was shaping up to be an exciting but anxious end to the week.

Principal Edwards looked at Evelyn, and then at Archie and Rosie, and announced that that will be all, and that he hopes never to see Evelyn again after Friday.

✽✽✽

Evelyn didn’t see Cora again that week. Thursday would have been her evening visit, but she’d already left for Usk to join her parents. Unless Archie told her, she wouldn’t know Evelyn would be attending the wedding, nor about the auction. Instead, Thursday evening was spent with Miss Jackson sorting through a chest of Evelyn’s old clothes, and the occasion wasn’t at all what Evelyn was expecting. Jackson and Archie carried the chest into Evelyn’s room and set it down on the floor, and then Archie left whilst Jackson settled down cross-legged next to the chest and patted the floor next to her for Evelyn to join her.

“Two outfits, the master has said; one for travelling and evening tomorrow, and your best one for the wedding and ball on the Saturday. Which one do you like best?”

Being invited to choose what to wear was the last thing she expected. “This one is my favourite,” she said indicating the light-blue silk gown she wore to the ball in Abergavenny, a gown she never expected to see ever again.

Jackson held it up. “It is lovely. I remember when you last wore it. So… we’ll put this aside for the Saturday; now you need to choose another to wear tomorrow. It should be light and comfortable because you’ll be in the carriage for at least five hours. What about this one?” And she held up a cotton frock in pale green. It was high-waisted with a simple round neck and long, plain sleeves, and its long skirts almost touched the ground.

“I always liked that colour and it is comfortable to wear.”

“You won't need to wear a corset with it,” and both women grinned. “Right then, I’ll put these aside. Now you'll be needing two muslin chemises, a corset for the Saturday, petticoats, two pairs of stockings, and two pairs of shoes, one for day wear and a pair of dancing slippers. And then you need a bonnet and a silk scarf. I don’t see one here so I’ll look in the store cupboard.”

Jackson carefully folded the clothes and laid them on the table top and then, just when Evelyn had thought they'd finished, she delved into the corner of the chest to locate Evelyn’s cosmetics: face powder, rouge, kohl for her eyes, and a small bottle of rosewater, and these she placed next to the clothes.

Jackson gave Evelyn an impish little grin. “I'm sure master would have specified all of this if he’d remembered…”

“Thank you, Mistress Jackson.”

“That’s all right, dear. I don’t suppose I’ll see you again once you leave tomorrow morning, so I’ll wish you the best of luck for the future. I hope you find contentment in your new position. You were always such a good student and circumstances have been so unfortunate for you, especially that incident with Miss Marion, but I know you’ve tried hard to meet your obligations as a servant.”

“Thank you,” said Evelyn. “You’ve been very kind.”

“Well…” murmured Jackson with a blush of embarrassment. “Help me move the chest into the passage and then you should get some sleep. You need to be fresh tomorrow morning. You have a long way to go and people to meet.”

✽✽✽

Evelyn was sitting on her bed already washed and with damp hair when Archie appeared the next morning with a breakfast tray. He cleared the table for the tray, moving everything to the bed, and then unlocked and removed both manacles and shackles from her limbs so she could dress. The last thing he did before leaving her to her own devices was to place a small dressing table mirror and a hair comb on the dining table for her. Evelyn was ecstatic and happily munched her way through toast and orange marmalade accompanied by a mug of tea before turning to her hair.

It was nine o'clock by the time the landau was packed and all were ready. The students were all in their lessons when Evelyn walked down the main staircase to the lobby, but many of the servants were there to witness her departure. News travelled fast in such a compact community and, although no-one actually voiced a farewell, many surreptitious hand signals passed on the clear message. In the lobby, Principal Edwards emerged from his office to inspect his property before her journey and, although he wouldn’t actually venture a smile, his conduct did indicate that he, too, was satisfied. And well he might be, for Evelyn looked quite the belle of the ball in her newly pressed outfit; a valuable asset ripe for disposal.

Archie took the holdall from her hand to pack away in the trunk before helping her up into the carriage to sit next to Rosie and she looked for possibly the last time at the old familiar building with its turrets and massed chimneys. Dressed once more in her fine clothes and sitting in the comfort of the landau, she could almost believe that the last few weeks had never happened and a wave of nostalgia swept over her: a longing for the friends she’d never see again, and all the fun she’d had that she’ll never relive. Jackson and Edwards were the only two persons standing in the ornate doorway to witness her departure and, in keeping with the gravity of their offices, they both looked austere and distant.

Archie knew instinctively what she was thinking and exchanged a weak smile with her, and she continued smiling even when he climbed in after her to fix the shackles to her ankles and manacles to her wrists.

The four-wheeled landau was much larger and more comfortable than the two-wheeled gig, was pulled by two horses instead of one, and had the advantage of a complete canopy that could be pulled over the seats if the weather turned to rain, but that day was warm and bright, and bode well for the weekend. They tried to keep up a steady seven or eight miles an hour over roads that were dusty after the recent dry spell, slower when they were rutted and a little faster over sections that had been smoothed and had fresh gravel applied.

By twelve they were more than halfway when Archie stopped the carriage under the shade of a spreading oak and lifted Evelyn to the ground. Rosie accompanied her into the undergrowth to answer a call of nature while Archie unpacked food that cook had prepared and they sat together on a travel blanket to consume bread, ham, and cheese with bottles of water and fruit juice.

Archie fed and watered the horses whilst the women lay back and looked up into the tree canopy to watch the insects hurrying about their business. They were there almost an hour before Archie lifted Evelyn back up the high step to regain her seat and stirred the horses again. Their destination was soon in sight, the green, high ridge of the Malvern Hills on the skyline, and they drove for another hour along a larger road with more traffic, stopped at a ford for the horses to drink, and then turned onto a lane that wound its way around field boundaries and over lightly forested heathland, before finally arriving at the stone gate posts that delineated the start of the Bradley-Wright estate. Another half mile nearer the foot of the hills and then the drive climbed a shallow incline between clumps of ornamental trees and shrubs on rolling lawns towards the house: a wide, creamy-coloured, stuccoed building in the modern style, with tall windows either side of stone stairs climbing to a portico supported by stone columns. The house was symmetrically designed with clean, elegant lines and appeared to be two storeys, but Evelyn was familiar with the style and knew that the parapet concealed a shallow pitched roof and a hidden third storey that housed servants’ rooms.

As they approached, Evelyn saw Cora waving from a wrought iron balcony above the portico, and then she was gone, only to reappear on the stone steps up to the entrance before the carriage had even reached the forecourt.

“Evelyn…” she cried excitedly running to the carriage, waited impatiently while Archie removed manacles and shackles, and then reached up to help Evelyn climb down to earth. Evelyn’s smile was radiant as she carefully stepped to the ground and embraced Cora.

“I'm here,” she whispered. “Look…” and she spun happily around with her arms outstretched, relieved to be free again.

“You look lovely,” said Cora. “Come… Mummy and daddy are inside with Giles Moore,” and she held out her hand.

Evelyn looked at Archie, but he just shrugged as if to say ‘Your time is your own now,’ so she almost skipped up the steps hand-in-hand with Cora.


Chapter 13: The Night Before

Evelyn was received by Giles who was very gracious and led her by the hand to introduce her to her hosts: Mr and Mrs Bradley-Wright.

“Ah, Miss Evelyn Vaughan,” said Mr Bradley-Wright. “Giles has told me all about you and I'm so glad you could make it. I believe everything’s in hand to make your stay with us comfortable and, of course, there’s the auction on Sunday.” His greeting was warm and his smile genuine, intended to put her at ease, but mention of Sunday’s auction did the opposite. “This is my daughter and Giles’ fiancé, Alison,” and he stepped aside to introduce the girl.

“She’s a slave,” said Alison staring at her collar.

“She’s Giles’ guest for the ceremony, dear, and you should respect that.”

Alison glanced accusingly at Giles and then back to Evelyn with a sour expression. She was a few years older than Evelyn and Cora with long hair much darker than Evelyn’s that she wore loose about her shoulders. She was tall and lithe with a pretty face, her large eyes giving her the appearance of a perpetually astonished porcelain doll, and she wore her corset surprisingly tight, which made her bosom appear unnaturally generous.

“Good day, Miss Alison,” said Evelyn and curtsied. Alison responded with a curt, “Good day,” and a brief nod, and then turned and flounced off with her expansive skirts driving a wide path through the assembled guests.

Alison was not alone in looking curiously at the silver collar locked around Evelyn’s neck, but Giles made no mention of it as he introduced her as Miss Evelyn Vaughan, a good friend and personal guest, to others, which seemed to satisfy most people.

Giles approached Alison still in the entrance hall, and it was apparent that she was not happy.

“You’ve invited an inducted slave to our wedding?” she whispered.

“An unfortunate change in fortunes for the girl caused by an unexpected change in circumstances… Her father is deceased and her step-mother appears to have abandoned her, but she’s Cora’s school friend and from a prestigious family, so I have invited her here as my personal guest, not as a servant. She should never have been inducted, a regrettable situation that’s not easy correct, but I have suggested to her owner that one of my more-wealthier guests might like to give her a home.”

“You don’t want to buy her for yourself then?”

Giles smiled, suspecting a trap… “I think that might be misconstrued seeing as I am about to marry you.”

“You're going to sell her then?”

“Not me personally. Her owner has contracted independent brokers to conduct a sale on Sunday after our wedding. Your father has agreed the arrangements.”

Alison looked at Evelyn holding a glass of white wine and talking animatedly with a mature couple. “Does she know?”

“Of course, she knows. I believe she’s looking forward to it because she’s unsettled in her present position.”

Aided by Alison, it didn’t take long for the story behind the mystery of Cora’s inducted friend to circulate among the wedding guests and the forthcoming auction to become common knowledge. Thereafter, although Evelyn probably wasn’t aware of it, the attitudes of the other guests subtly changed, some becoming more sympathetic, some curious to see how the weekend would develop, and a few becoming secretly lascivious by allowing their imagination free range as they considered what owing such a girl could mean.

The interior of the house was restrained in its décor with the principal rooms arranged on the ground floor either side of the grand staircase. They were characterised by high ceilings and ornate plasterwork, wide doorways, tall windows, and slender iron balusters around the staircase. And then, at the rear of the house was a ballroom.

There were twenty diners for dinner that evening with Evelyn sitting between Mr Hawthorne and Cora. Mr Bradley-Wright was seated at the head of the table next to his wife, then there were Giles Moore and Alison to one side and Giles’ elderly mother on the other. Family and friends populated the rest of the table with Cora and Evelyn sitting near the far end.

“Miss Vaughan,” said a woman seated opposite.

Evelyn had been stealthily observing her, marvelling at her spectacular hairstyle and now responded with a bright: “Yes, Mrs Widcombe.”

“I understand your father was a military man.”

“Yes, madam. He was a major in the 16th Lancers, madam.”

“Ah, a man of means to be able to afford such a rank.”

“Yes, madam.”

“But then how do you account for your present situation?”

It was pure curiosity on, but Evelyn could hardly blame the woman. It wasn’t every day she would have dined with an inducted slave.

“His fortune was inherited by my step-mother, madam. She is now remarrying and her new husband sees no reason to finance a stepdaughter who is no blood relative. It has left me unable to pay school fees and I was consequently inducted into the care of the school.”

“That seems particularly parsimonious of the man.”

“My thoughts entirely, madam.”

“Well, I wish you well, my dear, and hope you find someone with more compassion.”

Evelyn smiled at the woman and then realised that the entire room had fallen silent during her explanation.

After the meal, Evelyn went with the other women to the withdrawing room and sat with Cora and Mrs Hawthorne. A maid offered the party sherry and Evelyn found she had quite a taste for the drink. Another woman whose name Evelyn couldn’t remember took the chair next to her and said in a confidential manner, “I know of an inducted servant that lives in my neighbour’s house…” she whispered loud enough for the entire room to hear. “She’s a young girl like you, but not so pretty…”

Evelyn smiled politely, expecting the worst.

“I know that the man of the house beds her; she told me as much when I saw her at the village shop.” Her eyes began to twinkle… “Do you get bedded, my dear?”

“No madam, never.”

“You're a virgin then?” she asked incredulously.

“Indeed, madam.”

The woman looked up to see that every face in the room was turned in her direction. “A virgin slave girl… Who would have believed it?” she said to the room at large.

“You can't expect that condition to last for long now you're going to have a new master on Sunday,” said another woman and Evelyn gave Cora an embarrassed glance.

“She might be bought by a rich man seeking a wife,” suggested Cora, but the woman just smiled.

“Seeking a concubine more likely. Why would a man choose to marry when he can just take what he wants? I sympathise with you, girl, really I do. It’s no fault of yours that you find yourself in this condition, but you're going to have a lively time from Sunday, and no mistake.”

The conversation turned quite coarse from that point and Evelyn had to just sit back and listen to the stories the women related. When one of the women noted that it was normal for inducted girls to be kept naked and shackled, all eyes turned again to Evelyn and she felt her face blushing. That’s when Cora found her voice and said that Evelyn was a guest of the baronet and that they were embarrassing her.

✽✽✽

At ten, Cora whispered quietly to Evelyn. “I've just spoken to Archie. He says you’re to share my room and suggests it’s time you retired. He says you need to look your best tomorrow.”

Evelyn agreed and Cora said she’ll show her their room. It was one of the first-floor rooms with a large double bed taking centre stage. Evelyn spent twenty minutes changing into a long, white nightdress – a loan from Cora – removing the cosmetics from her face, and combing out her hair while Cora sat on the edge of the bed chatting amiably.

“Are you not coming to bed?” she asked Cora.

“Shortly. I was talking to one of Giles’ cousins earlier and I, er… Well, I thought I’d just see if he was still about.”

“Was he tall, dark-haired, and wearing a maroon waistcoat?” Cora nodded. “I saw him earlier. Nice looking man,” she said and grinned at Cora.

That’s when Archie entered their room.

“Ladies… I trust you're both enjoying yourselves.”

“Thank you, Archie,” said Cora.

He looked at Evelyn. “Miss Evelyn,” he said with unnecessary formality, “As you are aware, I am responsible for your security while you're here and, whilst you are free of encumbrances and may roam at will during the daytime, I do need to impose some restriction during the night,” and he held up a light chain.

Evelyn stopped herself from groaning and instead gave Archie a polite smile.

“If you would please retire to your bed now, I will connect the tether and return in the morning to remove it.”

“Of course,” she murmured and climbed into the bed. Archie locked the end of the chain around the bed frame and then used a separate padlock to attach it to her collar. Then he wished them both goodnight and left.

“I thought Giles had agreed no chains while you are here.”

“It doesn’t matter, Cora. It’s not as if I'm planning on going anywhere.”

Cora looked at her friend now restricted to the bed and said lightly, “Be back in a short while…” and then she too left.

✽✽✽

Ten minutes after Cora left, there was a quiet knock on the bedroom door. Evelyn, sitting up in bed just stared at the door, but when the door was knocked again, called out, “Enter.”

Giles Moore peered around the door jamb looking particularly embarrassed. “Please forgive me, Evelyn, but I really need to speak to you in private.” He looked behind him… “I don’t want to compromise your reputation and assure you that I haven't been observed.”

“My reputation as a slave girl, you mean,” she said with a smile. “Please enter if you wish.”

He looked around the empty corridor again and then quietly closed the door behind him.

“I just wanted to say this wasn’t how I planned this weekend.”

“How do you mean?”

“The sale… Your auction sale on Sunday. It was never meant to happen like this. I thought I'd just give you the opportunity of meeting some of my friends and colleagues and that they might be interested in giving you a position in their household. That’s what I suggested to Principal Edwards, but he has now gone much further and contracted independent brokers to conduct a formal auction sale at noon on Sunday, and I will have no control over how the auction is conducted. I'm sorry, Evelyn…”

“Principal Edwards has the right to maximise my sale price.”

“That’s true, but these auctions… They're conducted as a commercial sale and follow certain conventions designed to appeal more to rural folk. And now the auction has been advertised around the county, it’s likely to attract many more members of the public particularly from the farming communities.”

“That’s not necessarily a bad thing, is it? I like the countryside.”

Moore just shrugged. Then he noticed the chain hanging from her collar. “You're chained…”

She gave him a wry smile. “Archie has been tasked with ensuring my security and has strict instructions from Principal Edwards. He daren’t deviate from those because it would be disastrous for him if anything should happen to me, so you mustn’t blame him. He’s promised to release me first thing in the morning.”

Giles stood for a long time without saying anything until Evelyn began to wonder what he was thinking, and then finally he said, “I believe our fathers knew each other. It was before either of us was born when they were both young and single. I found correspondence from your father in my father’s papers. It was acknowledging a letter my father had written thanking him for some service he was able to offer. Although it’s not clear in the letter what that service was, it must have been significant to warrant a letter of thanks from my father and the fact that he kept your father’s response proves it. So you see, I am actually in your debt, Evelyn.”

“You have been so good to me even though there have been no obligations on your part. You owe me nothing, sir, and I'm sure that any debt our fathers may have incurred has long ago been repaid.”

Giles looked at Evelyn’s sincere face and then at the chain hanging from her slave collar. “You don’t deserve any of this… You tolerate such a lot, Evelyn.”

“I don’t really have a choice, sir…”

Giles metaphorically shook himself and wished her a goodnight before quietly opening the door and peeping out into the corridor. It was empty, so, with a last pale smile, he crept outside and quietly closed the door.

Giles Moore hurried along the corridor towards the grand staircase and the murmur of voices rising from the ground floor, whilst behind him, concealed by a corner of the corridor, Alison regarded him with narrowed, suspicious eyes.


Chapter 14: The Wedding

Cora crept into the room late that night and Evelyn pretended to be asleep as her friend changed into her nightdress and slipped into the covers beside her. It was a soft bed with a thick mattress, but that didn’t stop the mattress sinking in the middle and the two bodies inextricably rolling together.

“Good night?” asked Evelyn.

“I thought you were asleep.”

“How could I possible sleep with you thumping about and bouncing on the bed.”

“He was dreamy… We waltzed for hours. He’s called Ian and he told me he has a degree in the classics from Oxford and he has already taken his deacon’s orders. He’ll be taking his priests orders next year.”

“He’s going to become a vicar?”

“His father has already found him a living. It’s a parish with income attached in West Sussex. Between you and me, I don’t think he’s actually very religious because he was making some quite scandalous suggestions, but he’s the second son and won't inherit, so he has to do something.”

“Did you kiss him?”

Cora giggled. “No, I couldn’t. Mummy was watching us like a hawk.”

She touched Evelyn’s neck with her hand as their heads bumped together and her hand fell on the chain trailing from her collar. “Oh, Evelyn. I'm so insensitive. Here am I relating my social adventures and here you are chained to the bed.”

“Thanks for reminding me.”

“You know what I mean… You might never be able to experience the same.”

“If you mean I might never know what it feels like to be with a man, I think you're mistaken and I'm rather expecting to attain that experience sooner than you. In fact, I predict Monday just after I've been sold.”

“Oh, God, Evelyn. I'm so sorry.”

“It’s alright, Cora. I've had long enough to prepare myself for it and it no longer frightens me; well, not very much…”

They were quiet for a long time and Evelyn even thought Cora was asleep, but then Cora moved just slightly and their cheeks touched. Again, nothing was said, but then Evelyn moved and touched their lips together.

“You're my very best friend, Evelyn, and I’ll never forget you whatever happens after you're sold,” and her hand pulled Evelyn’s head tighter to hers so they shared a breath when they kissed. The kiss lasted a dozen heartbeats and was accompanied by others with hands straying into hair, touching faces, and slipping across shoulders to disturb soft breasts and hard nipples.

Then Cora’s finger explored lower.

“You're still wearing an iron belt,” she whispered.

“Umm,” murmured Evelyn and Cora felt her head slowly nodding in the darkness. “But you're not…”

✽✽✽

Archie was as good as his word and removed the chain early the next morning long before most people were up. Evelyn slipped from the bed and washed her face and hair in the warm water he brought even before Cora was awake. It was then Cora who helped to style the still-damp hair into a fashionable knot at the back of her head encompassed by braided plaits and artfully created curls hanging down at the sides using a curling iron heated on the grate. The whole composition was then held in place by a selection of combs and pins.

“I have to get myself ready now, so I'm going to mummy’s dressing room where our trunks have been taken. Shall I send one of the maids in to help you dress?”

Evelyn readily agreed; it was difficult, if not impossible, to fasten up some of her clothing without assistance and, of course, she didn’t have her own maid.

“I’ll wait for you outside the chapel,” called out Cora from the doorway, and then: “Oh, I nearly forgot. Giles Moore asked me to give you these,” and she handed her a wooden box. “He says to wear what you want and that you can return them after the ball tonight.”

Inside the box were silver broches, necklaces, and earrings set with various jewels of different colours. Evelyn gazed down at them almost afraid to touch. It was unnecessary to say how grateful she was; Cora could see it in her eyes.

The wedding itself was scheduled for ten that morning in the chapel adjacent to the house and was to be followed by the wedding breakfast at one. The rest of the afternoon was unscheduled, but the celebratory ball in the house that evening was to start at nine with refreshments about midnight.

Evelyn was still examining the jewellery when a tapping at her door indicated help had arrived and she opened the door to a fresh-faced young girl of her own age wearing a black dress with a white apron and mop cap.

“I'm Mabel, madam, and I've come to assist with your wardrobe,” she announced with a broad smile, and then, with concern creeping into her voice, “You are Mistress Evelyn, aren't you? But you're wearing a collar. I… I don’t understand…”

“Didn’t Cora tell you?”

“Mistress Cora just asked me to help you dress. Are you really an inducted servant, madam?”

“I'm afraid that is, indeed, the case, but today I'm a wedding guest.”

“An inducted slave as a guest of the baronet…” The girl, herself an employed Lady’s Maid, puffed herself up like a mother hen and said, “In that case, madam, we must make sure you look like a princess.”

Evelyn laid out her clothes on the counterpane including the light blue gown she’d worn to the Abergavenny ball, and then the maid carefully helped to remove her nightgown.

“No chemise,” noted the maid and Evelyn explained that the high corset would offer enough support without one.

“Anyway, the cut of the gown would leave it too visible,” she added with a grin.

Next was the corset itself, a high busted design intended to reproduce the desired tapered waist, and Evelyn gripped the bed’s headboard while Mabel, one foot braced against the side of the bed, pulled sequentially and repeatedly on the laces down her back until Evelyn admitted she could take no more and the maid tied the garment off in the small of her back.

“Wow…” declared Mabel. “You're beautiful, mistress.”

“I can barely breathe, but then I might not get another chance to dress up like this, so let’s make the most of it. What’s next?”

“Stockings, madam, and then petticoats,” and Evelyn pulled on stockings in white silk tied just above her knees with ribbon garters, and soft slippers. There were two petticoats: a starched lace inner one and a thicker flounced outer to give the gown’s skirt more structure and shape. The girl held out the first one for Evelyn to step into, a welcome addition because it meant that she was no longer naked around her hips. Mabel, of course, was an experienced lady’s maid and was used to dressing a woman, but Evelyn wasn’t used to being dressed. The lace petticoat was followed by the second, thicker one, and then it was time for cosmetics before her outer gown was fitted: rice powder for her face and neck, a little kohl for her eyes, rouge for her cheeks, and a hint of carmine for her lips.

She’d not expected to ever wear her blue gown again and handled it reverently, carefully passing it over her head with the help of Mabel and then turning so the girl could lace it down her back. The transformation was astonishing and further enhanced when she attached a silver broach depicting a dahlia bloom to her left shoulder and silver drop earrings that twinkled in the morning light.

The final touch was not Gile’s jewellery, but her own aquamarine teardrop that Cora had bought her and she’d carefully concealed at the school. She’d brought it with her and it now hung at her throat from its silver chain, understated but perfect, a counterpoint to the heavier silver-coloured collar that gleamed above it.

“Oh, mistress…” gasped Mabel. “You look so beautiful,” and Evelyn actually saw tears in the young maid’s eyes.

“Thank you, Mabel. I hope we meet again someday…”

✽✽✽

Guests were gathering around the entrance to the local parish church when Evelyn exited the building and glided through the throng like an other-worldly wraith. Ladies adorned in complex, billowing gowns of silk decorated with gold threads and coloured gemstones, fur stoles, and bonnets of lace and bird feathers, stood aside next to their men in long jackets and embroidered waistcoats, and they watched as she passed. They noted her poise, her perfect figure and impeccable dress, and they couldn’t fail to see the thick collar around her neck that gleamed so brightly amongst her falling tresses. There were audible gasps, but no-one spoke as she passed until she neared the chapel door and then a big man with a magnificent moustache stepped into her path.

“Are you lost, girl? Where is your mistress?”

“I have no mistress here, sir.”

“Then you have no business either.”

“Sir…” said Cora’s voice behind his shoulder. “This is Miss Evelyn Vaughan and she is a special guest of the baronet himself.”

The man turned to Cora who smiled back benignly.

“But she’s a slave girl purporting to be a lady.”

“An inducted servant, an unfortunate circumstance, but also a lady.”

The man looked back at Evelyn. “Then I stand corrected and apologise, Miss Vaughan,” he said with a slight bow and stepped aside. Cora smiled and threaded her arm under Evelyn’s to guide her to where Mr and Mrs Hawthorne were standing.

“You look lovely,” whispered Cora.

“She does,” added Mrs Hawthorne. “As pretty as any here, even Cora…”

As personal friends of the baronet, the Hawthornes, and by association, Evelyn, were seated close to the front on the right side of the chapel and were well placed to witness the ceremony. The bride looked elegant in her bridal gown of white silk with its full skirts and tight bodice. Evelyn watched her lift her veil and gaze at Baronet Giles Moore while a local prior conducted the service. They exchanged vows and rings, and then turned to smile at the congregation before walking arm-in-arm slowly back down the aisle to the accompaniment of Handel's “Music for the Royal Fireworks”. They were followed by the prior and then members of the congregation starting with the those in the front pews.

Evelyn joined Mr and Mrs Hawthorne and Cora, keeping her eyes firmly fixed on the lady in front of her, but aware that everyone they passed was staring at her.

At the door of the chapel, the prior and newlyweds stood to greet the guests as they passed and thank them for their attendance, which made for slow progress and caused Evelyn embarrassment when the prior noticed her collar and wanted to prolong the greeting.

“Ah, the slave girl, and looking the prettiest of all just as a slave girl should look,” he said in loud voice with little thought to Alison standing mere feet away. Evelyn glanced at her to see the dark shadow cross her face. “And how are you, my dear? I am gratified to see that a girl such as you still retains her faith despite your lowly status, as well you should. Did you know that the Bible holds slaves and concubines in high regard, dedicating several passages to explaining how they should act towards God and their masters, and giving them special dispensation for acts of the flesh that would condemn normal mortals to Hades. The baronet tells me you are to be resold tomorrow. That must be exciting for you; I expect you're eager to meet your new master. I hope he treats you well, and that you live up to his expectations as a slave girl must. You know there are many edicts in the Bible pertinent to the control of slave girls such as you. You'll find them in Colossians, Ephesians, Titus, Timothy, and, of course, Peter, although perhaps Exodus 21:7-11 is most appropriate for you because it describes how a daughter should be treated when sold into slavery by her father.”

Evelyn lifted her eyes to his face to see that he was staring at her bosom extensively revealed by the low cut of her gown, watching it rise and fall behind the stiff shell of her corset as she breathed.

“Thank you, father prior,” and she thankfully moved on to stand before Giles. He looked embarrassed and merely nodded, and she moved on to Alison.

“A new owner tomorrow… Perhaps one disinclined to allow his slave girls leave to attend society weddings.”

“Time will tell, madam.”

“I understand you're locked into a chastity belt,” she said with a grin. “At least your present master has the sense to ensure you remain chaste by limiting your options so securely when in the company of one so easily distracted,” and she looked meaningfully at Giles. “That must vex you. More so knowing that he’ll be with me tonight,” she murmured quietly.

“I don’t know what you mean, madam.”

“Don’t you? Well, it doesn’t matter now, does it?” She looked again at Giles to see he was engaged in conversation with Cora and then leaned in close to whisper in hushed tones, “Tomorrow, Giles will be between my legs while you will probably be locked into the chains where you belong and impaled on the cock of some bloated farmer with warts and more money than sense.”

Evelyn didn’t know what had upset Alison so, but there was obviously little she could do about it. She bowed her head and murmured, “Madam,” before turning away.

“Don’t you walk away from me,” cried Alison in a louder voice and Giles turned to her. “The bitch is being disrespectful,” she complained.

“I apologise if my presence upsets you, madam,” said Evelyn. “Please forgive me,” and she bowed again, glanced at Giles, and moved away.

“I don’t like that girl,” murmured Alison to Giles.

“Evidently,” said Giles. “But she’s an acquaintance of mine and I would like you to respect her presence while she is here.”

Alison’s face looked like thunder and she glared at Cora, who nodded a quiet, “Madam,” before she, too, judiciously moved on.


Chapter 15: Waiting

The girls sat together on a bench in the garden watching while the congregation slowly filtered passed the prior and the newlyweds and dispersed into small groups.

“I don’t know why Alison has taken against me,” lamented Evelyn. “I've done nothing to her.”

“I think I can answer that,” said Cora. “Think about it… I'm sorry to have to keep reminding you, but you are representative of a group of women renowned for their tendency to entertain men.”

“Just say it… sex slave.”

“Evelyn, please… Things might not be as bad as you suppose, but in any event, I think that’s what Alison assumes. I know that nothing untoward has passed between you and Giles, but she doesn’t. She just sees one of the wedding guests wearing a collar and associating with her new husband and assumes the worst. And you can't really blame her, particularly as you're prettier than her.”

Evelyn gave her friend a pale smile. “She knows full well that I'm locked in this fucking chastity belt so I can't be any threat to her.”

“She doesn’t know that’s always been the case or that things won't be different in the future. Just try to stay out of her way today…”

“I know: because tomorrow I’ll be gone.”

The wedding breakfast in the great hall at one occurred without incident with Evelyn and Cora sitting as far away from the head table as they could by positioning themselves at the far end of one the long tables. A rough head count confirmed there must have been four hundred guests present at the meal seated at six long tables. Service, therefore, took a long time, but all the while they were waiting, Evelyn was conscious of the interest she aroused in those around her. Of course, relatively few of the guests were present the evening before, so her story was new to them, but with her collar so obviously apparent and with her tale already seeded amongst the tables, it didn’t take long for her misfortunes to become common knowledge.

There were six people seated within a comfortable conversational distance to the girls, and the talk was of little else. Generally, the other guests were outwardly sympathetic to Evelyn’s situation and expressed feelings that ranged from outrage that such a state could be allowed to suggestions that she should write to the government or the law courts. Cora said that her father had already contacted their local MP on the subject – which was news to Evelyn – but that they had yet to receive a response.

What the guest thought in private was not known, but by the furtive glances and whispered exchanges, Evelyn suspected that their interests were driven more by salacious thoughts and bawdy suggestions than by real concern for her welfare.

The meal wasn’t over until almost four and by that time most of the guests had split into small groups and relocated into the ornamental gardens, the billiard room, or the lounge areas inside the house. Evelyn and Cora sat with her parents in the gardens and were soon joined first by a serving girl with a tray holding glasses of claret and then by Archie carrying a canvas holdall. He bowed low to the Hawthornes and then requested a word with Evelyn.

They moved a short distance from the group and Archie asked if all was proceeding in a satisfactory manner.

“All is well as far as I know,” she said.

“I only ask because you were observed in apparent conflict with Lady Alison Moore outside the church.”

“Not conflict exactly. She seemed upset with me, but I honestly don’t know why. Cora has suggested that it was just that she didn’t want her husband associating with a chattel slave in case he thought to ‘use’ me, which, of course, would be impossible as you well know.”

“I suspected as much.” He looked thoughtful for a few moments and then said, “The ball won't begin until later tonight and will last until dawn; what are your plans before then?”

“Oh, I, er… I was just going to spend the time with Cora and her parents.”

“I presume you will want to retain the gown you're currently wearing?”

Evelyn nodded, unsure where this conversation was going.

“This is difficult, Evelyn, and it’s not what any of us wanted, but Lady Alison Moore has been complaining vehemently about your presence to such an extent that the baronet feels it necessary to reach some sort of compromise in order to retain domestic harmony. Now Sir Giles Moore and Lady Moore are expected to join the ball until about midnight, when they will retire to their private quarters. Sir Giles has requested that you therefore delay your appearance at the ball until after he and Lady Moore have left the ballroom. Sir Giles has assured me that he will personally ensure that they depart by that hour to enable you to enjoy the dancing.”

“Oh… So, I won't see Giles again tonight.”

“That is the idea, Evelyn.”

“Er… All right… I’ll stay out of the way with Cora until the coast is clear.”

“Cora will want to be at the dance… There’s more: Lady Moore has agreed that you may attend the ball after midnight, but until then she is demanding that you are secured in a manner that not only befits your status, but will ensure that there’s no possibility of you secretly ‘dallying’ with the baronet.”

“She wants me locked up?”

Archie nodded and added: “Regrettably so. Apparently, Mr Bradley-Wright has a suitable room in the servant’s quarters. I'm sorry, Evelyn, and I know Sir Giles is sorry too, but he doesn’t want to upset his marriage only hours after the ceremony and feels there is no other way.”

“You want to do this now, don’t you?”

“Lady Moore is anxious that it’s done as soon as possible.”

Evelyn nodded slowly. “Let me tell Cora then.”

Cora and the Hawthornes listened grim-faced to the news and Cora asked if she could sit with her.

“There will be nothing to stop you, but it probably best not to. There’s going to be eight hours until Evelyn is able to join the dance and I suggest that a better idea would be to allow Evelyn to sleep for a while; perhaps take her some food at eight.”

“Well, I'm going to come with you now,” announced Cora and stood beside her friend.

Archie led the girls up the grand staircase to the second floor and then along carpeted corridors lined with striped flock wallpaper in dark-red and gold. At the end of the corridor was another, narrower staircase of bare boards that rose a level to long corridors that ran in both directions. They turned to the right and passed low windows that looked out only to the back face of the parapet wall that concealed the servant’s floor from the grounds below. Opposite the windows on the other side of the corridor was a row of doors.

“These are all servants quarters,” said Archie as they walked, turned a corner, and then passed by another row of doors. The corridor turned again and presumably ran all the way around the floor and back to the staircase, but Archie had stopped and opened the corner room. It was small, no more than ten feet wide and twelve deep, and was completely empty of furniture. In fact, its only features were a small skylight window in the roof, a chamber pot against a side wall, and a metal ring bolted to the bare boards in the centre of the floor.

“I have to stay here?” gasped Evelyn. “It’ll be eight hours and there isn't even a chair.”

“I have quite specific instructions,” said Archie and dropped his bag onto the floor with a loud bang and the clinking of metal. “Lady Moore has asked that she be informed once you have been locked into place,” and he glanced at the metal ring, “And she will come to inspect you.”

He upended the bag and shackles, manacles, and chains spilled out onto the floor.

“But she’s wearing her best gown,” said Cora. “It will get all dusty if she sits on the floor.”

“Might I be permitted to remove the gown before you apply the chains?”

“That would seem a wise precaution,” said Archie. “And perhaps Mistress Cora might find a blanket for you to sit on as well. I can't see why Lady Moore would complain about that.”

Cora was out the door before anyone could say more and could be heard running down the corridor. Evelyn turned her back to Archie.

“Perhaps you'd be so kind as to unlace me?”

The gown was heavy and needed Archie to help her lift it carefully over her head so as not to disturb her hair, and that left her wearing the petticoats and the high-fronted corset.

“Do you want to remove your petticoats too?”

Evelyn grinned. “I'm not wearing any knickers…” But then she thought for a bit. It wasn’t as if she’d be naked, there was still the chastity belt, and it would keep her clothes pristine. Soon, the two petticoats slipped down her legs and she carefully stepped out of them.

By this time Cora was back with a thick woollen blanket that she spread out on the floor next to the ring. Evelyn stood on it and looked at Archie, watching as he picked up the manacles and closed them over her outstretched wrists, and then he knelt to close the shackles over her ankles.

He clambered to his feet holding a three-foot length of chain and said, not for the first time, that he was so sorry.

“I know…” she replied and held out her hands again. He attached the chain to the link between the manacles with a separate padlock and then knelt again to thread the chain through the floor ring and lock it to her shackles, but, because it was now through the floor ring and not directly to her ankles, it was a little short and she had to bend forward.

“I’ll let Lady Moore know it’s been done. You should leave too, Cora. It will be best if you're not here when Lady Moore does her inspection.”

Evelyn watched them go and then sat on the blanket, feet together and arms wrapped around her knees, feeling very sorry for herself. It was all so unnecessary; Lady Moore had nothing to fear as far as Evelyn was concerned. And Giles? What was he thinking now?

She heard their footsteps before the door opened and Alison entered with Archie behind her.

“It’s customary to stand when a Lady enters the room,” said Alison gazing down at Evelyn on the floor.

She struggled to her feet and murmured, “Yes, Lady Moore,” with the chain pulling her hands down to give her a slight stoop.

“Why is she partially dressed and where did that blanket come from?”

“I allowed Miss Vaughan to remove her gown and authorised the blanket, Lady Moore, to protect her clothing. Her sale is tomorrow and in order to achieve the best price for my master, Principal Edwards, she should be displayed tonight in the best possible light. Soiled and damaged clothing would not be appropriate.”

Alison thought for a few moments and then exclaimed, “Perhaps you should have removed all her clothes. I'm sure she feels most comfortable naked.” She peered down at her breasts compressed behind the panel of the corset and in danger of spilling from its top edge, and then at the black iron chastity belt.

“So, this is what’s spoiling your designs on my husband.”

“Not at all, madam.”

“Be quiet,” she snapped. “I didn’t ask for your opinion.” She walked around behind Evelyn until she was looking at the chain bifurcating the cheeks of her bottom and the iron ring encircling her bum. “Not so much a lady now, are you? Perhaps we ought to have you dancing naked. I'm sure Giles’ guests would appreciate that.”

“Madam,” protested Archie and Alison looked at him as if about to chastise him, but smiled instead.

“Let her pretend one last time… It might be the last time she ever wears clothing, so let the little hussy have her moment of glory.”

Alison’s attention moved to the various locks: one on each limb and two on the linking chain; six in all plus the one hanging at her belly on the belt. She pulled on each to test their security and then held out her hand to Archie for the keys.

“I’ll keep these. You may have them at midnight so the slut can flaunt herself at the dance.”

“Thank you, Lady Moore.”

“Don’t let anyone in here before then.”

“I thought a little food at eight, madam, so she is in good condition during the latter part of the ball.”

Again, Alison thought for several seconds before answering, “Nothing fancy.”

“As you wish, madam.”

Alison huffed. “You'll wish you’d never crossed me, girl.”

“I'm sorry, madam, but I don’t understand what I've done wrong.”

“You… You lying bitch. You're lucky I don’t have you flogged.”

Evelyn wisely decided to remain silent again at this point and just dropped her eyes to the floor.

“I don’t anticipate ever seeing you again after tomorrow, but if I do, you'd best beware,” and Alison turned on her heel and stalked out of the tiny room.

Archie murmured, “I'd best go with her. Try to sleep…” and then he, too, left, closing the door quietly behind him.

✽✽✽

Cora entered at eight o'clock with a tray of food: slices of ham and chicken with buttered bread rolls, a small selection of cheeses, and some fresh strawberries. There were also a bottle of claret and two glasses.

“Cora,” gasped Evelyn rousing herself from sleep and struggling into a sitting position. “That’s hardly a non-fancy meal. If Alison finds out, you'll be in trouble.”

“How will she ever find out; we’re about to eat the evidence? Anyway, it was daddy who put this together and he’s one of Giles’ oldest friends. Alison is hardly likely to win any arguments with him.”

“Pity he couldn’t get me out of here.”

“He did try. Giles is really very upset about it all, but he’s only been married nine hours and didn’t want to pick a fight so soon, especially as he thinks he knows the reason. Alison saw him leaving your room last night. We know that because one of the maids saw her watching him. It’s not known if anyone was watching the maid,” she added and giggled at her own joke.

“He did come to talk to me yesterday…”

“Well, that probably wasn’t his wisest move on the night before his marriage. Anyway, we can't do anything about it now, so drink up,” and she passed Evelyn a glass of wine.

“I see you’ve changed for the ball.”

Cora was wearing a dark red gown with exaggerated bell-shaped skirts that bounced when she bobbed. It had a surprisingly low neckline enhanced by a red-jewelled necklace and heavy embroidery down the bodice.

“Do you like it? It took a dressmaker in Abergavenny weeks to make. She’s called Madame Cordonnier and claims to be French, but she has such a strange accent I think she’s more likely to come from Dorset.”

“I think it’s beautiful,” said Evelyn.

“Well, yours is beautiful too and I'm taking really good care of it. It’s hung up in our bedroom with the petticoats and I’ll bring them up at midnight.”

“Do you think Alison will really give Archie the keys back?”

“I do. It’s what she agreed with Giles and she can't afford to start breaking promises as well as starting arguments. Here… Have some more wine.”

It took twenty minutes for Evelyn to eat her fill, passing food from plate to mouth with clasped hands and wry smiles. Then it was time for Cora to go, taking all the detritus from the meal with her. Evelyn stared at the closed door for some time after Cora had gone and then curled up on the blanket to watch the light fade from the skylight window and listen to the voices and music emanating from the ballroom three floors below.


Chapter 16: The Dance

The orchestra began at nine with Giles Moore and his new wife starting proceedings by joining a quadrille, a formal dance where groups of four couples performed figures in sequence, the moves precisely choreographed and carefully executed. They danced the first three quadrilles and a waltz, and then sat out to watch others dance on the crowded floor.

Alison was sitting next to Giles and watching Cora execute the precision required for the quadrilles. Her youth and the provocative style of her new gown was making her a popular dance partner.

“She’s a friend of that slave girl you have chained up in the attic, isn't she?” asked Alison.

“I believe they attended Magnolia Park college together,” answered Giles. “And it is not I who insists on locking the girl up.”

“It was a mistake to ever invite her here.”

“There were several good reasons for having her here, chief among them to help her secure a more acceptable position in a new home.”

“But she’s a chattel slave; she wears a collar for heaven’s sake. What sort of position does she expect and why do you feel obligated to her?”

“I feel an obligation to her father whom I knew many years ago. He was good to my family and now I have an opportunity to help his daughter if only in a small way.”

“I'm no fool, Giles. I know about slave girls and how they are used. You have a wife now…”

“You have entirely misconstrued my intentions.”

“Have I? I’ll admit she’s a pretty thing but…”

“Alison, my dear… You are much more than her equal. It’s you that I love and you that I have married.”

“You think I am the prettier?”

“Of course.”

“My face is fairer?”

“You have the fairest of faces.”

“And my body is more to your liking?”

“The most beautiful of bodies.”

“What about my tits? Are they better.”

Giles hesitated but a moment, but then chose the wrong answer. “They are, my dear.”

“So, you’ve seen her tits then? Are they bigger than mine? Perkier? Are her nipples larger?”

“It’s true, I have seen her tits because she was kept predominantly naked at the school, but so were several of their other inducted servants. It meant nothing to see such a girl like that.”

“You went to the college to see naked slave girls?”

“Alison… I've had enough of this. These are your wedding celebrations; please try to enjoy them and stop obsessing about Evelyn.”

“Evelyn… You called the slut Evelyn.”

✽✽✽

The dances continued, one after another with a short break between, mostly quadrilles with their formal boxes of eight or the more daring waltzes where couples danced as pairs and held each other closely, but after the first hour, the dances expanded to include cotillions – social dances involving changing partners and intricate figures – and country dances where long lines of couples progressed through repeated patterns.

After eleven, the atmosphere became noticeably more relaxed as the wine was consumed and the orchestra progressed to galops: fast, energetic dances in quick time, where couples danced together and held each other close.

At half eleven, a buffet was opened in the adjoining dining room for refreshments and Sir Giles Moore prepared to take his lady away to their private chambers, but by this time, the ambiance of the occasion was beginning to feel most peculiar. Since Sir Giles and Lady Alison had appeared in the ballroom at nine, those closest began to notice a tension between the couple. Lady Alison seemed preoccupied with Evelyn Vaughan, the young guest who had actually been inducted and collared by the judiciary and who everybody now knew was going to be auctioned to the highest bidder at noon the next day. It was a subject to which Lady Moore repeatedly returned despite the protests of Sir Giles, and over the course of the evening, Lady Moore could be heard admonishing her new husband with both Sir Giles and his new wife attempting to justify their actions.

Firstly, people soon noticed that Evelyn herself wasn’t in attendance at the ball, and then, by piecing together snippets of information dropped by Lady Alison and gathered by those closest, the whole tale was slowly revealed. Apparently, Evelyn had been seen in compromising circumstances with Sir Giles before the wedding and, as everybody now knew she was locked into a chastity belt, those circumstances had to involve Evelyn sucking on Sir Giles’ cock. As a result, Lady Alison had had Evelyn Vaughan stripped naked, spread eagled, and chained to the floorboards somewhere in the attic with a large, wooden dildo locked into her mouth to prevent her interacting with Sir Giles again. However, Lady Alison was not an unreasonable person and had given permission for Evelyn to be allowed to rejoin the festivities after midnight so that guests could be afforded the opportunity to judge her value with a view to bidding on her at the auction.

It wasn’t yet clear whether Evelyn would be clothed and free of chains when she rejoined the dancing or whether guests could ask to assess her oral performance.

Sir Giles made a point of progressing around the ballroom with Lady Alison on his arm shortly before the witching hour to thank all for their attendance and to wish them a pleasant night. And then, right on schedule, they left the dance hall. Archie and Cora discretely followed them to recover the keys to Evelyn’s locks and by ten past twelve entered Evelyn’s attic room with Archie holding her gown and Cora holding a candle that chased away the dark of the night. Evelyn stirred and struggled to sit with the chain clicking noisily through the floor ring as she moved.

“Please hurry, I'm bursting… I couldn’t reach the pot.”

Evelyn glanced at the porcelain chamber pot just four feet from the floor ring, but beyond the limit of the three-foot chain.

“Oh, Evelyn… I'm so sorry,” wailed Cora and as soon as Archie had disconnected the chain from her shackles, she scrambled over to the pot to sit with a silly grin on her face and Archie with his back turned.

Archie uncoupled her manacles and she shyly stood while he removed the shackles from her ankles.

“I've been listening to the party. It sounds lively.”

“It’s been fun and I've danced with so many I can't remember them all. It’s getting very boisterous because people haven't stopped drinking; they're all bumping into each other and I've seen two men actually fall over. Giles[pw2] and Alison have gone to bed now, of course, so it’s likely to get even more chaotic down there. Here… Let me help you with your clothes and then we can go down to mummy’s room and you can wash and use her cosmetics to freshen up.”

Evelyn and Cora tried to enter the ballroom as discretely as possible, but they were soon spotted and, much to Evelyn’s embarrassment, the revellers actually began applauding her arrival. Mr and Mrs Hawthorne appeared at their side as if by magic, Mr Hawthorne bearing glasses of claret and his wife a plate of ham and pickles. Evelyn looked around and giggled to see so many smiling faces watching her, and then, as the orchestra began a galop, had to hurriedly pass her wine glass to Cora when a young man took her hand and whisked her away with barely a word.

The night was surreal. Mrs Hawthorne said that with Lady Moore’s departure, it was like a veil had been lifted and the whole atmosphere changed. People drank more, talked louder, and danced with more enthusiasm and exuberance. It appeared that every man there wanted to dance with the new belle of the ball, while all the women wanted to talk to her.

For the most part, the men behaved very well; they were careful where they put their hands despite the fact that most of them had drunk too much and they were very respectful in what they said, often suspiciously so. They asked questions about her schooling – her favourite subjects and so forth – and whether she enjoyed cooking, sewing, kittens… all the usual questions a suitor might ask a girl when their mind is empty of anything meaningful. The fact that most of these potential suitors were considerably more than twice her age didn’t seem to dull their ebullience in the least. The one thing they all avoided was any mention of her status as a possession instead of a person and anything associated with it, such as freewill to do what she wants, go where she pleased, or to decide who she should love. In particular, no man mentioned the following day’s auction.

Conversely, the women, when they had the chance to sit in a tight circle around the girl between dances, wanted to know everything: was she normally kept clothed? Chained? Did she have any choice in who bedded her and how? They seemed disappointed when she told them she was still a virgin, but that led on to how that state was preserved and the chastity plates locked between her legs. That was the point when the conversation almost got out of control with many of the women wanting to know what it feels like to be locked into such a device. Did it interfere with her bodily functions? Of course it did. Did wearing it make her jealous of others? Of course it did. Was the device stimulating to wear? When she admitted that it was both psychologically and mechanically frustrating, the audience became so clamorous that Cora and her mother had to rescue her.

As the night wore on, so people began dropping out, some through exhaustion and some through too much alcohol. Evelyn, of course, was probably the least affected guest because not only was she late to the party, but she’d had more than seven hours sleep immediately beforehand.

The sky lightened at four and the sun rose over the carefully manicured lawns just before five and signalled the moment the orchestra fell silent.

Mr and Mrs Hawthorne had long since returned to their bedroom, but Cora was still awake, if only just. Evelyn was sitting quietly beside her staring at the bright shafts of light piercing the trees and making vivid bands of bright green across the grass.

“It is beautiful here,” she murmured.

“I remember playing on similar lawns with Giles when I was little,” said Cora. “Giles was just a young boy then he lived close to my parents; he still does… He used to chase me. He’d tell me he was a hunter in Africa and I was the deer he was trying to catch.”

“And did he?”

“Did he what?”

“Catch you?”

“Oh, he could run much faster than me.”

“So, what did the great hunter do with his captive once he’d caught you?”

“He was very gentle,” she said enigmatically and grinned.

“Ladies…” said Archie approaching quietly. “Time for a little rest, I think.”

“I'm dead beat,” said Cora, but Evelyn just smiled.

“Well, I’ll feel happiest to know you're both safely settled in bed for a few hours,” and he followed them both up to their room. “I’ll give you fifteen minutes to sort yourselves out and climb into bed,” he said pausing at their door.

“And then what?” asked Cora, but Evelyn already knew. When he returned fifteen minutes later, both girls had washed and changed into their nightdresses, and were peering at him with only heads and fingers visible above the bed covers. Evelyn tried to give him a smile when he snapped the padlock of the tether to her collar, but he didn’t return the expression. Instead, he just said he’d come for her later.

“Evelyn,” whispered Cora when he’d gone. “I might never see you again.”

Evelyn didn’t say anything, but just turned towards her friend and slipped an arm around her waist. A few seconds later, the kiss was so soft, like a gentle breeze that ruffled hair and lifted skirts.

✽✽✽

“What time is it?” asked Evelyn sleepily.

“Half past seven,” said Archie.

“So soon? I thought…”

“You can't take her yet,” cried Cora stirring beside her.

“Lady Moore is insisting that you are delivered into the care of the brokers as soon as possible. It’s probably better now anyway, before others are up and about.”

Evelyn pushed herself up and then looked down at Cora. “It’s all right… I’ll go now,” she said and saw that Cora had tears in her eyes. Archie released the chain from her collar and she slipped out of bed. “Should I get dressed?”

“Your nightdress will be enough, but you should wash and prepare yourself for the day: comb your hair and refresh your makeup. It will pay you to present yourself in an attractive manner.”

“Of course.”

“Take fifteen minutes. I’ll wait outside.”

When he politely knocked and entered fifteen minutes later, he found the two girl both standing and still dressed in their nightclothes, and they were hugging each other. Evelyn had her hair combed and tied it in a simple pony tail, and had applied fresh makeup to her face, but tears running done her cheeks had already spoilt the effect.

“I'm ready,” she murmured, but Archie told her she wasn’t.

“You must be brave, Evelyn. Dry your face and reapply your kohl, and then I need to secure you.”

He didn’t need to explain further. She did as asked: gave Cora a light kiss on her lips and then turned back to the dressing table. With powder concealing the red around her eyes and a newfound courage steeling her back, she watched Archie locking shackles to her ankles and held out her hands for the cuffs.

“Goodbye,” she whispered to Cora.

“I’ll find you. I promise…” came the response as Archie led her through the door.

✽✽✽

The building was unnaturally quiet with only a few servants watching as Evelyn shuffled along the carpeted corridors and down the grand staircase with her shackle chain clinking on the marble tiles. They crossed the hall to the entrance door and there was Alison standing beside the doorway to watch her go.

“Goodbye, Lady Moore,” said Evelyn with a small bow, but Alison didn’t say anything; just smiled.


Chapter 17: The Sale

One of the brokers’ wagons, a flatbed trailer, was pulled up on the far side of the forecourt facing the house with its horses uncoupled and stabled. Steps were assembled on the side of the trailer to facilitate easy access and a portal frame, eight feet high and the width of the trailer unfolded. It was hinged along the trailer’s rear edge and when erected, stood high like a scaffold above the end of the trailer with angled stays added to make the structure stable.

“What are they doing?” asked Cora watching from the balcony above the entrance portico.

“It’s the stage where the auctioneer is going to stand,” said Giles Moore.

“And the girl,” said Alison. “It’s so everyone will be able to see her.”

Before the trailer, a noisy crowd was gathering, mostly men, but some were accompanied by their wives. There were many of Giles’ wedding guests too, easily identified by the clothes they were wearing.

“I see some of your friends are keen to acquire a new slave girl,” added Alison. “I expect you'll be sorry to see her go.”

Giles turned to his new wife. “Why do you say that?” but Alison just smiled. “This is meant to help her find a better position; better than the school where she has been housed, although I fear this sale is not going to be to her liking.”

“And why does that matter? Since when have you been so attentive to the needs of a slave.”

“You should stop calling her that.”

“Why? It’s what she is – and all that rubbish about claiming to be a virgin. Since when could a slave girl who looks like that avoid those sorts of attentions?”

“She is a virgin,” said Cora. “I know that for a fact.”

“Really? Well, even if that’s true, I can guarantee that state won't last for long after today.”

Down below in the forecourt, a man wearing a long green coat and peaked cap, and carrying a cane climbed up onto the back of the wagon and addressed the crowd below him in a voice that easily filled the entire area.

“Ladies and Gentlemen… My name is Stubbs and I am your auctioneer for the afternoon. Today, we only have the one lot, but she’s a beauty.”

There was movement in a second covered wagon parked further down the drive and the noise from the crowd subsided to nothing as two men climbed from the back of the wagon. One of them was handed a long pole whilst the other reached into the wagon and emerged with Evelyn in his arms. He put her on the ground and stood back to leave her trying to look behind her at the man with the pole. There was a leather strap at the end of it that was around her neck and when the poleman pulled on a rope, it tightened the strap. He pushed the pole and she stumbled forward with her cuffed hands trying to grip the leather at her neck to ease the pressure.

“She’s naked,” gasped Cora.

“No, she’s not,” said Alison. “She’s still got that chastity thing between her legs?”

“She has to wear it to protect her virginity.”

“Of course, she does,” murmured Alison with a sly grin at Giles. “That must have upset many a plan.”

Giles didn’t react. He was just staring in horror as the man pushed Evelyn along on the end of the pole. He could see she was struggling, but she was making no sound. Cora noticed that too and Giles tried to explain… “They’ve gagged her with a ball in her mouth to stop her interfering with the auction.” He expected as much, but that didn’t make it any better.

“And here she comes, ladies and gentlemen,” said Stubbs with enough volume to ensure he could be heard throughout the forecourt and he waved an arm expansively in Evelyn’s direction.

“Evelyn Vaughan, daughter of the late Major James Vaughan of the 16th Lancers and graduate of the Magnolia Park Academy for Young Ladies. An aristocratic young lady if ever there was one, but as you can now all see, her status in the world has recently been revised. Through a series of unfortunate events and of no fault of her own, the distinguished Miss Vaughan has found herself in breach of contract with the academy and, rather than try for her fortune at the debutante balls of London, she has been declared a chattel slave of that same academy. What do you think of that, ladies and gentlemen? One day, a distinguished young lady ordering maids and footmen around to meet her every need, and the next, a naked slave girl working in chains for those very same servants.”

“It wasn’t like that,” said Cora to Giles. “Evelyn never did that.”

“She’s a rare find, ladies and gentlemen,” continued the auctioneer. “A rare find indeed… A girl as pretty as a spring morning with tits as soft as goose down and a nice warm cunt to warm yer cock on a winter’s night. Bring ‘er up ‘ere lads and let these good people feast their eyes on the finest flesh an English rose ever displayed.”

The man with the pole pushed Evelyn up the steps and onto the bed of the wagon, and then steered her to stand below the frame at the wagons edge. The second man dropped a hook over the top beam and lowered it behind her until it was tapping on her shoulder. She tried to push it away with her cuffed hands and, quick as a flash, he snagged her cuffs with the hook and jerked the rope to pull her hands above her head. As soon as he’d tied the rope off to a ring on the wagon’s deck, the one with the pole released Evelyn’s neck and instead, they grabbed a leg each as she began kicking and struggling.

“We’ll just tether the wench so you can all have a proper look without fear of being kicked,” explained Stubbs and Evelyn was turned to face the crowd with her feet spread wide and tied to the posts. “And there we are, ladies and gentlemen. This is what you're bidding for,” and he moved close behind her to tap the underside of the metal chastity plate between her legs with his cane.

“Oh… What’s that I hear? You want me to remove the wench’s chastity belt? You’d like to see what delights the good lord has gifted this beautiful creature between her legs? Of course, you do, and I have the keys…”

The auctioneer was good… The crowd now pressing towards the back of the wagon was becoming noisier by the moment and it was the women peering up at her who were the loudest.

Evelyn squirmed ineffectually as the auctioneer reached around her to unfasten the padlock hanging at her groin and the cast iron crotch plate along with its retention belt fell away. It left her vulva blush-red and glistening with moisture available for all to see.

“And there we are… a rare bird indeed. A real virgin, and I can personally vouch for that fact because I have taken the trouble on your behalf to peer into her tight little hole only this morning. She’s worn that iron plate for months now to protect ‘er maidenhead…”

It wasn’t true; she’d actually worn the belt for just over one month, but why let facts spoil a good story…

“Locked up tighter than a coin in a parson’s purse, she’s been… but it does more than just keeping others out of ‘er hole, oh yes… Look here; I want to show you all something…” and he held up the chastity plate. “See this, ladies… This is what secured ‘er maidenhead. Can you imagine what she’s endured?” and he pointed to the stubby location plug and the ridge that had been trapped between her labia and through her vaginal cleft. “D’you fancy trying it on?” he asked a woman in the front row. “It would make you frisky, wouldn’t it? Make you want to ‘ave more than just this stubby plug in yer cunny. And what about this metal fin that’s been pressing on her ‘fun’ button all that time. Teased by the very thing that was meant to keep her chaste, but unable to even touch ‘erself. Well, young Miss Vaughan has had this locked into her kitty for months; how do you think she feels now?”

With Stubbs’ encouragement, some of the women suggested how Evelyn was feeling using very colourful language.

“Shall we see, then?” he asked and received a resoundingly positive response.

Evelyn tried to ignore him; ignore his pawing between her legs, but what he was saying about her latent frustration was, in the main, true, and her evasive efforts were sort-lived. He was kneeling behind her and soon he had her squirming and twitching as she tried in vain to elude his touch. The performance had been carefully planned; the men were professionals and knew exactly what they were doing. When they hooked her hands and pulled them above her head, they didn’t pull her tight, but left enough slack so that her tits were not stretched, but hung round and comely on her chest. Now, when she wriggled and squirmed, they bounced and jiggled just as Stubbs knew they would.

She was desperate to elude his fingers as they played with her clitoris, but with his thumb pressed deep inside her bum, no amount of squirming was likely to dislodge him. Now Stubbs’ forethought paid dividends as her constantly moving body provided a mesmerizing display to entertain the crowd and attract the bids.

With Stubbs’ incessant encouragement Evelyn felt the sensations between her legs building until her mind could sense nothing else and she thought she was at risk of actually losing consciousness. Each small movement of his fingers caused her to jump as if trying to avoid a hotplate whilst silently screaming in her head, but when her thighs begun to tremble with a shuddering she was unable to subdue, Stubbs stopped and removed his fingers from her clitoris.

She took deep breaths and the sparking from her sex slowly faded. She relaxed and as her vision cleared, she saw the sea of happy faces gazing up at her and egging Stubbs on to stimulate her further. Then he started again and soon it was just as before with her over-sensitised sex causing her whole body, and her tits in particularly, to twitch and jump with spectacular effect. Unable to close her legs or dislodge his thumb from her bum, she could only endure his ministrations until the trembling in her thighs returned and he stopped again.

“Can't you stop this?” asked Cora of Giles Moore. “He’s hurting her.”

“I can't. It’s Principal Edwards who has contracted the brokers, not I, and Mr Bradley-Wright who has given his permission for them to use the forecourt for the sale. I believe it was a precondition of her attendance.”

“Oh God… She’ll not survive.”

But then Stubbs did stop… and Evelyn’s devasted expression told the crowd even more about her needs at that moment.

“And so, ladies and gentlemen, we have here a young lady, nineteen years of age, unpenetrated and ripe for rogering. As you can see from her struggles, she’s gonna need a strong hand to control ‘er and keep ‘er honest, so who’ll it be? Who’ll start the bidding? Shall we say five hundred guineas? Three hundred then to kick things off…”

“Three hundred!” gasped Evelyn. “You could afford that, daddy, and then you could free her,” but Mr Hawthorne just smiled weakly.

“That’s just the starting bid, Cora,” said Sir Giles. “These men know what they're doing. None of the local folk here today will be able to afford her; they've only been attracted to create interest and raise expectations. It’s my wedding guests he’s really playing to.”

“Three hundred,” shouted a stout-looking farmer standing close to Evelyn, and he raised his hand to make sure his bid was recognised.

✽✽✽

Unlike the crowd in the forecourt, the small party watching from the balcony was silent as Stubbs and his colleagues freed Evelyn from the trailer and led her back to the covered wagon.

“Three thousand guineas…” gasped Cora. “That’s more than a man might earn in a lifetime, and I didn’t recognise the man who bought her.”

“Do you not think she’s worth that?” asked Moore.

“She’s a person. You can't put a price on her.”

“Well, that’s precisely what they’ve done. As for the man that won the bid, he won't be her new owner; he’s just a proxy bidding for someone else.”

“So, we don’t know who now owns her.”

“I'm sure we’ll soon find out. No-one will be able to conceal a girl like her for long.”

The portal frame was collapsed onto the bed of the auctioneer’s wagon, the horses were re-hitched, and then both wagons trundled from the forecourt and down the drive to be lost from sight amongst the ornamental trees.

Inside, Evelyn was frightened. She was sitting with her hands clasped together between her knees because they'd locked her cuffs to a ring on the front edge of the bench on which she sat. Her life had taken another dramatic turn, but now she had no idea about anything. She didn’t know who was bidding for her or the identity of the one who won – her new owner. She didn’t know what was going to happen now or where they were going, and she couldn’t ask because her mouth was still plugged. All she could do was to watch the men smoking their clay pipes and drinking from the same bottle of spirits while the wagon bumped and swayed slowly along the lane.

✽✽✽

“We’re here, girlie…”

It was Stubbs, the auctioneer who roused her. She’d been on the bench for hours, latterly in a kind of nightmare slumber, lying curled up with her hands still clasped together between her knees. She sat up stiffly and he unlocked her manacles from the bench.

“This way…” She followed him to the back of the covered wagon and he lifted her to the ground. It was night and they were in a large courtyard beside a tall, windowless, red-brick building with three sets of wooden double doors in a row, the closest partially open. Behind her, the two wagons were parked side-by-side with the horses still harnessed and patiently waiting. The other three sides of the courtyard were bordered by a high, brick wall, featureless apart from the wooden gateway through which the wagons had entered, that way now closed with another wooden door. The walls were so high there was nothing else to see, but she could hear voices outside the wall, a woman calling and faint, answering shouts some distance away.

Stubbs walked through the doorway into the building and, with others climbing from the wagon behind her, she chose to follow him whilst trying in vain to dislodge the gag from her face. It was dusty inside the building and took a moment for her eyes to become accustomed to the dim light from the oil lamp Stubbs now carried, but once she could see, she became aware that all about her was filled by carefully stacked wooden crates and large pieces of furniture covered by grubby dust sheets.

He stopped and waited for Evelyn at the foot of a steep flight of steps, and then took her arm to support her on the steps, the chain of her shackles banging on each tread as she climbed. At the top was another floor packed with furniture and more crates, but this time, a row of small windows along the far wall was discernible by the pale moonlight beyond them. They walked down an aisle between the stored artifacts and there, squeezed between a stack of mahogany doors and a large Welsh dresser, was a cage. Stubbs opened the door and looked at Evelyn, and she stepped inside.

“You'll be here tonight and, in the morning once the accounts have been settled, we’ll deliver you to your new owner.” He produced a set of keys and removed first her manacles, and then the gag. “There’s blankets on the bunk and someone will bring you food in a while.”

She looked behind her to see a narrow platform against the bars at the back of the cage with blankets and a pillow stacked at one end. The bars extended around all four sides and above, to form an enclosed space six feet square and six feet high. There was a large, upturned crate next to the access door that could serve as a table, but took up valuable space, and the ubiquitous chamber pot under the bunk.

“Who’s bought me?” she asked in a small, tremulous voice.

“Not for me to say, girlie, but you'll find out soon enough.”

Then he left her, locking the cage door behind him. She sat heavily on the side of the bunk and watched the light fade as he walked away with the lamp, and the moonlight from the windows behind her seemed to brighten. She thought of Cora, the ball that ended earlier that same morning, and Alison with the hate seething in her eyes. And she thought of Giles Moore.

Time passed, an hour perhaps, and then a young girl appeared with a tray of broth, a thick slice of bread, and a large mug of tea. She must have been about ten years old and wore heavy leather boots and a thin cotton dress that was faded and stained, but her face was clean, her hair was long, dark, and well combed, and she was smiling.

“Oh, miss, you're pretty…”

Evelyn stood and shuffled to the bars. “Thank you.”

The girl placed the tray carefully on a convenient piece of furniture and picked up the bowl of broth to post through the access port of the cage. “Mummy has made you broth for supper. It’s very nice; I've already had mine.”

“It looks nice,” and then, “My name’s Evelyn.”

“I know. Daddy told me. I'm Rosalyn; that’s almost the same name.” The broth was followed by the bread and then the mug of tea, all of which Evelyn placed on the box. “Are you precious? Daddy says so. He sold twelve cart horses last week and he says you cost a hundred times as much as any of them.”

‘A hundred horses’ she thought. “I suppose that does make me quite valuable.”

“Do you think I might be that valuable when I grow up?”

“I hope not. It’s no fun when someone else buys you. You could end up in a cage like this.”

“No… I wouldn’t like that.”

“Rosy,” came a shout from somewhere far off.

“I have to go. Goodbye, Evelyn.”

“Goodbye, Rosalyn. Be good…”

The broth did taste good and afterwards she pulled the blanket around her and curled up on the bunk.


Chapter 18: The purchaser Revealed

It was a long, dark night, but far from quiet with the still air being broken by the sounds from the surrounding tenements – faint voices and crying infants – and the more distant, heavier noises from the docks. Once, she even heard the hiss and chuff of a steam engine and the clank and squeal of iron wheels on rails when a locomotive hauled coal trams down to the wharf. And above all, there was the hourly peeling of church bells, the cacophony of sounds not only telling her the hour, but identifying the location when she recognised the chimes of Newport Docks.

An hour after dawn, Rosalyn visited with another mug of tea and told her it was market day and she’d be going shopping later with her mother. An hour after that, Rosalyn’s mother herself brought a plate of buttered crumpets for Evelyn’s breakfast and hoped Rosy hadn’t been bothering her.

“She knows a lot about your husband’s work.”

“Oh yes. She takes a great interest. Thinks she’s going to be an auctioneer when she’s bigger.”

“Do you get many through here like me?”

“You're the first for several weeks. We used to get them more often; it’s why we had this cage installed. There are still plenty in the colonies, but not so much on the British mainland anymore. You're a dying breed, dearie. There’s even talk of the government outlawing the keeping of slaves altogether.”

“Does it not bother you? The selling of people?”

“No, my dear. It’s business, see; just business, nothing personal. And talking of business, your account will be settled this morning and Stubbs will be up here soon after to get you ready.”

“Ready?”

“I have to go now, dearie. Things to do…”

Life awoke early around the auctioneer’s storage warehouse with the chatter of voices and the sound of iron-soled boots on stone filling the air through open windows as multitudes of workers made their way to shops, factories, and docks. A hawker selling vegetables from a barrow below the windows vied with the cries of another selling broadsheets further along the street, both struggling to be heard amongst the clamour of the city.

Is this where she’ll call home? In the bustle of Newport? It will feel strange after the quiet of Magnolia College, but, distressing as she found it, she’d resigned herself to her fate. She accepted that now she was a chattel slave and that’s how she’ll remain. She only hoped that she’ll be able to cope with what life has in store, and she wished for a kind master; one who treats her well.

“Good morning, girlie. Did you sleep well?”

“A little,” she told Stubbs.

“You'll be off to meet your new master shortly, but first, you need to prepare. He has requested that you are presented in an elegant and respectable manner, and to that end I have brought you your clothes,” and he opened the cage door to give her a canvas bag.

“It’s my ball gown and all the rest of my clothes… You have everything. Even my comb and cosmetics.”

“I have everything that belongs to you. It was all included in the sale. Mrs Stubbs will be along shortly with a jug of water and you should wash, dress, and beautify yourself as best you can before I deliver you. Now, stand still and I’ll remove your shackles.

Evelyn’s face broke into a huge grin. This was far better than she could ever have hoped. Sure enough, a few minutes later, Mrs Stubbs appeared carrying a ewer of warm water and accompanied by Rosalyn who was holding a small mirror.

“Rosy wants to help,” said the woman. “I’ll need to lock ‘er in with you and when you want help with yer corset, just give a shout.”

Evelyn happily washed and dressed in the chemise, this one a loose linen garment that covered her from shoulders to mid-calf. It protected the more delicate outer garments that were difficult to launder and provided warmth and modesty, particularly as nothing was worn beneath it. This particular chemise was one specially chosen to wear with a ball gown; it was low cut below the neck showed off a lady’s decolletage to best effect.

Evelyn pulled the box next to the bunk so she could sit to apply cosmetics and comb through her hair, with Rosalyn sitting beside her to offer advice and keep up a steady dialogue regarding the day’s forthcoming events.

“Mummy powders her neck and chest too…” she noted watching Evelyn use rice powder on her face.

“I haven't got that far yet.”

“It would be easier if you took that collar off.”

“It would be, but it doesn’t come off.”

“What? Not ever?”

“It tells everybody that I've been inducted and that somebody owns me.”

“And that’s why you're kept in a cage?”

Evelyn nodded.

“We have a dog called Bugle that we sometimes keep in a cage.”

Evelyn made no comment. This conversation was becoming too real.

“You’ve missed a bit just there,” and she pointed to a spot just below an ear.

✽✽✽

Rosalyn called her mother who arrived bearing another mug of tea for Evelyn. By this stage, Evelyn was looking much like she had at the ball with modest makeup on her face and her hair pinned in a carefully styled knot on her head. She’d pulled on the silk stockings and her dancing slippers, and loosely fitted the corset, but couldn’t tighten the laces behind her back herself.

“This is a beautiful garment,” said Mrs Stubbs as she began working down the laces. “Surprising, really.”

“Surprising that it belongs to a slave? I haven't always been one. Last month, I was a student at Magnolia Ladies College.”

“Oh! I didn’t know that.”

“I was planning on joining the debutants in London, but things don’t always turn out as one would want. I had a debt I couldn’t pay.”

“And that’s why they inducted you? Stubbs told me that you were very valuable, but I hadn’t realised you used to be a lady. Well dearie, I shouldn’t worry. You seem to have landed on your feet.”

“You know who’s bought me then? Who is it?”

“Ah… I'm not allowed to say, miss, but I think you'll be pleased. Now then, tummy in while I tighten this…”

✽✽✽

Stubbs appeared later once Evelyn was fully dressed in her blue silk ball gown and grinned at the girl.

“Doesn’t she look lovely?” exclaimed Mrs Stubbs and Rosalyn added, “Just like a proper lady.”

“You do look nice,” said Stubbs. “He will be pleased.”

“Who’s that?” asked Evelyn innocently, but Stubbs just smiled.

They left the cage and descended the stairs as a procession, Stubbs leading, then Evelyn, and finally Mrs Stubbs and Rosalyn. Outside, he had a gig waiting; no covered wagon this time, and he held out his hand to help her climb in before producing a set of shackles.

“Can't be too careful with a cargo as precious as you,” and he locked her ankles to a ring on the vehicle’s floor. Evelyn sighed, but didn’t protest. His caution was understandable and, in any case, the chains were concealed from view beneath her gown.

She’d not seen Newport for almost a year, but it was just as she remembered it: noisy, grubby, squalid even in places, but as they progressed from its centre out into its northern suburbs, the streets became wider and tree-lined, and the houses grander. And still Stubbs kept driving.

They travelled about four miles to the north along the main hi-way from the built-up area and then turned to the right along a much smaller lane with a smooth, gravel surface, and within ten minutes, came across a high wall on the left-hand side and tall stone gate posts topped by stylized dragons. Stubbs turned the gig in through the gateway and along a winding drive through sparse woodland.

The house revealed itself gradually as the carriage rounded the final bend: a broad, pale-stuccoed front of three storeys, its symmetry almost severe were it not softened by the Virginia creeper beginning to claim the east wing. Six sash windows flanked the entrance on each floor with their dark glazing looking ominous in the bright southerly light. A flight of wide steps led up to the entrance under a modest portico with just four stone columns supporting a shallow pediment, but it lent the whole façade an air of quiet authority.

The drive turned in a broad sweep before the entrance and Stubbs stopped the gig next to the steps as a footman descended from the entrance to meet them. Stubbs walked around the back of the gig and leant in to remove Evelyn’s shackles before acknowledging the footman.

“Miss Evelyn Vaughan,” he announced and the footman responded with, “His Lordship is expecting you, madam,” and held out a hand to assist her dismount.

Evelyn was in awe and ascended the steps beside Stubbs with the footman following behind carrying a canvas holdall. The party entered the generous, stone-flagged hall that felt cool even in the warm summer sunshine, and Evelyn’s eyes were drawn to the cantilevered staircase rising in a single elegant sweep to the upper floors, the ironwork of the balustrade painted black and the mahogany handrail worn smooth by generations of use. About her, the furniture was good but not fashionable and the portraits on the walls were dark with age and varnish.

“Good morning,” came a voice from behind her and she swivelled around to see a young man wearing an elaborate smoking jacket standing in the doorway of an adjacent room. “I trust you had a comfortable journey.”

“Very good, your lordship,” said Stubbs and Evelyn caught her breathe as she suddenly recognised him.

“It’s good to see you again, Evelyn, and wearing the same gown too.”

“Lord Austen,” she murmured and curtsied with her eyes cast down to the floor.

“Brown, take Miss Vaughan’s bag up to her room, and Mr Stubbs, thank you for your service.”

It was a dismissal and Stubbs bowed and left, leaving Evelyn looking a little lost before her new master.

“This way, Evelyn,” said Austen and gestured with a sweep of his arm through the doorway behind him. She followed him into a drawing room that must have been thirty feet long. It was expensively carpeted with dark, floral rugs of wool and silk and furnished with modern settees and occasional chairs upholstered in subtle reds and blues.

The room had been redecorated within the last decade with deep crimson flock wallpaper of a pomegranate pattern and matching curtains falling in heavy folds to the floor. The fireplace, situated opposite the row tall windows, had a surround of white marble veined with grey and discoloured in places by soot from the fire. Its mantelpiece was crowded with a gilded bronze clock under a glass dome, two matching candelabra, and a pair of Chinese-style vases, and above it hung a mirror in a heavy gilt frame.

Two elbow chairs flanked the fireplace, their seats deep enough to be comfortable and their carved cabriole legs ending in brass castors that had worn grooves into the carpet beneath.

“Come closer. Stand here…” he said indicating a spot directly in front of him. “So, we find ourselves in quite different circumstances to when we last met.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I seem to remember you were reluctant to engage with me then.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And is that still the case?”

“No, sir.”

“No, sir,” he mimicked. “It’s because I own you now, is it? Own you, body and soul.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Say it…”

“You own me, sir. I’m now your slave.”

“And you will willingly obey me whatever I ask?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good… In that case, lift your skirts and show me your cunny.”

Evelyn hesitated for only a moment before lifting the front of her gown along with the two petticoats and muslin chemise until all was above her waist. Austen stared at the fair down of her pubic hair and smiled. “We’ll have to clean you up a bit in that area. I refer my wenches denuded of hair. Spread your legs…”

She closed her eyes as she moved her ankles so that they were almost three feet apart and didn’t see Lord Austen reach down to touch her. It was a gentle touch that just tickled the surfaces of her labia, but then became more intimate as he began working his way back towards the mouth of her vagina.

“You're getting very moist, Evelyn.”

“Yes, sir,” she murmured breathlessly and then jumped when he slipped his now lubricated finger between rapidly engorging labial lips to contact her clitoris.

“Please, sir, you mustn’t do this.”

“Do what, Evelyn?”

“You shouldn’t touch me there; we’re not married.”

Austen laughed. “Married… Is that what you think has to happen before slaves are fucked?”

It took a few moments before Evelyn’s befuddled brain rearranged facts to reflect reality and then she answered, “No, sir.”

“So, it’s all right that I touch here then?”

“Yes, sir… Oh God…”

“Should I stop before you topple over?”

She didn’t reply, but did reach out her left arm to steady herself against his shoulder. Austen’s smile broadened and the insistent movements of his hand became faster. He continued until he saw her thighs begin to tremble and then pulled his hand away. Her eyes opened wide and she gave a soft whimper.

“Should I continue?” he asked and without pause for thought, she nodded. “Later perhaps, but for now, you may drop your gown.”

With a face devoid of expression except for exceptionally wide eyes, she stared straight ahead at Austen’s chest, let go of the clothing, and dropped her arms to her sides.

“Open.”

Again, the momentary hesitation before she complied and Austen pushed his fingers between her open lips. Then he just waited as she sucked the lubricious syrup from his hand.

“Very good. You show promise, Evelyn. Please, pour the tea.”

She looked around confused. Could this surreal play really be happening. On a sideboard behind her was a tea set on a silver tray: teapot, milk jug, and two cups and saucers, the china decorated with a tiny floral motif.

“Should I pour a cup for myself, sir?”

“Of course, and then come and sit with me.”

He seated himself in one of the chairs flanking the fireplace, its hearth now cleaned of ash and decorated with a vase of scented roses. Evelyn placed the teacups on a small pedestal table between the chairs and took the seat next to him.

“Did you enjoy the ball?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“I saw you at the wedding, looking as delectable as before, but decided not to attend the dance and sent surrogates in my place. They tell me you had a disagreement with the new Lady Moore.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, come on girl… Explain.”

“Lady Moore believes I was too intimate with Sir Giles Moore.”

“And removed you from his presence.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And were you?”

“No, sir. I believe Lady Moore misconstrued a meeting between Sir Giles and myself.”

“One that took place late at night in your bedroom?” he asked, confirming that he knew all about the conflict.

“Yes, sir, but nothing untoward happened between us. Just talk.”

“And your friend Cora? You are still on good terms with her?”

“Yes, sir.”

“A difficult relationship to maintain under the circumstances.”

“Yes, sir.”

Evelyn sipped her tea and tried to take stock of her new circumstances. She was fully clothed, although had no illusions regarding Lord Austen’s intentions towards her; he’d bought himself an expensive virgin and will shortly be taking advantage of the fact. If he intended that she should remain clothed, she will be needing a new wardrobe; she couldn’t continually wear the same gown. What was equally surprising was the fact that, for the first time since she was inducted at Magnolia Park School, she was completely unburdened by restraints. Was he not afraid that she will run away?

“That’s my father,” said Lord Austen pointing to a portrait of a severe-looking man with a huge beard to the left of the fireplace. It was one of several portraits that adorned the walls.

“It was he who made the family fortune with the coal mines in Tredegar and Ebbw Vale. He’s dead now, of course, as is my mother; there’s only me left to occupy a house that could accommodate a battalion.”

“I've only seen one servant, sir: Mr Brown.”

“Ah, that’s the thing about servants: they're invisible until they're called. And now, I think it’s time to show you up to your room,” and he stood. Evelyn hurriedly replaced her teacup and followed him back to the entrance hall and up the ornate staircase. The corridors were wide and extended in both directions with several doors arrayed in a set pattern on both sides. They turned to the left and Lord Austen opened the first door on the left into a large, light room with a high, decorated ceiling and a pair of tall windows overlooking the forecourt.

The room was quieter in its colours than the drawing room below with the walls hung in a striped silk paper of soft sage and cream and curtains of the same sage green.

A padded elbow chair sat beneath each of the windows, their mahogany frames matching the dressing table and a large wardrobe against the opposite wall. Two armchairs flanked the fireplace here too, smaller and lower than those below, with light-coloured tapestry covers worked in a floral pattern.

There was no grand bed, but there was an eight-foot-square, six-foot-high, barred cage bolted to the bare boards of the floor in the centre of the room.


Chapter 19: A Consequence of Escape

Evelyn sat despondently on the narrow bunk inside her new cage. She was still fully clothed, but somehow that didn’t seem so important anymore. All around her, outside the bars of the cage and well beyond her reach, were the trappings of wealth. The rich decorations and furnishings, the tall windows with views of rolling pastures and artificially enhanced nature, the paintings on the walls of unnaturally large sheep with square bodies, severe-looking women with large bosoms partially concealed by lacy gowns, and, on the wall between the windows, Venus with the dying Adonis in her arms; all these indicated that the room used to be the bedroom of an important lady. Now it was just Evelyn’s cell.

A clock on the sideboard ticked away the seconds with an incessant click and the hours with a soft musical tone, and showed five o'clock before anyone entered the room, and then it was a maid with a tray of food. She was older than Evelyn, mid-twenties, and was clothed in the traditional uniform of her profession: an ankle-length black dress covered by a white bib apron, and a white, semi-circular cap that held back her long, brunette hair.

The girl stood in the doorway just staring at Evelyn, neither moving nor speaking.

“Hello,” said Evelyn, and when there was no response, added, “Is that food for me?”

Suddenly, the girl seemed to snap out of her trance and said, “I'm so sorry, madam. Yes, this is yours,” and she moved to the sideboard to deposit her tray. “I don’t know what came over me.”

“The sight of my cage, perhaps,” suggested Evelyn.

“Oh, no, madam. It wasn’t that. This cage has been here for more than a year. It’s just that it used to be Annie’s and it’s so strange to see it occupied by someone else.”

“I wasn’t expecting to be here…”

“No, madam.”

“I'm Evelyn, by the way.”

“Irene, madam. Pleased to meet you.”

“You haven't been inducted?”

“No, madam. There are just you and Annie like that; all of the other servants are employees like me.” Irene paused to gaze at Evelyn. “His lordship has instructed that you're fed three times a day with best quality food, so he must think a lot of you.”

“But he locks me up…”

“Of course. You're inducted madam. You're of great value and must be secured at all times. You could be stolen, madam.”

Irene began posting Evelyn’s meal through a floor-level access port, sliding in a plate of bread and ham with pickles, and another with a selection of cheeses with beetroot and onions. Evelyn picked up the plate with the ham and placed it on the bunk bed and Irene slid a cup and saucer of tea through the bars to take its place.

“You're very beautiful, madam,” said Irene, hesitating with the tray in her hand. “I knew you would be. Lord Austen wouldn’t have considered buying you if you weren’t. Annie was beautiful too…”

Evelyn was about to question the past tense when Irene added, “Lord Austen said to tell you that he will require your presence at eight o'clock this evening, madam.”

“Eight o'clock…”

“Yes, madam. I will bring you a bowl of warm water at seven-thirty so you can wash.”

With that, the girl left, closing the outer door silently after her. “Eight o'clock,” Evelyn quietly repeated.

✽✽✽

Evelyn was sitting on the edge of her bunk, gazing out the window at the sheep contentedly grazing in the pasture and considering her wildly fluctuating fortunes. She’d finished her own supper and was waiting for Irene to call a second time to remove the empty dishes, so was unsurprised when she heard a quiet tap on the outer door, but it was not Irene. The door swung open before Evelyn could voice an invitation and a small but heavily built, four-wheeled trolley was pushed into the room. She jumped to her feet, all thoughts of her own hardships forgotten when she saw the girl pushing it.

“Annie,” she exclaimed, taking a guess based mainly on the collar around her neck, not silver but thick iron. The girl paused in the doorway, plucking up courage to conquer her embarrassment before proceeding. She was substantially naked, the exception being an iron belt and heavy cast plates dropping down her belly and between her legs similar to Evelyn’s previous encumbrance. She moved slowly with heavy shackles limiting her steps and a five-foot chain linking her belt to the handle of the trolley.

Irene was right: Annie used to be beautiful. She was only young, maybe even as young as Evelyn, and not tall, but her body looked like it had been shaped by an artist to have a narrow waist and well-developed hips and bust. Thick, brown hair framed a face with fair clear skin, big brown eyes, high cheek bones, and a narrow chin, but now her beauty had been compromised.

There was a metal bridle locked to her head that held a brank against her tongue to prevent her speaking. The metalwork crossed her mouth to position the metal tab and encircled her neck below her ears. It also rose up either side of her face to link to a band that crossed her crown from front to back, but, apart from the band across her mouth, her face was uncovered. The intention was obvious. The bridle had been designed to leave her face open, for there her fair skin was no longer clear; her tattoos were plain for all to see: a large ‘T’ on her right cheek and ‘A’ on her left. There was also her eight-digit identity number tattooed in thick black characters across her forehead.

Evelyn didn’t know what to say. It was pointless asking the girl questions because she couldn’t answer, so she said nothing. Annie pushed the trolley into the room until she was beside the access port of the cage and then pointed to the chamber pot beneath Evelyn’s bunk. Evelyn pushed it through the port and the girl emptied it into a wooden bucket in the trolley while averting her gaze. Then she pushed the empty pot back through the port.

“I'm so sorry,” murmured Evelyn and Annie gave an almost imperceptible nod of acknowledgement before turning the trolly and pushing it back through the door with her shackle chain, heavier than those that ever-burdened Evelyn, knocking on the boards. The trolley was heavy and difficult to push, and required some effort to roll it onto the plush carpet of the corridor, so Annie had to lean into her task, an act that showed Evelyn the heavy plate between her legs and the chain links between the cheeks of her naked bottom to her belt. It also showed the ring that encircled her anus and the head of the bolt between her legs that suggested a phallus was fixed to the inner surface of the crotch plate and steadfastly into her sex.

Evelyn was shocked; so shocked she was still trembling when Irene arrived to remove the supper plates.

“I saw Annie…” she murmured.

Irene hesitated with her tasks, but said nothing.

“What happened? She used to sleep in this cage and then…”

“It was two months ago. She ran away… We ran away together. We were going to go to London to start a new life. We had it all planned… Even down to sawing off her collar.”

Evelyn saw that there were now tears in Irene’s eyes. She placed the tray on the floor and knelt beside it with her shoulders bent in defeat.

“It was mid-afternoon, a time when Lord Austen usually slept with Annie curled up beside him. She was free at that time, unhampered by chains and with clothes. She crept out of the house and met me on the heath. We thought we’d got clean away. We avoided taking the stage and walked to Bristol with the idea of taking a stage from somewhere east of the city, but the Baron had posted men at the Aust ferry over the Severn and they caught us as we boarded.”

“So, you were both brought back here?”

“I was arrested, taken to Newport jail, and charged with the theft of a slave, but the judge ruled that I was innocent and that Annie had run away of her own accord.”

“And the baron allowed you back as a maid?”

“That’s when he had Annie chained and tattooed like she is. He said the number on her forehead will ensure he could find her even if she did remove her collar, and the ‘TA’ will let everyone know who owns her: Theodore Austen.”

Now there were real tears rolling down her cheeks.

“It’s his way of punishing both of us: He can't punish me directly because I'm not his slave, but now I have to see her like that every single day and my heart bleeds. All the time, day and night, she’s chained to that stinking trolley. She even has to sleep next to it in a locked stable. And then, during the day, she has to collect all the slops from the chamber pots and empty them onto the dung heap. He said it’s up to me whether I continue to work here, but if I don’t, I wouldn’t ever see her again.”

“You feed her?”

“The cook has that responsibility because it is she that has the key to her bridle and can remove the brank. She doesn’t like it, but the baron insists.

“That’s so cruel. That poor girl.”

“And it’s all my fault…” and she broke down completely and started sobbing.

“So you see, madam, you might think it'll be easy to run away, but please don’t…”

✽✽✽

It was eight o'clock when the baron himself entered and opened the door to Evelyn’s cage.

“Time to release your pet for some exercise?” murmured Evelyn.

Austen looked confused. “Does the cage surprise you?”

“I'm surprised that you profess to value me so highly, but keep me caged like an animal.”

“The fact that you have such a high value is precisely why I keep you caged. If I bought an expensive jewel, do you think I would leave it on a window ledge when I wasn’t looking at it? Of course, I wouldn’t. I would lock it in a safe, just like I have done with you.”

“So, I'm an attractive piece of property.”

“You know that you are.”

They walked from the room together and turned towards the main staircase, but a movement caught Evelyn’s attention and she looked back down the corridor. Annie was standing at the far end with her trolley staring at them, a large doorway was open behind her into what appeared to be an empty cupboard.

“It’s a service elevator,” said Austen. “It’s for moving large items of furniture, but is useful for moving Annie and her trolley between floors. It’s suspended by ropes and she works it by turning a handle.”

“No doubt she’s on her way to her stable.”

“Ah, you’ve been speaking with Irene.”

“What you’ve done is so cruel.”

“Be careful, girl. I don’t like being criticised.”

He turned and walked away with Evelyn now struggling to stay at his side, but he hadn’t gone far before he said, “She shouldn’t have tried to leave me.”

“She was a beautiful girl,” said Evelyn quietly.

A few more paces before he said, “She was, and I do regret marking her. I acted in haste.”

It was a surprising admission and Evelyn let it hang in the air for several moments before suggesting, “Can you not relieve her suffering now? It’s not as if she could possibly run away again marked like that.”

“Her situation is retribution, not for Annie but for Irene. It is her I blame.”

“But it is Annie who suffers. Does it please you to nurture hate. It’s not good for your house.”

“What would you have me do?”

“Remove the chain to the trolley and allow her to sleep in a bed. Would that not make this house a happier place?”

Austen grinned. “You have a persuasive talent, Miss Vaughan. I will admit that the tension about the house can be tiresome. Alright… I submit to your reasoning. I will have her disconnected from the trolley and her brank removed. She can have a bedroom too, but the rest stays: the shackles and manacles; she’s earned them. And the belt too; I’ll not have her frolicking with the footmen.”

“It won't be their beds she in, but Irene’s.”

Austen stopped and looked down at Evelyn beside him. “Then that’s even more reason to keep her sealed.”

He meant it as a serious condition, but by this time Evelyn was grinning fit to burst and threw her arms about his neck to kiss his mouth, and Austen, initially somewhat dazed, soon began to join in with enthusiasm.

“Thank you,” she whispered when they broke for air. “I believe you to be a good man.”

“Really… Well, in that case, come slave…” and he took her by the hand to lead her into his private rooms. “We have a maidenhead to destroy.”


Chapter 20: Settled Life

During the very few occasions that the subject had been discussed among friends, Evelyn had been told that the first time with a man was always a disappointment, and even if it wasn’t, it’s important for the woman to pretend in order to retain her respectability. Evelyn didn’t find it so. In fact, from the moment Austen told her to remove her gown and petticoats to the time when she was in the throes of her very first proper orgasm, she couldn’t remember being so excited. The pain when he burst through her hymen was nothing compared with the flood of hormonal energy that surged through her senses when the paroxysm overwhelmed her and she began squirming beneath him in a vain attempt to moderate the experience.

The final moments when she was screaming with her legs folded behind his back and Austen moving on top of her, moving within her, she was delirious with the sense that all her life had been building up to that very instant.

She felt the moment shortly afterwards when he emptied his seed into her chamber and then they both sank into a tranquil stupor with Austen still pinning her to the bed while his erection dissipated.

Thirty minutes later, Evelyn was smiling as Austen dressed and had thoughts of spending the night in his big bed, but he shattered them when he announced he had things still to do and it became obvious that she was expected to return to her cage. She picked up her clothes, but he told her to leave them and he’d arrange for more suitable attire, so she walked back along the landing past the grand staircase wearing nothing but her corset and silk stockings; her muslin chemise didn’t survive the encounter and was ripped from her body both above and below the corset to reveal breasts and sex while she was still trapped within its tight embrace.

And then he left her sitting on the edge of her bunk inside her cage and gazing as the dying light turned the pastures into shadows.

✽✽✽

Irene brought a breakfast tray into the room early the next morning and didn’t seem at all surprised to find Evelyn now naked.

“You saw Lord Austen last night then?”

“I did. I am no longer a maiden…”

“And are you happy about it.”

“I am. I was bound to lose my maidenhead in any event, but I secured a pledge into the bargain.”

“What sort of pledge?” she asked suspiciously, but Evelyn just smiled.

“Could I ask a favour of you, Irene? If I am to be ensconced in this cage for hours on end, could you not find me some books to read.”

“Oh, madam, I didn’t think… I don’t have any books,” and she giggled at the thought, “But I can ask the butler.”

“Any novel would be better than nothing, or perhaps a history book and a Bible.”

“Of course, madam.”

When Irene next appeared at midday with luncheon, she brought with her a copy of the Bible and a book on the history of the British monarchy.

“Mr Tugwell, the Butler was surprised at your request because Annie can't read at all. None of the housemaids or footmen are able to read books, although many of them can write their names, and Tugwell and the cook can actually write correspondence and read numbers. Mr Tugwell asked Lord Austen and was told you are, in fact, a graduate of the Magnolia College for Young Ladies, so Tugwell is now in awe of you. His lordship himself has leant you these books.”

Evelyn consumed a hearty broth with crusty bread and a cup of tea, Irene returned for the dishes, and then Evelyn settled back to reread and revive her knowledge of kings and queens. And then Annie entered, and now she, too, was smiling.

“Good afternoon, Annie.”

“Madam…” she murmured and gave a sort of curtsy.

“I see you're able to speak now.”

“Yes, madam. Lord Austen has authorised the removal of my brank and the chain linking me to the trolley. He says I don’t have to sleep in the stable anymore too.”

“Well, that is cause for celebration.”

“It means I can eat with the other servants… and see Irene.”

“I'm very happy for you. I believe in time Lord Austen will relax more of your restraints too: the chains and that belt about your loins.”

“Oh, madam. I do hope so. You wouldn’t believe how taxing it is to endure this belt.”

“Oh, I think I would.”

“I used to live in here.”

“I know. Irene told me.”

“So, she told you what happened.”

“She did.”

“When I was running away, I thought, well… I thought I was just running away… But the judge explained to me that I was stealing from Lord Austen. Stealing hundreds, maybe thousands of guineas in value from him. I hadn’t ever thought of it that way. The judge said that if I had been a free person doing that, I could have been hanged, but because I belonged to Lord Austen, it was up to him how he punished me and he decided to disfigure me with the tattoos instead… I suppose, in that respect, I got off lightly.”

Evelyn let Annie work through her diatribe of ill-luck without interruption and, once she was done, passed the chamber pot through the port to be emptied into her bucket. She’d left that in the trolley still in the passageway and carried the pot away in her cuffed hands.

“Life will get better…” murmured Evelyn, but her words sounded trite compared to Annie’s fortunes.

Irene, too, was deliriously happy when she brought Evelyn supper and said that Annie will be sleeping with her from now on.

“It was you, wasn’t it? You who talked Lord Austen in relaxing Annie’s conditions?”

“I think he regrets what he did to her and, in time, she’ll be able to live just like the other servants. Meanwhile, she’ll still be chained hand and foot.”

“I know. We’ll cope…”

✽✽✽

Austen came for Evelyn again at eight that evening and made no comment about the fact that she was now naked. He just led her by the hand to his rooms and kissed her. Evelyn was happy to respond, especially as he had kept his word regarding Annie, and she slowly unfastened his britches as he happily occupied himself with her upper body.

“Are you experienced in the fine art of cock sucking?” he asked and Evelyn nearly choked giggling.

“I regret that it’s not yet one of my accomplishments, but I’ll be happy to learn.”

“In that case, madam, allow me to instruct you,” and with a grin, he eased her down onto her knees. She pulled his erect penis from the confines of his clothes and held it in both hands before her face.

“Now, the most important thing to remember is not to bite…”

“No, sir,” she said suppressing a giggle.

Lord Austen took his duties seriously. “Lick it first, all over so it slides into your mouth smoothly, and then suck the head through pursed lips until it rests within on your tongue as if you were trying to suck a large grape from its stem.”

“Umm,” said Evelyn.

“Now, first suck hard, then press it as deep as you can within your throat, and then back to your tongue to suck again, then repeat.”

Both of them knew that Evelyn didn’t need his instructions; the technique was natural for her and she proved so proficient that Lord Austen couldn’t hold out for long and soon ejaculated into her mouth to fill her cheeks with his semen.

“Rule two: swallow it all,” he said and she was happy to oblige.

They moved together onto his big bed and lay side-by-side while he recovered his vigour. Then he surprised her…

“I have a fancy to see how you taste,” and he crawled between her knees.

“Lord Austen…” she exclaimed, surprised by this turn of events, and then, “Ooo…” as his head sank between her legs and his fingers spread her vulval lips.

“Not bad,” he mumbled and pushed his arms under her thighs to sweep them up either side of his head and lay the entire length of her vulva open beneath him. Then he dropped his head again and she felt his tongue in the mouth of her vagina.

Evelyn squealed and Austen slid his tongue between lubricious labia to slicken her clitoris before drawing the little bud between his lips with a fierce suction. She whispered a biblical profanity and pressed her hands on the back of his head, following it moments later with a loud, animal-like cry. She’d never experienced anything like it before and it rapidly brought on the second paroxysm of her short life.

Reality returned with the fading of her spasms and she hurriedly lifted her hands from her lord’s head and profusely apologised. Lord Austen just laughed. They lay back on the bed, Evelyn with her head on Austen’s shoulder, and together they watched the light fade. Then they had one final coupling with Evelyn on her knees and Austen kneeling behind her. His cock seemed larger and to go deeper in this position, and she felt him touch her cervix as he eagerly pumped her. Again, she felt him burst deep within her and sensed his seed dribbling from her opening when he withdrew. This time, there was no tidal wave of passion to overwhelm her, but she was feeling happy and satisfied when she asked, “Am I to be permitted to sleep with you tonight?”

Austen looked surprised. “I sleep alone… I've always slept alone,” and Evelyn nodded judiciously and resigned herself to returning to her cage.

By ten, she was alone in the darkness with the grey light from the tall windows casting the moving shadows of trees on the walls. Then her bedroom door opened and Irene appeared holding a candelabra with Annie close behind. They quietly closed the door after them and knelt close to the bars.

“Irene has explained that I have you to thank for my new freedom,” whispered Annie.

“Hardly freedom, but much better than before.”

“Oh, madam, I am so grateful. I feel I can now see a light in the darkness.”

“I'm glad. I've only known Lord Austen for a few days, and you two will know him much better than I, but I feel that he will forgive you all in time.” Then she looked at Annie’s face with its black characters stark against her fair skin in the candlelight and added, “They will fade in time… Daylight will disperse the pigment in your skin until you may easily be able to conceal all traces with rice powder and rouge. A few years, ten at the most…”

She wasn’t sure it was true, but felt she should give the girl hope and Annie returned her effort with a smile.

“And I hope that you find peace here, madam,” said Annie. “He won't keep you caged all of the days. Sometimes, I would accompany him on walks in the grounds and a few times we even went to the shops in Newport together. He’s not a bad master if you take care to heed what he says and not defy him.”

“I shall remember,” murmured Evelyn, thinking how foolish it would be to defy any master whatever his character.

They left her alone with her thoughts shortly after that, and what thoughts they were. She felt that quite suddenly, she was no longer a girl, but a woman with a wealth of experience about men and the ways of the world. Even the responses of her own body had taken her completely by surprise. In the past, she had touched herself and knew she was sensitive there, but the fear instilled by the churchmen if she disregarded the biblical edicts, when added to the medical warnings regarding the consequences of self-stimulation, were enough to stop further exploration.

But now everything looked quite different… Now she knew what would happen and the draw was irresistible. She lay in the dark thinking about Lord Austen, about his penis pushing into her and about his tongue licking her. She reasoned that the latter wasn’t so different to her fingers stimulating the same spot and the effect was quite similar too… The mouth of her vagina was coated with a lubricous fluid that made her touch silky-smooth and intoxicating. And the more she rubbed herself, the better it felt. Everything she’d been told was wrong… It was all lies… God wouldn’t have given her such a responsive organ if he didn’t mean for her to use it.

It came to pass, therefore, that her third paroxysm, the third orgasm that had spasmed her pelvic muscles to the exclusion of all else, was self-induced. It may not have been quite so earth shattering nor accompanied by the same eroticism as the first two, but its sensual aspects were close enough.


Chapter 21: A Visit from Friends

Lord Austen came to her early the next morning shortly after breakfast with a simple enquiry: “Can you ride.”

She recovered from her surprise quickly and confidently asserted, “Oh, yes, sir.”

“Then dress yourself in these,” and he opened her cage to pass her a riding habit: a navy-blue tailored jacket and matching full skirt made from woollen cloth, a white linen shirt, a stock tie, a tall hat reminiscent of a man’s top hat, gloves, and boots. When she stepped out of her cage and followed the footman along to Lord Austen’s rooms, she felt a foot taller and many times more powerful; the tie even disguised her induction collar.

“Well, you certainly look the part,” was Austen’s initial comment. “I thought as it’s such a fine day, we might ride around the estate’s southern bounds,” and they walked together through the house to the stables at the rear. The grooms had already saddled a pair of horses, a dark bay hunter for the lord and a bay mare for the Evelyn, and she climbed the mounting stool to sit side saddle with the full skirts of her habit elegantly draped over her horse’s flanks.

They were out for two hours and, as they walked slowly back up the final rise to the house, Evelyn had a request to put to the lord.

“I wonder, sir, whether you might permit me to write a letter to Sir Giles Moore informing him of my good fortune and thanking him for his efforts in securing me a place in your household.”

Austen smiled. “I forget that you are well versed in reading and writing. Was the book on medieval monarchs of interest?”

“Very much so, sir. In fact, it is one of my favourites.”

“So, you are already familiar with it.”

“I am, sir, but it’s always instructive to reread a book like that.”

“I’ll send you over some others. We’ll see if I have any you haven't yet read. What about David Hume and The History of England?”

Evelyn bit her lip and looked embarrassed.

“I see… Well then Edward Hyde, 1st Earl of Clarendon, and The History of the Rebellion and Civil Wars in England.”

“I haven't read that, my lord.”

“Well then, that should keep you busy for a while. As to your request, I shall send over pen, ink, and paper, and arrange for you to sit at the sideboard in your room. Perhaps your friend Cora might appreciate a short note too.”

“Thank you, sir. I'm sure she would.”

✽✽✽

Evelyn had already divested herself of the riding habit and accessories and, instead, was wearing her nightdress when Irene arrived with the promised stationery later that afternoon.

“Lord Austen says you should be allowed to sit here,” and she placed pen and paper reverently onto the sideboard. Evelyn watched while she unlocked the cage and then knelt to attach an iron cuff to Evelyn’s right ankle. The other end of the chain she locked to a bar near the cage door.

“Honestly, Evelyn… I think you're amazing: reading those great books, riding horses, and now writing letters just like Lord Austen or Mr Tugwell, the butler, does.”

Evelyn just smiled her thanks and settled at the makeshift desk, turning her thoughts to her new task while Irene quietly left.

“Sir,

I trust I find you and Lady Moore in good health.

I am writing to express my sincere thanks for your assistance in the sale of my person to Lord Theodore Austen, Baron of Trellech.

Further, I would wish to assure you that I am in good health and finding my new position here in the house of Baron Trellech much to my liking. I am comfortably housed, a selection of reading books has been put at my disposal, and I have most recently been treated to a horse-riding excursion with Baron Trellech to the southernmost reaches of the estate.

It has been an honour, sir, to make your acquaintance and to be the recipient of your kind consideration in the matter of my transfer of ownership.

I have the honour to remain, Sir,

Your obedient servant,

Evelyn Vaughan”

Evelyn thought long and hard about the closing of the letter because she was not, of course, the servant of Sir Giles Moore, but the phrase was so universally adopted that any variation sounded too informal.

Next, she applied herself to a letter to Cora and here she could be much freer with her prose.

My dearest Cora,

I am now living in the great house of Lord Theodore Austen, Baron of Trellech, and I am finding it much to my liking. You may remember meeting Baron Trellech at the Ball in Abergavenny many weeks ago. That initial meeting was, by necessity, curtailed because the hour was late and we had to return to Magnolia College. Now I have had the opportunity to meet intimately with Baron Trellech, I am finding he is a kind and considerate master and I have much for which to thank him.

I think often of our times together and look forward to a time when we may meet again.

With much love, yours sincerely,

Evelyn

Evelyn folded each letter carefully, but had no way of sealing them. In any case, she felt sure Lord Austen would want to read them before posting them, so she just put them to one side for Irene when she next appeared. Now, with a generous tether chain from her ankle, she found herself in the unusual position of being able to study the portraits along one wall in detail and to stand in the window to watch the clouds making moving patterns over the pastures before her.

What would Giles Moore think when he received the letter? Would he be happy for her, after all, Lord Austen was a friend of his? And Cora, what would she make of Evelyn now being the inducted servant, the slave, of the very man who had tried to assault her at the dance? She hoped her remarks would help to ease her mind, although neither would have illusions regarding Lord Austen’s sexual requirements; Evelyn had even hinted as much by referring to ‘meeting intimately’ with the baron.

At the very least, now her two most important friends will know where she is and that she is well and relatively content.

✽✽✽

Days passed and Austen called on her frequently, but for reasons she wasn’t quite sure about, his preference was only for her to stimulate him orally. She was happy to comply, very happy despite the experience doing little to initiate a paroxysm in her own body, but that didn’t matter. Later each night, when she was alone in her cage, she could recreate to sensations she’d felt when he was inside her using the handle of the brush he’d left for her to style her hair. It wasn’t quite as thick as her lord’s cock, nor as soft, but it fulfilled its new purpose admirably when worked in conjunction with the fingers of her other hand gently rubbing her clitoris.

Ten days later, Evelyn received the news that Sir Giles Moore and Lady Moore will be visiting that very afternoon, and that she was going to be permitted to meet with them. Austen delivered the news whilst seated at the sideboard in Evelyn’s room and was chatting amiably with her through the bars of her cage.

“Are you excited, Evelyn? Giles says he’s looking forward to seeing you again.”

Evelyn didn’t say anything, but the secret smile she tried to hide was very eloquent. “Strange how fate works, isn't it?” he asked. “Just imagine if it had been Giles who had danced with you in Abergavenny and not me. Perhaps you'd be his slave now. What do you think? Would you have liked that?”

“I would rather not be anyone’s slave, sir,” but the image of Giles commanding her to accept his cock in her mouth or, better still, within her sex was a familiar one in her imagination.

“I can understand that, but it has advantages for you too,” continued Austen. “The biggest being you’ll never have to think for yourself ever again; you just do whatever you're told to do. Food and housing are supplied, although I accept that the quality could vary between different households, and you'll never have to fret about boyfriends, husbands, or lovers; all of that will be decided by your master on your behalf and provided as required. And then there’s the religious implications: your entry into heaven is all but guaranteed because, in the eyes of the church, if you are following the instructions of your master, you can do no moral wrong. That alone must come as a great relief."

It wasn’t the first time she’d been told that and, to some extent, it did come as a comfort; without that dispensation, much that had happened these past few weeks would have disrupted her moral compass more than it had. Shame and embarrassment were more than enough to cope with without having to deal with the implications of immorality.

“I hope this time you'll be more cautious and not upset Lady Moore,” said Austen even though he knew full well that it was Sir Giles who had inadvisedly visited her room late that night and nothing Evelyn had done had initiated it.

“I will do my best, sir, but I fear Lady Moore doesn’t like me very much.”

Austen smiled at her outrageous understatement. “Perhaps… but I want you on your best behaviour this afternoon. I don’t want to be arbitrating a cat fight.”

“No, sir…”

“We’d best get you some clothes to wear, too. I wouldn’t like to upset Lady Moore’s sensitivities by presenting you naked to her husband.”

“No, sir.”

“What do you think? Nothing too ostentatious. A light cotton frock?”

“That sounds ideal, sir.”

“I’ll have Irene source something suitable. Please use what cosmetics you deem appropriate and try to tame your hair.”

The frock that Irene brought was cream with printed blue flowers, soft enough to follow the curves of her body more closely than a structured gown, short enough to show her ankles, and styled with a round neck that displayed enough cleavage to show Evelyn was not a housemaid. She sat before the mirror to apply delicate tones to her face and to pin her hair high on her head, sighing when she saw it left her collar so conspicuous, but it couldn’t be helped.

Irene smiled at her efforts and together they went to find Lord Austen in the drawing room. He nodded his approval and she sat in one of the armchairs to await the arrival of his guests.

They saw the carriage’s arrival in the forecourt, a landau painted in glossy dark blue and pulled by a pair of greys, and Austen positioned himself beside the fireplace with his hands clasped behind his back and Evelyn two paces behind. Tugwell opened the door to announce Sir Giles Moore and Lady Moore, and the pair entered all smiles and the rustling of satin skirts.

“Giles… So good of you to visit,” he said now stepping forward. “And Lady Moore looking resplendent. Good day to you both.”

“Theodore,” said Giles and bowed while Alison beside him curtsied.

“You do, of course, know my companion, Miss Evelyn Vaughan,” and he stood aside to indicate Evelyn with a wave of his arm.

Evelyn curtsied and said, “Good afternoon, Sir Giles, Lady Moore…”

“You’ve not got her shackled,” exclaimed Alison in surprise and Austen replied that he hadn’t found it necessary.

“Well, aren't you the lucky one…” was Alison’s response and she walked past Austen to Evelyn to gaze down with disdain at her frock.

“Tea, Giles?” asked Austen and the trio sat. Evelyn looked at Austen and he nodded to a chair beside him.

Tea was served and the conversation ranged amiably over several unrelated subjects, Giles and Austen at pains to include Evelyn whenever they could and Alison doing her best to exclude her. The day was warm and Alison looked uncomfortable in her heavy gown, so much so that Austen suggest a meander around the gardens.

The group set off at a slow pace with Austen leading the way to the formal walled garden with Alison at his side and Evelyn walking next to Giles. Alison glanced behind her and smiled, apparently happy to allow Giles time with the girl, but her intent was to speak with Austen.

She lowered her voice so that those behind couldn’t hear. “I have to admit to being somewhat surprised, Lord Austen. You own a girl, but you treat her more like a house guest than the slave she is.”

“I find her company entertaining.”

“But the way you clothe her… and you trust her with the run of the house completely unrestricted. Aren't you concerned she might run away?”

“Not in the least. She is more than aware of the consequences should she try. But you're wrong about her having the run of the house. When she’s not in my company, she is confined to a cage, and she’s only clothed when I chose to allow it.”

“Ah… So, you do avail yourself of her female charms on occasion.”

“You are very forthright, madam.”

“I'm sorry if you find me too direct.”

“Not at all. In fact, I find your candour refreshing.”

“That’s gratifying to know because I find your affability a stimulating change from the strait-laced atmosphere of my parent’s house near Malvern and Giles’ hereditary home we now share near Abergavenny. Giles is, of course, a wonderful husband, but sometimes I would wish for a little more, well… excitement.”

“You find the strict lacing of your garments too restricting, perhaps?”

Alison smiled. “I knew you'd understand.”

✽✽✽

Back at the house, Austen offered his guests madeira or whisky before dinner and they opted for the whisky. It was the first time that Evelyn had tried the spirit, but felt compelled to drain the heavy leaded-glass tumbler. It was a mistake. Her head felt like it was swimming with everything she looked at appearing to revolve. Austen noticed and suggested that she should return to her room and forego the dinner, and, having unaccountably lost her appetite, she readily agreed. Austen pulled the call cord and Irene appeared to take her unsteadily back to her cage.

“I do apologise for my companion. It seems she’s unused to spirits,” said Austen and proposed the party, now reduced to three, adjourned to the dining room. With Austen’s new toy, Giles’ distraction, and Alison’s arch antagonist missing from the dinner table, the meal was a quiet affair, especially for Alison who had no interest in the economics of coal mines or the behind-the-scenes workings of governments.

By eight-thirty, the light was beginning to fade and Giles suggested it was time that they set off on the two-hour journey home. It would be a moon-lit night, but, even so, the carriage ride would be slower than during the daylight.

“You say she’s kept in a cage?” asked Alison.

“Indeed, on the first floor.”

“Might we see her before we leave. I'd like to wish her goodbye.”

Austen smiled, suspecting he was witnessing just prurient curiosity, but Giles looked embarrassed.

“Of course,” said Austen and led the way up the grand staircase. He quietly opened Evelyn’s door in case she was asleep, but what confronted him was most unexpected. At first, it was not clear what they were seeing in the dim light – a dark, quietly moving mass outlined against the grey light from the windows – but then Austen raised the candelabra and the shape began to take on form.

Evelyn was lying naked on her bunk within the small cage with her knees spread. She must have had her eyes tightly shut and was making little sighing sounds as her left hand gripped the bristles of her hair brush between her legs and her right was moving with a rolling motion below her belly, and all the while, her hips were gently squirming on the mattress.

“She’s polluting herself,” exclaimed Alison gleefully so loudly that Evelyn jumped and rolled from the bed onto the floor boards with a shriek. Just as quickly, she struggled to her feet with wide, frightened eyes, one arm folded across her naked breasts and the other hand spread to cover her mound with the hairbrush now laying forgotten on the floor.

Austen glared at her while Alison peered around his shoulder with a huge grin breaking her face. Without a word to Evelyn, Austen closed the door and moved purposefully back to the staircase, apologising profusely to his guests.


Chapter 22: Custom Made for Safety

Irene brought Evelyn’s breakfast tray up early the next morning, laid the tray on the sideboard, and stared at Evelyn. She’d been crying and her eyes were red where she’d rubbed them.

“Whatever’s happened? Master is in a foul mood this morning. I don’t understand it.”

“It’s all my fault,” wailed Evelyn and tears filled her eyes again. “I’ve not only betrayed his trust in me, but I have desecrated my body and embarrassed him in front of his friends.”

“Evelyn…” exclaimed Irene. “What an earth have you done?”

It was a while before she could speak intelligibly and then she suddenly declared, “They opened my door last night and saw me rubbing myself. Oh, God, Irene… What can I do? I didn’t know they were there and they saw me abusing myself. I'm going to die.”

“Oh, Evelyn…” was all Irene could say before the door was flung open and Austen stood in the doorway looking particularly puritanical.

“I have to go,” murmured Irene and hurried past him.

“I'm so sorry, sir. I don’t know what came over me.”

“The drink, perhaps,” he suggested.

“Maybe, sir,” replied Evelyn, grasping at the slightest of excuses.

“So that was the first time?”

Evelyn froze. He’d tempted her with a way out, but it was a feint to expose her duplicity. He would know immediately if she lied and, instead, she murmured, “No, sir. I have done it before. Ever since my senses were first awoken by your lovemaking, sir.”

“So, it’s all my fault then?”

“No, sir. Not at all. I'm really sorry, sir. Please give me another chance.”

“You should have heard what Lady Moore had to say about you. She was most descriptive, but not at all complimentary. She seemed to think you were no better than a farmyard animal. You are, of course, aware of the religious edicts regarding the practice?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And the medical dangers inherent with the habit?”

“Yes, sir.”

“So, you realise you were putting your body at risk? The body that I own… The one I paid three-thousand-guineas for.”

“Yes, sir. I'm sorry, sir.”

“Then you'll understand why I must take steps to protect my investment.”

Evelyn was silent and just stared at Lord Austen with wide eyes.

“I'm having a device manufactured that will secure you against further unauthorised intervention. The blacksmith will be here shortly to take the necessary measurements; meanwhile I shall require you to be manacled in such a way that you cannot abuse yourself further,” and he held out a pair of locking cuffs linked together by a sixteen-inch-long chain.

“Please, Lord Austen. I promise never to do it again.”

“Firstly, I don’t believe you're able to make that promise. Once you have tasted forbidden fruit, further transgressions may be beyond your control. Secondly, this course of action is as much for your benefit as mine. I accept that I might be partly responsible by introducing you to the delights of adulthood without the benefit of the continuous attentions of a husband, so you should consider this preventative treatment as medically necessary to protect your health, but you knew full-well what you were doing and did it anyway.”

Austen opened the cage and locked the cuffs onto her wrists. Then, he locked the centre link of their connecting chain to the ring on the front of her collar.

“It won't be for long. Just until the blacksmith has made your protective shield.”

Evelyn watched him go without saying a word, but her expression was very eloquent.

✽✽✽

The blacksmith entered the outer door with Lord Austen an hour later and stared through the bars at Evelyn.

“A good waist and not too much fat on ‘er. Should be straightforward enough.”

Austen grunted and unlocked the cage so the man could enter. Evelyn stood.

“Well, missy. Been a bit naughty, ‘ave you? Not to worry. We’ll soon ‘ave you secured so you can't dabble again,” and he wrapped a wide leather belt about her waist, pulled it tight and buckled it closed. “Hmm… Twenty-one inches. Best go for twenty if she’s likely to be corseted. Now for the crotch…” and he threaded the end of another belt, this one narrower and much longer, down under the waistband at the front, passed it between her legs, and up behind the waistband in the small of her back. Then he pulled it back through her legs and buckled the ends together at her belly, pulling the strap tight enough to make her squeal.

He made some notes with a nail on a slate and then told Evelyn to kneel on the edge of the bunk.

“I need to see your underside, missy, so everything is in the right place and the device is comfortable.”

Comfortable? That’s surely asking too much, she thought, but knew enough not to protest. The blacksmith knelt behind her and she felt him pressing his fingers beneath the strap to accurately mark the position of her vaginal mouth, her anus, and other salient points on the curvature of her mound. Then he made more notes on the slate.

“Is that all that’s required, your lordship? I can add manacles to the waistband if you would like.”

Austen looked hard at Evelyn’s wide-eyed stare and said, “I don’t think that will be necessary.”

“Day after tomorrow, then, your lordship.”

✽✽✽

When Irene brought in the luncheon tray, she found Evelyn depressed and sitting on her bunk.

“I suppose that’s one way to stop you touching yourself,” she said looking at her manacles.

Evelyn didn’t respond.

“Can you feed yourself?”

“I think so.”

Irene slid the first plate through the access port and Evelyn crouched down on her knees, leaning low until her head was nearly touching the floor to reach it. She put it on her bunk and then shuffled forward on her knees until hands and face were almost on the plate.

“That’s going to be inconvenient…”

“It’s only for two days and then the blacksmith is going to fit me with a protective guard.”

“Like Annie has?”

“I suppose so.”

“I'm sorry to hear that, Evelyn, but you can't blame him. He’s paid a lot of money for you and doesn’t want you to go blind or insane.”

“If those symptoms were true, every married woman would be suffering.”

“No… Only those who touch themselves.”

It was obvious that Irene’s beliefs were so ingrained that no argument could possibly win her over, so Evelyn didn’t bother trying.

“Annie says her belt doesn’t actually prevent her doing much other than stopping all paroxysms, of course, but it does cause her some distraction and a great deal of frustration. She says she just has to steel herself against its incessant excitations. But it won't be so bad for you because Lord Austen will occasionally remove it whenever he feels the need of female companionship, and then you too will benefit. Poor Annie never has that experience now.”

“I'm sorry for her,” murmured Evelyn, but her pity was directed inward and her concern for Annie half-hearted at best.

Evelyn struggled through the next night and day with her reading book propped up on her knees a little too close for comfort. She watched the clouds drift past the windows and could hear the blackbirds singing, but only Irene and Annie entered her room and neither provided the empathy or kindness she felt she needed. And then Irene returned late in the evening with a candelabra that lit up her small cage with dancing shadows.

“Lord Austen is asking for you,” she said and unlocked the cage door. Evelyn followed her to the drawing room and entered when she opened the door wide. Lord Austen was seated in an armchair and turned cold eyes on her without speaking. She moved in front of him and murmured his name, but all he did was to ease his knees apart.

Her role for the evening was clear and she knelt before him, leant forward between his knees, and unfastened his britches. It was a soleless endeavour. She received neither encouragement or thanks for her efforts and, as soon as he had been satisfied, he tugged on a pullcord and Irene entered to take her back to her cage.

“You shouldn’t expect more while he’s still vexed with you,” was Irene’s only comment.

✽✽✽

The next morning, with eyes still red from crying Evelyn watched the blacksmith enter her room and drop a heavy canvas bag on the boards next to her cage. Austen followed the man and unlocked the cage for him.

“Here we are, missy. Soon have you safe as a babe in arms,” and he pulled from the bag a device of heavy metal plates linked by flexible hinges and, in one place, a short length of chain. Even had she’d not been expecting it, she would have known immediately what it was. It was in the form of a ‘T’ pattern with the wide waistband forming the top bar of the ‘T’ and the shaped crotch plate hanging from its centre by the chain. And there, on the inside surface of the crotch plate, was the part that Evelyn feared the most: a thick, curved phallus that looked much too large for her slender body to accommodate.

“Beautiful, isn't it?” asked the smith. “Lot of work gone into that. Made to measure, it is, with a guaranteed fit, and just look at the black lacquer-work on the iron. Just as smooth as oiled titties, it is, and that’ll never rust. Now, you need to stand with yer legs apart and yer belly drawn in so I can clip the waistband in place.”

Evelyn looked at Lord Austen, but his face was as hard as rock as he stared silently back, so, with no viable alternative, she stood for the smith and lifted her elbows clear of her waist. He reached behind her back and pulled the two ends of the waistband tight over her hips, pressing the slotted end of one side over the rounded staple of the other. That left the crotch plate hanging down behind her legs with the phallus curling up towards its target.

“I have some grease here someplace,” muttered the smith as he delved into his bag before triumphantly holding up a small tin of lubricating paste, and she watched as he spread a thick coating on the surface of the phallus. Satisfied that the provision was sufficient, he wiped his hand through Evelyn’s vulva to dispense the excess grease and then lifted the plate up between her legs. The first thing she felt was the tip of the phallus pressing against the mouth of her vagina, but there was little resistance and she gave a long groan as the smith continued to bury the probe within her. She felt her legs failing and leaned forward to steady herself with a hand on his shoulder, and still she felt the mass of the phallus delving deeper, opening her tunnel and hijacking her senses.

Finally, the smith stood and with a final pull, tightened the plate between her thighs enough to clip the top of it over the same staple that linked the waistband together.

“There, all done,” and he closed the shackle of a padlock through the staple to lock everything in place.

Evelyn took a pace and then stared at Austen with her mouth and eyes wide open. She could feel the entrapped phallus slide between her pelvic muscles as her legs moved, an effect quite different from the belt Principal Edwards had insisted on to protect her maidenhead. This one optimised security by being staked in place using a phallic dildo that was much too large to be displaced and doubling the protection it afforded by occupying the very place it was designed to guard. It even had the internal fin of the academy’s belt that slipped between her labia and vaginal cleft to prevent the front panel being slid aside where it folded over her pubic mound.

From now on, she’ll have to struggle with a monster iron cock locked inside her and there was absolutely nothing she’ll be able to do to either alleviate or capitalise on its effect.

“The integrated post pegs the plate in place so you can't slide it aside,” said Austen speaking for the first time. “And the plate is designed to completely enclose your vulva to defeat any attempt you might make to touch your nubbin.”

“My lord…” she murmured with a weak voice.

“It’s for your own good, Evelyn. Yours and mine. It will protect your health and safeguard your mortal soul at the same time as securing my investment. It has holes on the underside to allow urination and a ring around your anus to permit natural bodily functions, and I’ll allow Irene to remove it for a short time every week so that you can wash; more often during red weeks. Smith, you may now remove the cuffs from her hands.”

“Thank you, sir,” she murmured and sank back despondently onto her bunk, only to jump up again before reseating herself with more care.


Chapter 23: A Fall from Favour

Life changed within the Austen household. The days seemed longer with less to do. Lord Austen seemed less inclined to call upon Evelyn’s services and when he did, the required service was always just oral relief, which did little to sate Evelyn’s burgeoning need.

Annie sometimes stayed to talk for a few minutes when she came to empty the pot. She understood what Evelyn was enduring and was still grateful to Evelyn for negotiating a relaxation in her living conditions, but she would never stay for long and seemed reluctant to appear too friendly. Irene was much less forthcoming and Evelyn suspected it was her religion and the religious doctrine regarding self-stimulation that had drawn a veil between them.

Days passed and Evelyn exhausted her small library of books, but was reluctant to ask for more. She watched the sheep in the pasture outside her window until she believed she could recognise individuals, and she listened intently to footsteps and voices outside her door, indications that there was, indeed, life beyond the door.

And then one day, she heard the deep tones of Lord Austen’s voice disturbing the usual silence, followed by the hi-pitched giggling of a woman. The sounds stopped outside her door; in fact, someone actually bumped into the door, but the voices continued without anyone entering. More giggling and talking, but too indistinct to make out words. Then the words: “Go on, then… Open it,” voiced by the woman.

The door burst open and Alison almost fell into the room, stumbling forward with one hand reaching for the bars of the cage while the other held a wine glass and slopped claret onto the bare boards. She was no longer wearing an outer gown, only her petticoats and an embroidered satin corset over a muslin chemise.

“And there she is… Your little slave slut with a giant iron cock locked inside her cunt.” She stood unsteadily staring at the black device locked between Evelyn’s pale thighs. “What’s it feel like, bitch? As good as Giles?”

“You know I never had any relations with your husband.”

“No, but you'd like to, wouldn’t you. But now you can't. Such a shame…”

“Come on… Let’s leave her. We have unfinished business…” said Austen trying to lead her away.

“No, no, no… I want to see how well you’ve trained her. Let’s take her with us.”

Austen grinned at the obviously intoxicated Alison. “You are a very wicked woman, Lady Moore, very wicked.”

She turned to him, flung her arms about his neck, and kissed him. “And you, Lord Theodore Austen, Baron of Trellech, are a very sexy man.”

Austen considered the situation for a few seconds and then unlocked the cage door, telling Evelyn to follow them. He took Alison by the arm and steered her back along the corridor to his own rooms.

“Suck on his cock, slut… Show me how you did Giles.”

“I have never touched Sir Giles Moore.”

“And I don’t believe you. Go on… on your knees and start sucking.”

Evelyn looked at Austen, and he turned a grinning face from Alison to land a penetrating stare at Evelyn while seating himself on the edge of a side chair. Evelyn took the hint and settled between his legs to unfasten his clothing.

“Oh… She’s good, isn't she. Obviously, her calling in life.” And then Alison turned her attention to Austen and she stretched the delicate chemise over one shoulder to extract her arm, and then pulled her other arm free. Now she could fold the garment over the top edge of the corset to free both breasts and reveal their small, pink teats. “So, my dear… Can I interest you in a little suck of these,” and she leant forward to press herself against his mouth. Evelyn watched, but continued with her allotted task.

Evelyn had to admit that she was actually enjoying the experience despite the presence of Alison complicating the situation. It was partly because what she was doing was infinitely better that sitting alone in her cage, and partly because her small, repetitive movements were imparting just enough stimulation around the iron phallus to encourage the production of arousal fluid, and it felt good. Then Alison gave her a push and she toppled sideways.

“My turn…”

Evelyn moved away and watched from a distance, inevitably forming a judgement regarding Alison’s technique which was neither as smooth nor as deep as her own. Quite suddenly, Austen stood and pulled Alison to her feet, kissed her lips, and then lifted her bodily to drop her onto the thick mattress of his bed. She giggled and lifted her knees to ruck up her petticoats and reveal a mass of dark pubic hair before Austen dropped down on top of her to conceal her again.

Their lovemaking was noisy and graceless, but driven by a feverish lust that kept Austen pumping like a steam engine and Alison flailing about beneath him anxious to encourage his less extreme thrusts whilst flinching when he hit her cervix.

An ear-piercing scream announced the arrival of Alison’s paroxysm, and the subsequent ever-increasing grunts of exertion that suddenly stopped revealed that Austen, too, had achieved orgasm. They lay quietly together, Austen flat across Alison’s body and Alison staring up at the ceiling. Then she saw Evelyn.

“The bitch has been watching us.”

As Austen stirred and looked over his shoulder, it was evident that both of them had forgotten Evelyn was there.

“What you’ve seen today doesn’t leave this room,” he growled as he extracted himself from Alison and struggled to his feet.

“Of course, sir.”

“You can't trust her… You can't trust a word she says.”

Alison pushed herself up to roll clumsily from the mattress. She was still a little unsteady on her feet, but sobering rapidly.

“You need to keep her gagged. If Giles finds out, that’ll be the end of my shopping trips to Newport.”

“Tempting as it may be, I don’t think gagging her is the answer.”

“Truly, sir, I won't utter a word about today.”

“You cannot trust the bitch. Even her mother’s abandoned her after her father left them… Dead in the backstreets of Calcutta from syphilis, no doubt.”

“That’s not so…” protested Evelyn stepping towards Alison.

“Are you calling me a liar, slut?” and she slapped Evelyn hard on the cheek. Evelyn stepped back in shock, stared at Alison’s grinning face, and then launched herself at the woman, both of them falling against the side of the bed with screams and curses.

Austen stared down at the cat fight for long seconds while Alison grabbed handfuls of Evelyn’s hair, but then Evelyn, with a move that would impress the best prize-fighter, pushed Alison over backwards, rolling with her to flip her again. The result was that Alison was left flat on her belly on the floor with her petticoats wrapped about her waist and Evelyn sitting on her back. Alison was now unable to move and screamed at Evelyn in frustration.

That was the moment that Austen stepped in and grabbed Evelyn by the arm to haul her to her feet.

“She attacked me…” shrieked Alison. “Your slave attacked me, a lady… You have to whip her.”

“She slapped me,” protested Evelyn, but Austen just demanded silence.

He pulled the call cord and Alison hurried stood and rearranged her clothing before Irene arrived.

Irene entered and Austen told her to take Evelyn back to her cage… “And don’t feed her.”

Evelyn looked in turn at all three faces staring back at her and then almost stamped her foot before turning on her heel and stalking from the room.

✽✽✽

The Baron of Trellech presents his compliments to Sir Giles Moore, Baronet, and Lady Moore, and requests the honour of their company at a Dinner Party to be given at Llanywyd Hall on Thursday the fifteenth of July, at five o'clock in the evening.

The Baron proposes to receive a small company of friends on that occasion, and would esteem it a particular favour if Sir Giles and Lady Moore would add to the pleasure of the assembly by their presence.

Llanywyd Hall

July 1830

“Ooo… A party,” cooed Alison. “That’ll be wonderful; the baron is such a good host. Who else do you think he’s invited?”

“Mayor Griffith perhaps and the local rector, no doubt. Beyond that, I have no idea.”

“Well, it will be fun in any case. I think I might wear yellow.”

“As you wish. It is your most expensive gown to date.”

“You do want me to look like a baronet’s wife, don’t you?”

“I want you to act like one and not parade around like a peacock.”

“A peacock is male; you mean a peahen.”

“A peahen isn't half gaudy enough for what you wear.”

Alison just grinned. “And my new bonnet with the ostrich feathers.”

“Perfect,” said Giles with the most sarcastic tone he could manage.

✽✽✽

“Welcome one and all,” said Austen effusively. “I am so glad everyone could make it.”

“Good of you to invite us, Theodore. I couldn’t keep Alison away after the reception you gave us last time.”

“Yes… I still feel embarrassed about that. A result of trifling with the girl’s emotions without paying sufficient regard to the consequences.”

“I was not referring to Evelyn, but now you’ve brought her up, will she be joining us for dinner?”

“Ah… She will not be dining with us,” said Austen choosing his words carefully. “She has fallen somewhat from my favour.”

Cora was standing behind Giles and Lady Moore, and her ears pricked up with the news.

“How so?” she asked unable to contain her apprehension. She was with her parents and the boy she’d brought with her as a partner for the evening, the party waiting their turn to be received by their host.

“Ah, good evening, Mr and Mrs Hawthorne, and Cora Hawthorne and…” Austen looked expectantly at the young man beside her.

“Cornet William Davies, sir, 11th Light Dragoons.”

“Well, welcome Cornet Davies.”

“You mentioned Evelyn, Lord Austen,” said Cora. “Has something happened? She sounded so happy when she wrote to me. Will I be able to see her this evening?”

“As I told Sir Giles, Evelyn will not be dining with us, but she will be attending the dinner; I believe she will be assisting to serve the wine.”

“Cora is very keen to have words with Evelyn,” said Mr Hawthorne.

“Indeed… and there may well be an opportunity after the meal.”

“Who is Evelyn?” asked Cora’s companion William.

“She’s a friend of mine. She lives here with Baron Austen. You won't remember, but you have actually met her at that ball in Abergavenny.”

“Blue gown, tall with fair hair… I remember her well. I remember her dancing with Lord Austen, and now she’s living in the same house. Has he employed her as a housekeeper?”

“Something like that.”

Austen moved along his line of guests to talk to the rather diminutive Reverend Reginald Eton, rector of the local parish, and his wife, a much larger woman with a hearty laugh. That gave Giles the opportunity to greet his friends.

“Michael and Mrs Hawthorne, so good to see you again. And Cora…”

“Good evening, Sir Giles, Lady Moore. May I present my companion William Davies,” and Cora stepped aside for William to acknowledge Sir Giles with a discrete bow. Cora lowered her voice: “Did I hear Lord Austen say that Evelyn has fallen out of favour?”

Alison couldn’t avoid a barely concealed chuckle. “The girl’s lucky to still have a roof over her head.”

“Whatever happened. I thought she was doing so well here.”

Giles jumped in before his wife could offer her own explanation. “Perhaps it will better if she tells you herself.”

The party was augmented by Mayor Griffith, a mature, tall, thin man who seemed swamped by his suit, and his much younger wife, and a final couple: a big man with long, dark hair and a thick beard whom Lord Austen introduced as Mr Glynn Hughes, his mine manager from Tredegar. With him was his wife, an equally dark woman, short, but with a substantial waist.

That completed the dinner party of a dozen couples with Lord Austen making thirteen. They moved en mass into the sitting room and Tugwell, the butler, provided madeira, whisky, or lemonade as required. There was still no sign of Evelyn.

Cora saw Alison deep in conversation with Lord Austen and took the opportunity to speak candidly with Giles Moore, with William hovering at her side.

“We received a letter from Evelyn and visited Theodore two weeks ago for a meal,” said Giles, “And at that time, Evelyn appeared well placed. She joined us in the afternoon wearing a very pretty cotton dress and seemed happy and relaxed when we wandered about the gardens. She would have joined us for the meal but for the fact that she drank whisky for what was probably the first time and it went to her head, so instead, she retired early to sleep it off. At the time, Theodore seemed quite taken with her and spoke of her with affection…”

“I, too, received a letter from her in mid-June and got the same impression, but I haven't heard from her since. Do you know what has happened to cause her to fall from favour?”

“There was an unfortunate episode at the end of our visit when we went to wish her a goodnight before departing. Theodore opened the door to her room quietly in case she was asleep, but she wasn’t. She was in her cage…”

“Her cage!” exclaimed William in surprise, but both Giles and Cora ignored him.

“She was lying naked on her bunk with her eyes closed and a hand between her thighs. It’s fair to say she was still probably inebriated, but I regret to say that what she was doing was ill-advised.”

“And that was enough for her to fall from grace?”

“Who’s to say.”

“Why was she in a cage? Is she dangerous?”

“Oh, William… Please don’t concern yourself. Just remember that she’s a close friend of mine.” Cora glanced at Giles and added, “And Sir Giles.”

✽✽✽

In due course, the party filed into the dining room and took their seats as directed by the place settings: Austen at the end of the long table with Giles and Alison either side of him, then Cora and William. Mr Hughes and his wife were next with Cora’s parents further down the table with Mayor Griffith and Reverend Eton.

Cora looked around for Evelyn, but the room was, as yet, empty of servants. Then the door opened and Tugwell entered carrying a tray of wine bottles followed by Evelyn with her shackle chain tapping against the floorboards. Tugwell placed the tray on the sideboard and Evelyn stood dutifully beside it. Cora gasped and made to stand, but Giles put a restraining hand on her arm.

William looked at Cora’s expression, and then strained to look over his shoulder to see what had affected her so. “She’s an inducted slave!”


Chapter 24: A Dinner Party

Cora sat staring open-mouthed at Evelyn, whereas Evelyn appeared composed with an expressionless face that gazed over the heads of the diners. What Cora and the other diners saw was a substantially naked girl standing with her hands locked together in a rigid metal cuff that was linked to her collar by an extension rod. She presently had her hands hanging down by her waist and could swing them out on the end of the rod, but could neither raise them to cover her breasts, nor lower them to conceal her naked sex.

She was partially clothed in a small corset of black satin with gathered red lace trim below her breasts and along its lower edge above her pubic mound. The garment was there only to embellish, not to conceal, and seemed to have been drawn particularly tight to emphasise her decorated breasts and the width of her hips. Its colour was repeated by the black silk stockings supported by red ribbons and the black leather ankle boots.

And still Cora stared at her; in particular, at her extravagant makeup. It was unusual to see a woman heavily made up because it was considered crass and ignorant. Subtle face powder with a little rouge for the cheeks was the norm, but Evelyn seemed to have taken beautifying her face and body well beyond extreme. Her fair hair had been washed, but no attempt had been made style it and it hung in loose curls over her shoulders, but her cosmetics had been liberally applied. Her face was white with heavily applied ground rice powder and her eyelids, eye brows, and lashes were black with kohl. Carmine had been used as a blusher on her cheeks and mixed with tallow to colour her lips a bright scarlet tone, and that same colour repeated on her nipples and areolae, her labial lips, and to draw attention to her vaginal crease on her now denuded mound.

“Please pour the wine, Evelyn,” said Austen and smiled at the girl. Cora was still watching her closely as she picked up a bottle of claret with both hands and shuffled to Austen’s righthand-side before leaning over the table with her restricted reach, careful not to touch the polished wood of its surface with her nipples.

“Do not speak,” cautioned Giles with a whisper as Cora watched Evelyn struggling.

Austen nodded and Evelyn straightened, moved to Giles’ righthand side next to Cora, and leant low again to reach his glass.

“Thank you,” he said, and she straightened without comment. Then she walked around Cora.

“Claret, madam?”

“Please,” whispered Cora and moved her glass closer, conscious that Evelyn’s red-painted nipples were almost touching her arm. “Thank you…”

“Madam,” she murmured and moved on to Mr Hughes, silent except for her ankle chain dragging across the boards.

Evelyn stayed in the room for the entire dinner, serving the wine as necessary, although she was unable to render more assistance with her hands so tightly linked together. Cora consequently found the atmosphere during the dinner strained, as did Giles and her parents, but most members of the party seemed to enjoy themselves, in particular William and Alison, both of whom were in high spirits.

The table was laid for the first course with several dishes laid out so that the diners could help themselves and choose from clear turtle soup, boiled salmon with lobster sauce, roast fowl, veal cutlets, or pigeon pie, all served with seasonal vegetables.

After the first course was cleared, another complete arrangement appeared with roast haunch of venison, saddle of mutton, roast beef, game birds, and ham with more vegetables. Evelyn changed the wine from claret to hock or sherry, and then stepped back to watch the diners in silence.

By half-seven, the table was cleared again and re-laid for the final course: the dessert. Plates of fresh grapes, peaches, pears, nuts, jellies, trifles, and plum pudding with custard, all augmented by Evelyn bringing around port, and madeira.

An hour later, the ladies withdrew to the drawing room to leave the gentlemen at the table to enjoy port, brandy, and cigars, with Evelyn staying to serve them as required.

“You're friendly with that girl, aren't you?” Alison asked Cora when they were all comfortably seated in the drawing room, knowing full well they were school friends.

“I used to know her.”

“It must be difficult now she’s nothing more than a sex slave.”

“Her present circumstance is not her fault.”

“Oh, my dear, I must disagree with you there. Much of her present conditions are very much her own fault. I have it on good authority that she actually attacked a woman; and aristocratic lady no less.”

“Evelyn! I find that difficult to believe. Do you think she was provoked?”

Alison smiled. “Provoked or not, it doesn’t do for a slave to physically attack an aristocrat.”

Cora looked at the woman and then, in a moment of inspiration, asked, “It was you she attacked, wasn’t it?”

“And it was completely unprovoked…”

“Was this when you visited Lord Austen with Sir Giles? He didn’t mention the incident to me.”

Alison was momentarily stumped, but then asked, “And why should he?”

“No, you're right… Well, I'm sorry to hear that. I'd like to think that it was in the heat of the moment and she meant no real harm.”

“Meant or not, it’s got her into a lot of trouble.”

“Can you help her?”

Alison looked sympathetic. “I’ll see what I can do.”

Cora gave her an encouraging smile, but it was all a charade; she had no illusions about the trouble Evelyn was in or the cause of those troubles.

Meanwhile, in the dining room Austen was still unaware of the true depth of Giles feelings for Evelyn and was surprised at his reaction when he suggested that Evelyn would welcome some exercise later if anyone was interested.

“Good heavens, Giles. I didn’t mean full-blown intercourse; this isn't a brothel. I was merely referring to a little oral excitation. That would be alright, wouldn’t it, Evelyn?”

“Yes, Lord Austen,” but she looked less than enamoured with the idea.

“What about it, Giles? Do you fancy a go? Alison would never get to hear of it.”

“I think not, Theodore, but thank you for the offer.”

“I'd like a go,” piped up William and Evelyn regarded his broad smile with an impassive stare.

“I think Cora wanted to talk with Evelyn,” said James Hawthorne.

“Ah yes, I remember her asking. Well, perhaps we could combine Cora’s visit with Williams; kill two birds, so to speak.”

✽✽✽

Brady and cigars exhausted, the gentlemen joined the ladies in the drawing room while Austen led Evelyn into one of the spare bedrooms on the first floor, only to join his guests some ten minutes later.

“Shall we make up a table for whist?” he asked and received an enthusiastic response.

“You said I might speak with Evelyn,” said Cora.

“I did, and you can. She’s waiting for you upstairs; first room on the right.”

“Is she alone?”

“Of course. You'll have complete privacy. Perhaps you should take William. I believe he would like time with her too.”

Cora looked suspiciously at her companion, but he just smiled. Then she looked at Giles who gave a slight nod, so she excused herself from the party and left with William hard on her heels.

The first room on the right turned out to be a spare bedroom and Evelyn was standing beside an ornate dressing table facing a giant bed. And she was, indeed, alone.

“Evelyn,” murmured Cora and rushed over to her to give her friend a hug. “Oh, Evelyn… What’s going on? I thought you were happy here. Giles told me you were free of restraints and clothed when he saw you, but then he said you were seen to be, well… entertaining yourself.”

Evelyn gave her friend a pale smile. She was still restricted in her movements just as she’d been during dinner and was unable to return the hug, but appreciated the quick kiss Cora had planted on her lips.

“It’s true. I’d had much too much whisky and was drunk. What’s more, Lord Austen had recently been intimate with me and I was thinking thoughts no self-respecting woman ever should. I’d discovered paroxysms, Cora… If you’ve never experienced one, you’ve no idea how wonderful they can be. Each time Lord Austen used me as his paramour, my whole body had spasmed all in a rush as if a dam had suddenly burst over me and I was filled with a sensation of extreme euphoria. Then I found I could reproduce the experience using manipulation and rubbing the parts Lord Austen had excited with his movements.”

“They say doing that can be hazardous to health.”

“I know what they say and I don’t believe them. If God had meant for us not to do it, he wouldn’t have made it feel so good. Anyway, Lord Austen is very traditional when it comes to that sort of thing and felt he had to take steps to curtail what I was doing.”

“And that’s why you were presented like a… a…”

“A clown in a burlesque pantomime?”

“I wasn’t going to say that.”

“No. That wasn’t the reason. He got a blacksmith to make me another chastity guard to stop me doing it again and, believe me, it makes life hell.”

“Like you had before at the college?”

“Sort of… But because I’m no longer a maiden, the blacksmith could use a much large peg to prevent me sliding it aside.”

“A much larger peg!” repeated Cora with wide eyes.

“Very much larger. In fact, it couldn’t really be any larger without causing me serious injury, and you wouldn’t believe how frustrating it can be to have that locked into you all the time and not be able to quell the resultant itch.”

“Oh, Evelyn. I'm so sorry. But you're not wearing it now.”

“No, but I'm sure it’s going to be refitted later before my hands are freed. I think he just wanted to show me off to his friends tonight.”

Cora nodded slowly as if she understood. “So, why have you been demoted to naked skivvy?”

“I had a fight with Alison. She insulted my father and then slapped me, so I slapped her back. Then she jumped on me and started pulling my hair. We were rolling about on the floor and Lord Austen had to pull us apart. Apparently, it’s not good form for a slave to start fighting with an aristocratic lady.”

“But Sir Giles told me nothing of this.”

“He doesn’t know. She was here by herself.”

“But…” began Cora.

“I can't say more. I would be in real trouble if I suggested that Alison was having an affair with Lord Austen behind Sir Giles’ back.”

“You're not going to tell him?” asked William and the girls suddenly remembered that he’d been party to their entire conversation.

“You mustn’t say anything to Sir Giles, William. Promise?” said Cora sternly and he visibly shrank under her piercing gaze. “Right…” she continued. “Leave this with me. Alison has told me she’d had a fight with you, and if Giles is unaware of the fact, he can draw his own conclusion about when it happened. Meantime, why are we standing up here? Come and sit on the settee with me.”

“I can't,” said Evelyn in a quiet voice. “My chain isn't long enough.”

Cora looked down to see a chain hanging down behind her legs and padlocked to a ring set into the wall just above floor level, but she couldn’t see where the other end terminated.

“Is that locked to you?” and Evelyn nodded slowly. Then, in response to Cora’s questioning look, she turned around. The chain was about three-foot-long and padlocked to a metal ring on the end of a complex-looking anal plug.

Cora reached out to grab the it, but Evelyn was quick to cry out. “Don’t pull it. Lord Austen has opened the plug inside me by twisting its shaft and then he’s locked it open. It won't come out now until the padlock with the chain is removed and the device closed inside me.”

“That’s… Oh my God; that’s so cruel.”

“He’s left me here in case any of his friends want their cocks sucked.” Then she looked at William. “It’s why your friend’s here.”

Cora spun around to confront William and he held his hands up defensively in case she was about to hit him.

“She said it was alright and she didn’t mind,” he said and Cora looked back to Evelyn.

“It’s what is expected of me. It’s what I am,” she said. “I'm not really in a position to refuse anyone.”

“Well, I can tell you now that you're not going to be sucking William.”

“And if I don’t and Lord Austen gets to hear of it, it’ll be bad for me,” she said without offering any more details. “He’ll be bound to ask.”

“And William can say you did it.”

They both looked at William looking back with frightened eyes. “Does he look to you as if he can lie convincingly?” and Cora had to shake her head.

“Well, if you must, I'm staying. I’ll not have him abuse you more than absolutely necessary.”

“It’s not abuse if it’s done with my consent,” and she sank to her knees, wriggled forward, and looked up expectantly at William.

“Is she going to do it, then?” he asked in amazement.

“Yes, she is. It’s your lucky night, so get yourself out of those britches and give her your cock to suck.”

William hesitated, then frantically tore at his belt and the fastenings of his clothing until a semi-flaccid cock sprung free and bobbed before Evelyn’s face.

“He’s not very hard,” observed Cora.

“It doesn’t matter; he soon will be,” and she licked all around his glans before drawing the silky head between her lips with a hard suction. William gave a surprised yelp and clapped his hands around Evelyn’s head as his penis rapidly hardened.

“Don’t pull her head,” Cora shouted and slapped the back of his head, and his hands sprung away as if her hair was on fire. “Right… Hold your shaft steady because Evelyn can't reach you with her hands,” and he dutifully reached between groin and lips to grip himself with finger and thumb. Evelyn had set up a rhythm with her head bobbing in and out, but soon William began to augment the motion by pumping his hips with ever increasing amplitude to increase the depth of each lunge. Then he began to move faster until he and Evelyn became out of phase which resulted in them both moving in the same direction with no change to penetration at all.

Evelyn immediately saw the futility of trying to control Cora’s over-excited male escort who was obviously well beyond rational thought and decided to leave the movements up to him. Consequently, when he pumped his hips more, he went deeper into her throat, and when he moved faster, friction increased and Evelyn’s eyes opened wider. Suddenly, he grabbed her head again and pulled her tight against his groin, holding her there while he ejaculated deep into her throat with Cora shouting at him and beating him on his shoulder with her fists.

After a dozen or so heartbeats, he released her head and stepped back, slipping from her lips and leaving Evelyn feverishly trying to swallow and clear her mouth.

“There… I hope you're satisfied,” berated Cora and was rewarded with William’s face set in a silly grin. “And don’t think you'll ever get the same from me.”

She helped Evelyn to her feet and supported her when she gasped and was pulled back towards the wall by the short chain.

“Are you alright?”

Evelyn nodded and looked at William’s happy face. “That was a quick one.”

“Oh, Evelyn… What’s to become of you?”

“I’ll be fine. Lord Austen is cross with me now, but he won't harm me and one day soon I’ll be free to move around again, hopefully without the iron cock locked inside me.”

That was the moment when there was a tentative knock on the door and when Cora opened it, she was met with a beatific smile from the Reverend Reginald Eton.

“Have you finished with her, my child. I feel the poor girl is in need of some religious instruction and solace.”

Cora stared at him for several seconds and then murmured, “One moment, please,” and shut the door again. “It’s the reverend,” she whispered.

“Better send him in.”

“When will I see you again?” but Evelyn just shrugged. “Bye…” she murmured, and then leaned in to enfold Evelyn in her arms and kiss her scarlet-coloured lips that were still sticky with William’s residue.


Chapter 25: A Chance of Reprieval

Giles Moore was particularly quiet during the journey back to the hotel that evening and Alison thought she knew why.

“That little bitch of Theodore’s told you, didn’t she? Told you that I visited Theodore?”

“While you professed to be shopping in Newport? Actually, no… It was Cora Hawthorne who mentioned that you and Evelyn had fought, and I knew it wasn’t when I was with you.”

Alison smiled. “I would have told you and I'm glad you now know, but what you don’t know is that it’s happened more than once; four times, in fact. I find Theodore such a nice man; so generous and accommodating, and Llanywyd Hall is such a breath of fresh air compared to our cramped house.”

“Glaswyn Hall is not small; it’s got twenty rooms… How many do you need?” And then when Alison offered no response, “Llanywyd is certainly the larger,” murmured Giles under his breath.

“It is, and Lord Theodore Austen is a Baron. If I were married to him, I'd be a baroness rather than just Lady Moore.”

“Is that what you want? Is it what Theodore wants?”

“He says I should ask you for a divorce.”

“But we've only been married two months.”

“All the better then. There’s no point in extended a relationship that’s obviously not working.

“And how do you expect me to afford a divorce? Do you realise how expensive they can be. It involves petitioning the Lords for a Private Act of Parliament to dissolve the marriage and that would be after an ecclesiastical court granted a separation.”

“Theodore is a lord. He sits in the House of Lords. Ask him; I'm sure he’ll be pleased to help you.”

“Is this really what you want?”

“Talk to Theodore.”

✽✽✽

Giles put the two glasses of brandy down on the small table and took his seat in the corner of the country inn. Opposite him sat his friend and nemesis: the man who had just stolen his new wife.

“I would like nothing better, but is this really what you want?” he said.

Theodore pulled a cigar case from his pocket and offered a cheroot to Giles. Then he took a spill, lit it from the nearest candle, and then lit both cigars.

“I find Alison fun, exciting, and exotically beautiful.”

“She certainly has an attractive body, but the mind of a witch.”

Theodore grinned. “Perhaps that’s what one needs in a woman to make life exciting.”

“Well, you're welcome to her.”

“I want to marry her.”

“You're serious, aren't you? Alison told me you'd asked her about a divorce, but I'm afraid that’s out of the question; I don’t have the funds. It would cost more than a thousand guineas and require an act of parliament as well as the cost of the religious judgement. Take her, by all means, but a divorce: no.”

“Such a compromise just won't do. I am a member of the House of Lords and cannot be seen to be living with another man’s wife. But such high office does come with its own benefits: the parliamentary act would present little difficulty and could be discretely expedited, and I happen to be acquainted with the Chancellor of the Diocese of Llandaff who would be hearing the petition in the Consistory Court. Furthermore, I recognise that you are the innocent party in this matter whereas I, shall we say, encouraged the lady, so I am prepared to stand the costs. In any case, they are likely to be considerably less than the last woman I bought.”

“That’s very generous of you and I accept your generosity, but on the subject of Evelyn, are you prepared to turn her over into my care?”

Austen laughed. “You ask too much, Giles. The wench cost me a fortune.”

“But you're no longer considering her to be a companion and servant girls come cheap. What is more, I know for a fact that Evelyn and Alison are totally incompatible; you'll have a war on your hands.”

“Evelyn is a very special type of servant and her I can control; Alison maybe less so, but I feel in time they will develop a workable relationship. So, send over your surplus spouse and I will house her while the divorce is progressed, but no… I will not trade Evelyn.”

✽✽✽

Alison arrived at Llanywyd Hall three days later in one of Sir Giles’ carriages and was followed by a box cart that transported her wardrobe and other possessions. She took the room next door to Theodore’s own and by the evening considered herself fully installed. Then she and Theodore visited Evelyn.

“Hello, Evelyn,” she said sweetly when she entered the room. Evelyn was sitting on her bunk hugging her knees and gazing out the window, and looked in surprise at her late evening visitor.

“Lady Moore…”

“I see you have forgotten about standing when a lady enters the room, and not for the first time?”

Evelyn swivelled her feet around to stand and, with no trace of animosity, welcomed Alison and Austen. Alison was grinning as she approached the bars and stared at Evelyn’s bare breasts and the iron belt locked between her legs.

“Still housing an iron cock, I see. You must be getting quite used to that thing by now.” She waited for Evelyn to respond, but the girl remained silent. “I thought I’d deliver the good news personally: I have moved in here with Theodore permanently; Giles and I will be divorcing.”

Evelyn looked at Austen and could see that Alison was speaking the truth, but still she had nothing to say.

“Aren't you going to congratulate me? I'm going to be a baroness and your new mistress.”

“Congratulations, Lady Moore…” and Alison frowned; somehow, Evelyn’s reaction didn’t seem enough.

“Come, Alison,” said Austen. “Let’s celebrate your arrival,” and he steered her back out the door to leave Evelyn to her thoughts, and those thoughts weren’t good.

Life for Evelyn was quiet for the next few days, suspiciously so. Whereas, the drawing room was the location for lively discussions.

“Aren't I enough for you, Theodore? She’s just an inducted slave that you can use as a servant.”

“I can get servant girls two-a-penny. Evelyn cost me a small fortune and is much more than a mere servant. A servant can just leave if she’s unhappy. Evelyn can't; she doesn’t have that choice. Anyway, it wasn’t so long ago when you were encouraging her to suck on me.”

“That was different and I was drunk. I just don’t like the thought of you having relations with her.”

“They're not relations; they're sexual interactions, and it’s not necessarily just for me, she can be here to serve both of us.”

“You want to invite her to suck me?”

“Why not? You're her mistress; she should do as you say.”

“She hates me so much she’d bite me.”

“I don’t think she would dare, but there are precautions we can take.”

“And what if you make her pregnant? What then?”

“I've been careful with the time of month to avoid that possibility, but if you're worried, I can avoid that hole altogether.”

“Only the most beastly and degenerate of bitches get fucked in their arse, but I suppose that makes it quite appropriate for the slut, although I'm still not happy about it. It'll be like sharing you with her.”

“Then we just need to make it clear that she’s not being shared; she’s being used as and when either of us feels so inclined. If she’s properly restrained and has no say in how we progress, it won't feel as if she’s your equal, so you won't feel the same about it.”

“You're proposing to tie her to the bed?”

Theodore smiled. “We can be a lot more sophisticated than that. I’ll get the carpenter and smith to make up a frame that'll hold her steady.”

Despite what Theodore said to Alison, later that afternoon he went to speak with Evelyn. It had only been a few weeks since the dinner party and one since Alison had moved in. She stood when he entered with her hands at her sides.

“We’ve not seen much of each other recently,” he said to initiate a dialogue.

“No, sir.” It had actually been almost a month since their last sexual encounter, and then it only involved Evelyn hosting Austen’s cock in her mouth.

He looked at the iron about her loins and ankles.

“When was the last time that belt was removed?”

“Seven days ago, sir. Irene is due to remove it for a short time this evening so I can wash.”

Then he glanced about the small cage taking in the limited space she had in front of the bunk and the low ceiling bars. “Not much room for exercise in there, is there?”

“No, sir.”

“It’s not good for you to be cooped up for so long. I’ll have to see about giving you some exercise. Meanwhile, Lady Moore and I have been discussing becoming more… intimate with you. Would you like that?”

Austen and Alison becoming intimate; that was new, but anything was better than spending every day and night alone in the small cage.

“Yes, sir,” she answered and Austen smiled.

“Lady Moore is cautious and would like assurance that you wouldn’t try to injure her in any way.”

“I wouldn’t do that, sir.”

“No, I told her that, but verbal reassurance by itself is not enough. She would like you restrained in a manner that assures her safety. Would that be a problem for you?”

“No, sir. Not at all. I am yours to command as you see fit.”

“Good. That’s exactly what I thought you'd say. We've not seen eye-to-eye for a while now and I hope this will thaw relations somewhat. I think you're a good girl, Evelyn, and it was unfortunate that you and Lady Moore fell out so, but I have high hopes that this will heal the rift. Meanwhile, I’ll arrange for some more reading books for you from my library.”

Evelyn saw it all for what it was: a bribe to secure her cooperation, but she didn’t care. Whether she cooperated or not, the outcome would be the same, so she may as well let him know that she was looking forward to being strapped down and fucked. She smiled; in actual fact, she was.

✽✽✽

Another eight days passed before Evelyn saw either Austen or Alison, and then they both came together. She’d been expecting them because Irene had given her warning so she could prepare herself with clean hair and makeup. It was seven o'clock in the evening when they came and the weather was warm, so Alison was wearing a light, two-piece cotton dress printed with red roses. She’d made an effort with a high hairstyle and subtle makeup while Austen was looking his usual dashing self in a crisp white shirt and beige coloured britches.

“Oh look… Our little pet is all ready for us,” giggled Alison. “And looking so pretty too.”

Austen unlocked the cage and Evelyn stepped out to start her adventure. He led her along the main corridor to his own room and the three of them entered, and there, in pride of place in the centre of the floor, was the bondage frame that Austen had had made especially for Evelyn.

It was in the form of a small wooden table made from oak that had been lacquered to a high gloss and fitted with metal jacks and handwheels that could adjust its height. It was only two-foot-long and two-foot-wide, with two short posts on the corners of one end, and a small platform at the opposite end that could be hinged to drop vertically, or raised to extend the surface of the table. Presently, it was in its elevated position.

There were various leather straps on the posts and another on the extension platform, but Evelyn was confused as to how Austen intended to use the unusual piece of furniture.

“Face me, Evelyn,” said Austen and knelt before her. He was holding the key to her belt and by removing the single padlock, the crotch plates could be dropped to unsheathe the iron dildo that had caused Evelyn so much consternation, and then the waistband unclipped from her waist. Once free of the device, Evelyn couldn’t avoid giving both her master and her mistress a smile.

“I expect you're pleased to be free of that for a while,” said Austen. She agreed and immediately dropped a hand to touch herself, but Austen warned her against the deed and she gave him another guilty grin.

“This is to prevent you from accidentally biting,” and he held out a ring gag. Of course, she had no intention of biting anyone, but understood Alison’s wariness. She opened her mouth and Austen pressed the ring behind her teeth and buckled the strap behind her neck. It was a simple thing so easily fitted, but its consequence came as a huge surprise. Yes, it prevented her from closing her mouth, but in doing so, stopped her being able to speak intelligibly or to swallow. What’s more, it left her feeling very vulnerable; anything could be put in her mouth; she had no way to prevent it and no intelligible voice to argue against it. But it was done now and she couldn’t undo it.

Austen led her around to the foot of the table between the twin posts and told her first to sit on the edge, and then to lie back onto the table’s surface. The table wasn’t long enough even with the extension flap under her head, but then she was instructed to wriggle down a little until her wrists were against the straps. This positioned her wrists on the outside edge of the posts near the table’s surface, but meant that her legs and lower back overhung the end of the table. That situation was easily cured when Austen told her to lift her legs over the top of the posts and fold them so that her ankles were against the second pair of straps just above her wrists.

Evelyn now lifted her head to stare down her body between her flattened breasts and pointy nipples at her pubic mound now projecting upwards owing to the tight folding of her hips. Those hips were still overhanging the end of the table with her vulva presented high between spread thighs and her anus directly behind her between the soft twin globes of her bottom.

“Oh look, Theodore. Our little pet wants us to play with her cunt,” and Alison tickled a finger down the length of her vulva to disturb the twin protruding flaps of her minora. Evelyn squealed and tried to move to evade Alison’s touch, but her scope for wriggling was so limited it just encouraged Alison all the more.

While Austen had been connecting Evelyn’s straps, Alison had removed the thin top section of her dress, and then unfastened and let drop the skirt, leaving her wearing nought but her silk stockings held up by ribbons and her shoes. Her breasts and pink nipples hung full and soft from her chest considerably larger than Evelyn’s and quivered when she moved. Now they were quivering because she was giggling while she fingered Evelyn, spreading apart her labia so she could tweak the little bud of her clitoris and cause Evelyn’s own breasts to roll from side to side on her chest.

Meanwhile, Austen moved to Evelyn’s head end and fastened a strap that encircled her forehead. It held her head back against the extension flap and prevented her from turning it to either side. He peered down at her face now looking directly up at him and touched her tongue through her open mouth. Then he removed his shirt, showing that his chest and arms were well muscled. She’d seen them before, but never from that angle.

“What do you think, sweetie? Would you like a cock in this damp little hole of yours?” and he rolled a finger around inside her mouth as she tried to speak. “Of course, you would,” and he reached under the extension flap to turn a clamp and her head dropped back until she was looking directly at his naked groin… upside down. His erection was complete and a little daunting as it bobbed menacingly just out of reach. And then she noticed that, for some obscure reason, having completely disrobed, he’d then taken the trouble to replace his riding boots.


Chapter 26: Mistress Takes Control

Evelyn was still seeing the world upside down. Once Austen had climaxed into her mouth, he’d withdrawn and pushed a soft leather plug into the ring that was keeping her jaws apart, so now she could barely make any sound, but at least she could swallow to try to clear the semen that had collected in her cheeks. All the time Austen was pumping her face, Alison had been amusing herself by bringing Evelyn to the brink of a paroxysm, and then pausing until the spasms faded before stirring her up again. And then, at the moment that Austen had released into her throat, Alison had completed her manipulations to bring on Evelyn’s muscular spasms, but then continued well past the point when Evelyn would have preferred her to stop, leaving her squealing and squirming at the very moment that Austen was at his most excited.

Now she could see them out of the corner of her eye sitting side by side on Austen’s bed, kissing and canoodling while all she could now feel was the cool damp of her own arousal fluids evaporating from her surfaces of her vulva.

Austen pulled the call cord and a minute later, Irene entered the room, stopping dead when she saw Evelyn’s upside-down face staring at her with her breasts red where Austen had been slapping them and her protuberant vulva red and engorged as a result of Alison’s attentions. Then Irene turned to the bed where her master and mistress were sitting eccentrically clothed and grinning.

“Two brandies and sweetmeats, please, Irene.”

“Very good, sir,” she said and hurriedly left, impressing Evelyn with her composure. She was back five minutes later with the drinks and a plate of candied fruits and sugar-coated almonds that she deposited on a side table, studiously avoiding looking at any naked bodies.

Austen and Alison drank their drinks and ate their sweets, and then approached Evelyn again. Austen lifted the extension flap under her head and tightened the clamp that supported it.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asked and removed the plug from her mouth.

She managed, “Eth…” which he took as a positive response and asked if she was ready for round two. “Eth…” she repeated, which apparently was the correct response.

Now Alison appeared beside him and she was smiling as Austen lowered the head end of the table. She positioned herself over the extension flap with a leg to either side and Evelyn’s hair tickling the insides of her thighs, and Evelyn became aware that as she gazed up at the moist, engorged flesh of Alison’s underside, the table was rising again and that flesh was getting closer. Austen was turning the jacking handle and Evelyn’s open mouth was rising ever closer to Alison’s waiting vulva. It touched, but still she rose until Alison was spread snugly over her face with her mouth directly below Alison’s vagina and her chin pressing against her mistress’s clitoris.

“Oh, sweetie, you feel lovely. Stick your tongue out; see how deep you can get… and if it’s not deep enough, you get your tits slapped.”

She could feel Alison’s very own lubricating fluid dribbling into her open mouth and smell its musky odour even though her nose was almost pressed into Alison’s anus. The fluid was tasteless, which was welcome, but if Alison leaned just a little back Evelyn wouldn’t be able to breathe at all, and that was worrying. Fortunately, Alison seemed more intent on leaning forward to press with a palm on each tit. Then she felt Austen.

Conscious of the promise he’d made to Alison, he’d greased his revived erection with fat from the kitchen and was gently prodding Evelyn’s anal sphincter muscle with its tip. She tried to wriggle, but her tail-end had little more scope for movement than her head, and what scope there was disappeared entirely when Austen hooked his thumb into her vaginal tunnel and gripped her pubic bone hard. Distracted, she paused and that’s when he plunged forward straight through her muscle and into her rectum until his pubic bone pressed against her perineum. She would have screamed if she hadn’t had her mouth full of Alison.

“Does that feel good, my dear? Has she got a strong grip? I'm glad you took notice of what I was saying: lovers take their cocks in their mouths and ladies get theirs in their kitty, but it’s only the dirtiest of harlots that warrant a cock in the arse;

“Madam, if that is your wish, I shall consider your bum sacrosanct and inviolable, and excluded from the list of orifices acceptable for penetration.”

Alison smiled at her lover and leaned forward further, gripped Evelyn’s tits tighter, and rolled her pubis against Evelyn’s chin to excite her clit even more. Meanwhile, Austen, too, leaned forward still gripping Evelyn’s pubic bone both inside and out, and stretched his free arm around Alison’s neck to draw her head near enough to kiss.

It took a long time after Evelyn was returned to her cage for her to calm down enough to consider sleep. If the belt had not been relocked between her legs with the iron phallus pinning it in place, she would have almost certainly risked the ire of God and the doctors to provoke more paroxysms, but as it was, even the most fervent shaking of the belt wasn’t sufficient.

✽✽✽

The scenario was replicated almost exactly three days later, but this time in the drawing room with the images of long-dead relatives staring down from their ornate frames on the walls as the happy group whiled away their leisure.

Master and mistress swopped ends to continue their sport while below them, Evelyn was filled, tweaked, and slapped until she was totally satiated and, if not actually ecstatic, at least her libido had been temporarily calmed.

Austen unbuckled her straps and she slithered from the table to be invited to sit beside Austen on the settee. For Austen, life was beginning to feel good again. He felt he’d once more achieved a balanced and well-regulated lifestyle and grinned down at Evelyn under one arm and Alison snuggled under the other. Evelyn was grinning too, but behind a misleading façade, Alison was not.

✽✽✽

The following day, Austen and Alison collected Evelyn from her cage in the early afternoon. Austen removed her shackles and gave her shoes and a cloak to wear, and then the three of them left by the garden door for a promenade through the rose garden to where a gardener was working in a vegetable plot.

“Good afternoon, Benjamin,” said Austen.

The man replied with, “M’lord,” and touched his cap, and “Lady Moore,” to Alison. Evelyn, he looked at closely, but didn’t address.

“The new potatoes are looking good, and the early carrots.”

“Ay, m’lord. The beans and cabbages are ready too. Should be a good month if we get a drop more rain.”

Both men stared up at the cloudless sky before Austen moved off and Benjamin returned to digging up potatoes. They skirted the lines of promising-looking runner beans, turnips, and cabbages and exited through a door in the garden wall to enter into a dusty farmyard. Chickens were scavenging the ground and scurried from their path as Austen led them towards the large open doorway of a barn.

Inside, the air was cooler and dust motes danced in the still air, illuminated by the sunlight entering through the second pair of open doors immediately in front of them. To the left, the barn was almost empty except for a few sheaves of hay neatly stacked against the far wall, but to the right, two men were working milling wheat into flour. A shire horse was harnessed to a central pivot shaft by a long beam and, as it plodded round in a broad circle, it turned a heavy mill stone to crush the wheat kernels. A nose bag gave the horse something to think about and blinkers either side of its eyes limited distractions as it walked.

They watched it for a while and then retreated the way they’d come to return to the house along paths that took them to the main entrance.

“I shall have to leave for London tomorrow; there’s business I must attend to in the House of Lords. I’m not sure how long it will take, a week or two I should think, and in the meantime, I think it’s important that Evelyn gets some proper exercise. We’ve neglected her for too long and it’s unhealthy for her to be stuck in that cage all the time,” said Austen to Alison.

“You want me to walk her every day?”

“When it’s not raining. It would be good for you to get more exercise too. Is that too much to ask?”

Alison shrugged. “Of course, it’s not, and you're quite right… I’ll see she’s properly exercised,” she said looking at Evelyn.

✽✽✽

Austen left early the next morning to catch the London stage from Cardiff as it passed through Newport. Now Alison was mistress of the house and she had plenty of ideas bubbling away in her head about how she’d like to change things, and it wasn’t looking good for Evelyn.

Nothing happened until that evening when Alison entered Evelyn’s room after supper. She sat in an elbow chair in one of the window alcoves nestling a glass of wine and looking at Evelyn with an intensity that the girl found disconcerting.

“This perfectly illustrates the difference between you and me,” she said sipping her drink. “Here am I, mistress of the estate, dressed in silk and sipping a fine claret while you're, well… you're naked and locked into that tiny cage. I can go anywhere I please and see anyone I want, while you can't go anywhere, you have an iron cock locked inside you, and an iron shield stopping you touching the parts you really want to get to.”

“You don’t need to remind me, madam. I am fully aware of our dissimilarities.”

“Life can play cruel tricks, can't it? I was a college girl like you, but whereas you sunk to the level of a slave, I will be a baroness, and now I can do whatever I want and see whoever I want, while you have no say in anything. You know, I feel sorry for you not ever feeling a man moving inside you. I know you’ve had Theordore inside that little virgin hole of yours because he told me, but only twice. That doesn’t seem very much… And then he went and spoilt your game with a hairbrush and a finger, and instead, he locked that iron cock into you with the crotch plate to stop you diddling yourself. You must be really missing a man by now?”

Evelyn suspected that Alison was angling for sort of sarcastic retort and stayed silent, but Alison asked again, her voice lower and tinged with menace.

“Yes, madam.”

Alison grinned. “You know, I think it’s very cruel of him to deny you male intimacy like he does. It’s not as if preventing pregnancy is particularly difficult, but he is a naturally cautious man.”

Evelyn moved uneasily on her bunk wondering where this conversation was leading. The iron phallus inside her seemed larger than ever and she was acutely aware that Alison was staring at her naked breasts. Even after all the time since her induction, she still felt shame about being so exposed.

“And what scraps would you like to be given tomorrow. A walk in the garden, perhaps?”

“If it pleases your ladyship.”

“No, it doesn’t really please me, but Theordore asked me to exercise you, so let’s see how that works out,” and she placed her half-drunk glass of wine on the sideboard beyond Evelyn’s reach and walked casually to the door with her gown swishing against the bars of the cage.

✽✽✽

In the morning, after Irene had brought the breakfast tray and later removed the used crockery, Alison entered and she was carrying a heavy bag.

“I know you don’t really like me, and I don’t blame you because I don’t like you very much. If I'm going to let you out of that cage, I'm going to need some reassurance. But firstly, I want you to put this on. I don’t want to hear your prattling,” and she passed a leather ball gag through the bars for Evelyn to fit.

“Madam?”

“It’s a simple enough task. Push that ball into your mouth and buckle up the strap behind your neck, or should I report to Theodore that you're being disobedient on our very first day?”

The ball was larger than the one Austen had used in conjunction with the ring gag, but was just as soft and squashy, and once she’d worked it behind her teeth and fastened the strap, she had no hope of any verbal communication.

“Good,” said Alison and passed her a pair of shoes, at least suggesting that she was serious about the walk.

“Now, this is the reassurance I need that you're not going to run off, and this that you're not going to start fighting…” and she showed her shackles for her ankles and manacles for her wrists. Evelyn couldn’t fail to endorse their mutual dislike and understood Alison’s motives, so the manacles came as no surprise, but the shackles will make walking tiresome. However, with little alternative, she locked the shackles to her own ankles and backed up to the bars so that Alison could fit the manacles behind her back.

“There’s a good girl,” and Alison entered the cage. Then there were two further surprises. The first was an extra set of manacles attached just above Evelyn’s elbows that pulled her arms tighter together behind her back, but it was the second surprise that left Evelyn gasping and wondering where this was all leading. Alison inserted a key into the padlock hanging at her waist and the whole of the chastity belt dropped open and fell to the floor, dragging the phallus from her so fast she almost buckled at her knees.

Alison took her by the arm to lead her from the cage and down the back stairs to the garden door. The sun was bright, but the weather wasn’t as warm as when Austen was with them and Evelyn shivered without the cloak that he’d supplied. They walked between the lines of roses and through the rose arch that delineated the boundary of the vegetable area and Benjamin looked up from his work when he saw them.

“Good morning, Lady Moore.”

“Good morning, Benjamin. Are you all ready for her?”

“Aye, m’lady,” and Evelyn watched with a mixture of astonishment and consternation when the gardener put down his spade and picked up a coil of strong cord. He walked behind her and Evelyn tried to turn away, but Alison had hold of her arm and she felt the man tying the rope to the cuffs at her elbows. Then he dropped the coil behind her wrists, walked around in front of her, and reached through her legs to pick it from the earth. She squealed and shook her head, but Benjamin seemed unconcerned and muttered, “Come on, girl,” as he pulled her away.


Chapter 27: Exercises in the Barn

Alison was struggling to keep up with Benjamin. The rope was pulled tight between the cheeks of her bottom and between her legs to emerge from her vulval cleft, and each time he pulled it, it pressed tighter and hurt. She tried to hook a finger under it behind her back, but her hands were pulled too low and the rope too tight, so all she could do was to stumble after him taking two steps to his one with her shoulders flicking from side to side to retain her balance.

They crossed the vegetable garden and went through the door in the wall to the farmyard, and from there into the great barn where men were still working milling wheat into flour.

“Morning Bert, Harold…” said Benjamin to the two millers.

“Morning Benjamin. So, this is ‘er. She’s a comely wench.”

“Aye,” said Benjamin as he tied the end of the cord to the harness of the shire horse waiting patiently on the end of the rotating beam, and Evelyn looked on in horror as their plan became plain.

The men were shovelling fresh wheat into the centre of the mill stone, and, at some secret signal, stepped back and one of them called out, “Walk on,” to the horse. The great horse started on its circular path, ignorant of the extra load it now bore as Evelyn was dragged along behind it with muffled squeals and the clicking of her shackle chain.

“Aye, comely wench,” repeated Bert as all three men watched Evelyn’s tits bobbing and swaying as she struggled to keep up while her nipples, cooled and hardened in the chill air, held their attention like a cat at a bird table.

The torture went on for fifteen minutes before they stopped the horse and collected the flour from around the stone, but no-one thought to release Evelyn who had moved close to the horse to ease the pull. The cord was now slack at her feet, but with her ankles shackled, she couldn’t step over it and just watched in dismay as the men loaded more grain into the centre of the stone and set the horse going again. Three times they watched her struggling around after the great horse, pulled almost to an awkward run, while they sat on bags of flour or on farm implements and smoked their clay pipes.

“Did ‘er ladyship say we could ‘ave ‘er afterwards?” asked Bert.

“Nay… Not said a word,” answered Benjamin.

“She’ll not know,” suggested Harold as Evelyn listened intently and strained to watch them over her shoulder.

Benjamin was quiet for some time considering Harold’s thought, but in the end said, “Nay, best not,” and the next time they stopped the horse, he untied Evelyn’s rein and took her back to the garden door of the house. There was a ring mortared into the wall at shoulder height next to the door, its purpose long forgotten, but now it found a new use when Benjamin tied the cord to it and left.

Evelyn looked at the knot way too high for her to reach and resigned herself to standing patiently on tiptoe until someone from the house found her. That someone was Irene some thirty minutes later, but rather than untie her, she fetched Lady Moore.

“Ah… Back from your exercise so soon,” she exclaimed. “And looking all the better for it.”

That last supposed observation wasn’t at all true; Evelyn felt exhausted and sore.

“Irene. Take Evelyn back to her cage.”

“Shall I remove her chains and gag?

“Later… Untie the cord and refit her chastity device; use lard from the kitchen. You can remove the rest when you take her luncheon, but for now she’s had some exercise and should have a quiet period of rest.”

So, it was Irene who had the task of refitting the iron belt while Evelyn groaned and squirmed. She received little compassion from the maid, who knew all too well why the belt was necessary and, being conversant with the edicts of God and the church, took care to ensure the iron phallus was properly installed to ensure the crotch plate couldn’t be circumvented.

Then she was left in her cage with limbs locked and mouth gagged – to rest.

✽✽✽

It was, of course, predictable that the exercise sessions should continue. After all, it was Lord Austen himself who asked Alison to arrange them. So, it came as no surprise when Evelyn found herself tethered to the back of the great horse the next morning, and the morning after that, although then there was a change: Harold, intrigued by the bouncing of Evelyn’s tits three days in a row, decided to examine them closer while the milling was paused. He approached and, ignoring Evelyn’s muffled cries, lifted one in his palm to assess its weight and malleability. Evelyn was not impressed and gave his shin a kick. In hindsight, that was a mistake.

“You attacked one of the staff,” accused Alison when Benjamin returned her to the house. “I arrange daily exercise for you and this is how you repay me, by assaulting the very people who are trying to help you.” Her eyes blazed, whether with genuine indignation or false outrage to justify the coming punishment, Evelyn was unsure, but the result was the same. Alison herself led her back to her cage, but instead of just locking her in, she pulled the cord between the bars so that Evelyn’s crotch was pulled tight against a bar. She squealed, unable now to move, but worse was to come when Alison used the excess cordage leftover after tying it off to encircle Evelyn’s back and pull her chest hard against the same bar.

“What do you think? How many strikes on a slave would equate to one good kick on a miller? Twelve, I think. Six on your bum and the other six on your tits,” and she patted her hand on Evelyn’s breasts now squeezed and projecting between the bars.

Punishment was discharged using a riding crop with a flap of leather at its tip commonly called a popper. Alison was expert in using the implement and able to ensure that it was actually this popper that struck Evelyn’s soft flesh: three strikes to each cheek and three to each projecting tit. And then she left her there, standing pressed against the bars, until supper was served.

✽✽✽

“Lesson learned, I hope,” said Alison as Evelyn waited with her arms still cuffed behind her back for her chastity guard to be replaced, but at least she could now speak.

“Yes, madam.”

“You understand that if one of the staff feels inclined to touch you, you should welcome the attention, not fight against it. You are a slave girl, after all; your role in life is to please whoever is with you at the time.”

“Yes madam,” and then, “Oh God…” as Alison folded the crotch plate up between her legs to slide the phallus back into its housing.

“Comforting, isn't it?” she said referring to the iron phallus. It’s not how Evelyn would have described it. “I’m glad we got that over with; I don’t like disciplining people.”

Evelyn didn’t believe her.

“Let’s talk about something else. It’s something I want to broach with you and it’s about Theodore not letting you have a man and keeping this metal cock inside you instead… It’s not right, is it?”

“No, madam.”

“I know he lets you suck him sometimes, but it’s not the same.”

“No, madam.”

“Although you do enjoy it, don’t you?”

Evelyn looked hard at her tormenter, but Alison’s face appeared to be clear of deceit. “Yes, madam,” she answered with some hesitancy.

“And three days ago, you said you miss physically coupling with a man. Do you remember that?”

“Yes, madam,” she said with even more hesitancy recalling the conversation they’d had regarding her belt.

“Well, I've been working hard to find a solution. Theodore’s main concern was to prevent you becoming pregnant, but I think I've solved that using an age-old technique: it’s a condom made from a lamb’s intestines. Giacomo Casanova used to swear by them.”

“Madam?” exclaimed Evelyn now Alison’s scheme was becoming apparent.

“I've arranged with Benjamin and the millers to grant you your wish.”

“No madam. You mustn’t. Lord Austen won't approve.”

“Oh, I'm sure he won't object if we take such precautions. I know if I ask you, you're not allowed to object because slaves don’t have that privilege, but after everything you’ve said, I think you're going to be secretly delighted.”

Evelyn was left speechless while Alison just looked pleased with herself. Evelyn was still not sure if Alison really wanted to help, or if she had some other agendum, but it made no difference to the outcome: Evelyn was going to be sexually coupling with strangers.

She always knew it would likely happen eventually; it’s what slave girls do… They have sexual relations with men. They don’t get to choose who, when, or where; it just happens at the whim of their master, or, in his absence, at the whim of his mistress.

“When, madam?” asked Evelyn in a weak voice.

“Oh, from tomorrow, of course. No point in teasing you by putting it off. I’ll give Benjamin the condoms.”

✽✽✽

The next day, despite the revelation that Evelyn’s world was about to expand exponentially in new ways, Alison fitted the same restraints as before and led Evelyn to the garden door with the cord between her legs. Benjamin took possession, gave Evelyn a brief smile, and set off for the barn with Alison leading the way.

“Well, missy. Things are different today; a different sort of exercise,” said Bert when he saw her. “You're going to be dancing on the ends of our cocks. Who’s first?”

“I am,” said Benjamin. “It’s my prerogative as head gardener.”

“I'm head miller and you're in the mill,” countered Bert, and he tried to grab the cord from Benjamin. Benjamin pushed him aside, but then Harold entered the fray by declaring that he was first to have the idea. Evelyn and Alison watched as they argued amongst themselves about who should have first crack at her, but it was Benjamin who won the day when he shouted, “Stop,” with enough volume to quell the other voices.

“Lady Moore has entrusted me with the supervision of this slave,” and he looked at Alison who smiled, “And has directed me to administer a session of controlled sex using only the condoms I have in my pocket. If anyone else wishes to participate, they may do so at my discretion and after I've finished with ‘er. Is that clear?” and he swept Bert aside and tossed Evelyn’s cord over a roof beam. When he pulled it tight, her arms were pulled up behind her back, forcing her to lean forward and present herself to whoever was standing behind, and the first person to adopt that stance was Benjamin.

He opened his clothing and rolled one of the organic condoms over his already erect member, and then knelt behind Evelyn to prod her with a finger to ascertain her readiness.

“The wench is ripe,” he declared moving his finger in a circular pattern within her to produce quiet slurping sounds. Evelyn surged forward with the sudden stimulation and swung like a pendulum from the beam, which prompted Harold to offer to steady her. Benjamin agreed and now Harold knelt before her and reached up to grasp a nipple in each hand. Then Benjamin stood, gripped Evelyn’s hips, took a deep breath, and plunged forward.

✽✽✽

Alison stayed for twenty minutes or so watching the men take turns, and then left them to fully sate their appetites. Now back at the house, she looked at Evelyn tied to the wall ring by the cord back between her legs, and asked Benjamin if all went well.

“Yes, your ladyship. She was well-rooted.”

“And did she achieve a paroxysm?”

Benjamin looked confused. “Paroxysm, your ladyship?”

“Did she start to squirm around, moaning as if she didn’t want you inside her anymore?”

“Oh yes, she did that alright. Three times…”

“That’s good. I'm glad you found satisfaction during your exercise session,” she said to Evelyn and saw her raise her eyes to the sky. “So, all good then?”

“Yes, your ladyship; no problems, although Burt did wonder whether they could use other parts of the wench too.”

Alison considered the request. “I see no problem using her mouth, although be aware she may bite, but it’s not polite to pump her anally. I have allowed Theodore that option because he owns her, but I don’t really approve and I don’t want anyone else doing it. It’s not seemly.”

“Of course, madam, but if that is the case, may I suggest you take steps to prohibit the practice. It’s difficult controlling the men when they get over-excited and they may accidentally go where they're not supposed.”

“Thank you, Benjamin. I take your point.”

“And I've brought you back three condoms to be washed, madam.”

“Give them to Irene… I’ll send her down to collect Evelyn,” and Alison wished Benjamin a good day and closed the door.

“Well, girlie… That was fun. I’d like to do you again, but I suppose I’ll have to wait until tomorrow now,” and he stepped back to admire her lithe body as she twisted and turned against the wall on the tight rope.


Chapter 28: A Trip to Newport

Evelyn was presented to Benjamin in almost the same configuration as the day before; almost, but not quite. As they set off through the vegetable garden towards the farm, Evelyn was conscious that Alison had threaded the cord through the ring on the back of an anal plug before passing it between her legs – the same anal plug that Austen had used after the dinner party as an anchorage to stop Evelyn straying. Now, the stronger Benjamin pulled, the harder the flange of the plug pressed against her sphincter muscle until it felt like it might be forced inside.

In the barn, Benjamin had discovered that rather than the cord holding the anal plug in position, it was actually the other way around and the plug was not removable. Consequently, he didn’t bother unthreading the cord from the plug and the result was that when he pulled it over the roof beam, it was the plug that lifted her hips until only her toes were touching the ground. The result was that her pelvis was now tilted back to present her sex in a more protuberant manner to the assembled millers, giving them a more interesting target and allowing them to penetrate deeper.

Benjamin remembered Lady Moore’s advice and removed Evelyn’s oral gag, and then she could entertain two males at the same time.

It took a couple of days for Evelyn to become inured to unfamiliar men using her as they were. The shame of the experience weighed heavy, but nothing was her fault. She had no say what was happening to her and, consequently, felt no guilt when orgasms were forced from her. What is more, now that the men were using the condoms made from animal guts, there was no chance of pregnancy and that weight was lifted from her mind.

She initially approached each exercise session with resigned determination, but after four days found herself looking forward to the occasions. They broke up the tedium of her time in the cage and helped to dispel the frustrations involved with having an iron phallus locked inside her with no way to capitalise on the condition.

It was during this period that Alison seemed to become unusually affable and would sometimes come to sit next to Evelyn’s cage just to talk. She confessed to Evelyn that she often felt bored too and would sometimes try to dream up new activities to give meaning and excitement to her life. And then, one morning, she suggested that she might take Evelyn on an excursion into Newport.

“There’s a gentleman I know and he’s very keen to meet you,” she told Evelyn. “I think you’re going to like him. He’s a very prominent banker and has invited us to afternoon tea at his villa in a very select area of the town, so we’ll need to dress-up. Perhaps we should stop first at a milliner to buy you some new gloves.”

“I am to be clothed for this excursion then?” asked Evelyn suspiciously.

“Of course, you'll be clothed. You can't walk through town naked.”

“And I’ll be free of restraints?”

“Ah… I wouldn’t go that far. I am, after all, responsible for your security, but I can assure you that you will be free of your chastity belt and any other restraints you have will be very discrete; no-one will notice. So, would you like a visit to town?”

“Do I actually have a choice?”

“No, not really, but it would be nice to think you might actually enjoy your afternoon.”

“Then by all means, let us go and meet this banker friend of yours.”

Evelyn couldn’t believe she’d actually said that… She had no illusions about what will be expected of her, but it wouldn’t be worse that meeting the millers every morning and it will be good to see the town again, and even do some shopping.

The morning exercise session with Benjamin was cancelled and instead Evelyn spent some time washing and preening her hair. Irene brought her an early light lunch of cured ham and some freshly baked bread. Then it was time to prepare and that meant makeup for her face.

“Not too heavy,” cautioned Alison. “We don’t want you to look like a prostitute.”

She watched while Evelyn subtly transformed her face and then passed her the key to her belt. A simple key, but its consequences were massive and her hand was shaking as she inserted it into the padlock and the device slipped slowly from her body to leave her empty and hungry.

The clothes that Alison supplied were expensive and well made, and in some ways surprisingly ordinary for the occasion: no chemise, of course, but a short corset, silk stockings, petticoats, and a beautiful gown predominantly in green silk with white lace trimmings. The gown was in two parts with the upper bodice cut low to make a feature of Evelyn’s clear skin and mysterious cleavage. The outfit was finished with ankle-length button boots.

Alison gave her a pair of drop earrings to wear; the perfect accessory for the hairstyle she’d adopted where much of her long hair was pinned high on her head. A necklace, however, was deemed unnecessary and instead, Evelyn used silver polish on her collar until it gleamed.

“I think we’re almost ready,” said Alison looking at the beautiful and sophisticated young lady Evelyn had become. “Just your tether to fit…” and she held up an eight-foot-length of light silver chain and the locking anal plug.

“Madam…” murmured Evelyn in horror.

“It’s the best solution. It won't inhibit movement in any way and no-one will notice the chain emerging from beneath your gown; and even if they do, they’ll assume it’s attached to an ankle.”

“But I won't be able to sit.”

It wasn’t Evelyn’s principal concern, that was the sheer embarrassment of being tethered by an anal plug, but she could see straight away that it was the perfect solution from Alison’s point of view. Evelyn would be extra obedient and docile so as not to draw attention to the restraint, and if she did manage to evade Alison, what then could she do? Without the key, her body would remain sealed and her time before discomfort set in limited.

“We’ll give you plenty of cushions for the carriage,” said Alison and grinned. “Now, bend over. You can lean on the sideboard.”

Alison prepared the device using lard, and then did the same with its receptacle: Evelyn’s anal cavity. Before inserting it, she tested it by winding in the screwed bolt projecting from its flange and showing Evelyn how the bulbous body of the device opened into twin wings that were destined to expand inside her rectum. The display was intended to show Evelyn the futility of trying to displace the device, but her horror-struck expression was a gratifying bonus.

Alison closed the bulb again and touched its tip against Evelyn. Evelyn murmured, “Oh God…” and felt her muscle expand uncomfortably as the bulb was pressed into her, and then the pressure eased slightly as only the plug’s short, inch-thick shaft was left dilating her anal muscle. That was when Alison began turning the bolt and Evelyn felt internal movement as the wings opened.

“Stay still,” Alison warned and threaded the shackle of a small padlock through the last link of the tether chain and then through the base of the anal plug to prevent the bolt from being retracted.

“There… Not too uncomfortable, is it?” and she gave the chain a sharp tug. Evelyn squealed as the plug pulled on her sphincter but the device remained secure within her cavity.

They took the landau carriage into town and, as promised, Evelyn had several cushions to ease the discomfort of sitting on the protruding shaft of the plug, the padlock, and the tether chain. It was a fifty-minute journey into the commercial centre of the town where the shops lined the streets and the driver stopped the carriage outside an ostentatious shop selling hats, gloves, scarves, and cloaks. He dismounted and opened the door for Alison, offering his arm for support as she carefully negotiated the carriage step. Then Evelyn followed in the same manner, the only difference being that now Alison now had a firm grip of the end of her chain.

Together, they walked into the shop, Alison with the light chain balled in her hand so it didn’t quite touch the ground and Evelyn with her head held high trying to ignore the device locked into her bottom or its distracting pull. She removed her cloak and a mature sales assistant beamed at the two young women whilst offering a selection of elbow-length, white-cotton gloves for Evelyn to try. Nobody ever once mentioned a price. A sale was agreed, Evelyn donned the gloves, wrapped her cloak about her shoulders again, and together they left.

The carriage turned once more to the north and navigated to a wide street with a row of large, brick-built houses along one side and open countryside on the other. It pulled into the forecourt of a house almost hidden beneath wisteria and its heavy oak door was opened almost immediately by a uniformed footman.

“Lady Moore and Miss Evelyn Vaughan to see Mr Charles Montgomery,” said Alison’s driver and then he opened the carriage door and helped Alison to the ground.

“Lady Moore… How pleasant to see you again,” said a bald-headed, fat man with an impressive moustache.

“Charles,” said Alison and held out a gloved hand so the man could touch it to his lips.

“And this must be your little slave girl. Charmed, I'm sure,” and he made the same obsequious gesture with Evelyn. “Come in, come in… Can I offer you a drink before we start? Champagne perhaps?”

“That would be lovely,” purred Alison.

“And your girl?”

Alison thought for a moment and then unexpectedly said ‘Yes’ for her too. They were shown into a large drawing room and a young girl in a black and white maids uniform brought in a tray of pastries and the champagne.

“Please, take a seat,” said Montgomery and indicated a large settee. Alison sat, but said that Evelyn would probably prefer to stand, and she dropped the ball of chain links she was holding noisily onto the floorboards. Both Montgomery and the maid looked down at the chain, the maid quickly averting her eyes, but Montgomery grinned.

Refreshments over, the fat banker, with eyes twinkling, suggested they retire upstairs and led the way up to a grand bedroom at the top of the staircase. Inside, the walls were all panelled with dark oak and the room furnished with a huge bed and matching wardrobes, sideboard, and chairs. There was no indication that the room was shared with a woman; in fact, there were no feminine features in the house at all.

Alison looked up at the ceiling at the foot of the bed and grinned. “Just as you suggested,” remarked Montgomery and when Evelyn looked up, she saw a ringbolt fixed into the ceiling with a thick cord looped through the ring. Both ends of the cord were wrapped around a cleat on the back wall.

“Perhaps we might begin by asking your slave girl to disrobe,” he suggested and Evelyn gave Alison a withering look as if to say, ‘I knew this would happen all along,’ while Montgomery sat in an armchair to watch.

Alison dropped the chain again where Evelyn stood and stepped back, leaving Evelyn to unbuttoned the top of her gown and shrug it from her arms. She left her new gloves still in place, and their host almost clapped to see her breasts nestled amongst lace upon the top lip of her corset. Her nipples, larger that the norm to begin with, were now erect through involuntary anticipation and beckoned to the man for attention. He resisted and indicated with a waggle of his finger that she should dispense with the rest of her gown.

She looked behind her at Alison, but received no further instructions, so unfastened her skirt at the waist and allowed it to fall to the floor. This was followed in short order by her thick, structured petticoat and the thinner underskirt, leaving her wearing nothing between the hem of her corset and the tops of her stockings if one discounted the anal plug.

Alison gathered up the chain again and told Evelyn to step out of her garments that were subsequently whisked away, and now Montgomery did push himself from his chair to approach.

“Lovely titties…” He walked around her, “And a delightful bum. Such a novel way of restricting her too,” and he lifted the chain to give it a little tug. Evelyn grunted and stepped back a pace, but again, the fixing proved secure.

“Hands,” said Alison stepping up beside Evelyn and closed manacles over her wrists. Then, while Evelyn looked on bemused, she tied a cord to the links and then to the headboard of the bed, leaving Evelyn leaning over the end of the mattress with her cuffed hands together.

“Oh, my dear, you are so pretty,” murmured Montgomery staring at her face with her kohl-black eyes and carmine-stained lips. “Are you going to suck me?”

“If sir wishes,” murmured Evelyn and then squealed when she felt the chain pulling at her anal plug. She turned in time to see Alison pulling on the cord that was threaded through the ceiling ring. She’d tied the other end of the cord to Evelyn’s tether chain and, as she pulled, so Evelyn’s hips were pulled up and back behind her to tighten the cord to the bedhead.

“Oh, that’s lovely,” Montgomery murmured and Evelyn watched fascinated as he removed his boots, britches and under drawers, to leave him wearing just his loose-fitting cotton shirt. His cock was already erect and he handled it gently like a valuable implement, which was exactly what it was.

“You are so lovely…” he repeated, and she watched him sidle up to her to caress her back and shoulder, and then, like a naughty child, sweep his hand under her chest to feel the soft flesh of her tits and the hard points of her nipples tickle across his palm. “Be gentle with me,” he murmured and clambered up onto the mattress to settle with his buttocks on top of Evelyn’s hands and his lower legs dangling over the end of the bed between Evelyn’s arms. He lay back with a contented smile and Evelyn sighed and stared down at his erect cock sticking up like a flagpole beneath her face. Then Alison appeared from behind her and she gasped…

Alison was naked, or as near naked as makes no difference. She’d discarded her gown and petticoats, shoes and stockings, but, just like Evelyn, was now wearing a short corset, only hers was satin and had been laced much tighter than was healthy. Her dark hair had been loosened to fall over her shoulders, and matched the thick thatch of black pubic hair above her sex, and her bosom, larger than Evelyn’s and now free of all suppression, hung heavy over the top of her corset.

Evelyn watched as if hypnotised as Alison climbed up onto the mattress and crawled over Montgomery’s head to sit with a knee either side of his shoulders and pinning his arms to his sides, and her vulva squarely over his nose and mouth. Montgomery gave a low, muffled groan and Alison wiggled her hips, then she looked at Evelyn’s astonished face.

“Haven't you got a job to do?”


Chapter 29: Punished for Spying

Montgomery, struggling feebly beneath Alison, climaxed rapidly into Evelyn’s mouth almost as soon as she’d taken him into her throat, but Alison didn’t unseat herself until she, too, was satiated, and by that time, Montgomery was soft and spent, and was having difficulty breathing.

She wriggled up the bed to sit against the wood-panelled headboard and Montgomery soon joined her, grinning as they sat shoulder to shoulder. Beside him was an open bottle of champagne and two glasses, and they sat drinking and talking, Montgomery apparently oblivious to the silvery sheen of moisture over his nose and around his mouth. Evelyn was not offered a drink and rested with her forehead on the mattress.

Her respite was interrupted ten minutes later by Alison’s foot tapping against her arm and she lifted her head as Alison slid beneath it.

“My turn,” she whispered and folded her legs at hips and knees to present the plump, reddened extent of her labia to Evelyn’s mouth. “Be a good girl and lick me out,” she said and used her fingers to spread herself. That’s when Evelyn felt Montgomery behind her nudging with the tip of his cock. It seemed that she wouldn’t be entirely excluded from physical gratification and she closed her eyes as he slipped slowly into her. Then Alison pulled her head down with a hand behind her neck.

✽✽✽

The ride back to Llanywyd Hall was a happy affair with Alison laughing and joking. Evelyn, too, was happy, glad that the visit went so well and glad that her mistress was in such a good mood, because it promised a quiet evening. Back at the house, Evelyn removed the clothes she’d been given and was pleased when Irene brought her a ewer of warm water and a wash bowl before her belt was refitted, but refitting the belt was inevitable.

The next day, Benjamin exercised her in the barn, and the day after that, she spent the entire day reading by herself, but the day after that one, Alison told her they were to visit Mr Charles Montgomery again.

Preparations were the same as before and by three, they were in the landau bound for one of the more exclusive suburbs of Newport.

“Ah, Lady Moore,” exclaimed Montgomery as if he was surprised to see her, “And Miss Evelyn Vaughan too… Come in, come in… It’s so good of you to call,” and he led the way into the same drawing room for more champagne and pastries. Pleasantries, however, didn’t take long and they were soon filing up the staircase with Alison following Evelyn and clinging tenaciously to her tether chain.

Once in the big bed chamber, Alison dropped the chain and Evelyn began removing clothing with half an eye on the thick cord threaded through the ceiling ring. Alison tied the cord to the tether chain and pulled out the slack before winding it around the wall cleat, and then Evelyn held out her hands for the manacles and watched Montgomery thread the second cord through the bed’s ornate headboard, but he didn’t pull it tight. Instead, he began removing his own clothes until he was quite naked, and then he approached Evelyn again, standing close before her so that her cuffed hands fell naturally upon his rigid cock.

It was clear what was expected and she gripped him to begin gently masturbating him while he pulled her head closer for a kiss. His other hand was gripping a tit rather tighter than was comfortable and she was glad when he finally released her and took a step back.

“Come,” said Alison behind him. “I have need of a cock such as yours,” and he turned to see she was now also naked.

“But Miss Evelyn needs a cock too,” and he went to the sideboard and opened a drawer to fetch a gag on a leather strap. It was made from a roll of leather attached to the back of a leather pad and when he pushed it into her mouth and tightened the strap, it felt as thick and long as a real cock.

Both Alison and Montgomery clambered onto the high bed and Montgomery pulled on the cord through the headboard. Evelyn lurched forward and stretched out her arms as the cord behind her tightened to pull at her anal anchor and lift her onto her toes. She was stretched much tighter than before and gave a muffled squeal as she rocked her body over the mattress, but her host just grinned and tied the cord.

Now Evelyn was granted prime position to witness her mistress and their host frolicking. They kissed, although Evelyn couldn’t see how Alison could voluntarily want to kiss him after being with Lord Austen; the two men were worlds apart. Then she kissed the tip of his cock before engulfing it completely within her mouth. Montgomery gave a great sigh and clamped a hand onto the back of her head, but after only a few seconds, she lifted and pushed him over onto his back. Then she straddled him, fed his stiff shaft into herself, and flopped down heavily to ensure complete insertion.

Montgomery groaned and gripped her dangling tits as Alison began to bounce with her fingernails digging deep into the bountiful flesh of his chest. Alison cried out and began to move faster. Evelyn saw her fingernails begin to draw blood and heard the slurping sounds as she pumped her flooded cunt on his cock and her cheeks slapped against his well-padded hips. Montgomery groaned louder and squeezed her tits tighter as his eyes rolled in his head, and then, in perfect unison, they both gave a great cry and were still.

Evelyn rolled her body on the surface of the bedcovers to feel the silky material slide beneath her nipples and anticipated that the next stage would involve her, and she was right, although not as she imagined

Alison and Montgomery lay exhausted for some minutes before he roused himself and looked accusingly at Evelyn.

“She’s been watching us… Your naughty little slave girl has been watching us,” and he pushed himself from the mattress to stand. “Nobody told her she could do that?”

Alison grinned and stood the other side of Evelyn. “She has been exceedingly naughty,” she agreed. “What do you think we should do about it?”

“I have just the answer,” growled Montgomery in a pretence of outrage and went back to the sideboard. When he turned again, he was holding a cane and Evelyn gave a loud, muffled squeal.

“It’s no good you being sorry now… You need to be punished,” he said and swished the cane in the air. Evelyn was frantic and began shaking her head violently, but that only seemed to encourage him and he sliced the cane through the air to strike a cheek of her bottom. The pain surged through her as she’d been touched by a red-hot knife, and she twisted like a hooked worm, swinging randomly on the anal anchor. He struck again on the other cheek and watched the second red strip develop as Evelyn’s struggled renewed.

“Do you think she’s sorry she was spying on us?” asked Alison, and Montgomery snarled, “Not yet,” and swished the cane to mark the side of a tit, and then again across her bottom.

The pain was unlike anything she’d ever felt before and Evelyn imagined she’d shortly lose consciousness as Montgomery continued to work his way over her body, firstly across the cheeks of her bottom and the slicing beneath her to try to strike her nipples. All the while, she was trying in vain to free herself from the devilish anchor locked into her bum, but all she was doing was stretching her anal muscle with the wings of the anchor spread much too wide to fit through its housing. Then her thrashing movements unravelled the knot at the bedhead and the cord pulled free.

Neither Montgomery nor Alison realised at first what had happened until Evelyn suddenly lurched backwards to knock the man off his feet. Confused, he rolled onto his hands and knees behind her, but Evelyn was now mad with pain. She looped the cord tied to her manacles to make a lash and slashed it down over his back. He screamed and dropped flat to the floor, so she did it again, and again.

Her eyes were flooded with tears so she could barely see, but she could hear his screams and they sounded like her own in her head; she couldn’t stop. Alison was screaming too, not from pain, but to get Evelyn to stop, and then she grabbed Evelyn’s arm. Still blinded by the pain, Evelyn slashed the lash across Alison’s face and the girl fell backwards, knocking over a nightstand with glasses and a candelabra crashing to the floor.

Then Evelyn stopped with the chaos about her slowly seeping into her consciousness. She looked down at Alison floundering amongst broken glass and upturned furniture, and then at Montgomery whimper as he crawled away on his hands and knees, and the enormity of her transgression hit her. She wanted to say how sorry she was, how the pain had robbed her of all rational thought, but she couldn’t speak with the leather gag in her mouth. Then she wanted to help Alison rise, to lift Montgomery from his knees, to straighten the room and return it to its original condition, but the tether locked into her bum would only allow her to move in a three-foot-diameter circle. All she could do was to passively stand and await whatever retribution her mistress thought appropriate.

Alison was first on her feet and gingerly touched the red mark across her cheek caused by the lash. “You little bitch,” she snarled. “I’ll see you flayed…” and then she saw Montgomery struggling to his feet. His back was red from his neck to his thighs and he was crying like a baby. Alison didn’t go to him, didn’t try to comfort him… Instead, she moved to where the ceiling cord was tied around the cleat, released it, and then gave a great heave. Evelyn screamed and folded forward as her bum was pulled up higher behind her. He toes were still on the floor, but she couldn’t now straighten and was balancing on her fingertips.

Alison, now in complete possession of her faculties, grabbed the cord from Evelyn’s grasp and began to wind it about her ankles to tie her wrists in place. Then she used the excess to wrap around her elbows and fix them to her knees. Only then did she go to Montgomery and ease him up onto his bed.

“I want her whipped,” he snarled when he saw Evelyn swinging gently from the ceiling. “D’you hear me? I want her whipped.”

“Calm yourself, Charles. I have a much better idea. She’ll not be bothering you anymore.”

Alison redressed before she released Evelyn from the ceiling to watch her tumble in a heap onto the floor. Then she asked Montgomery for the assistance of one of his footmen and, together with her own driver, they loaded the girl onto one of the bench seats in the landau.

All the way back to Llanywyd Hall, Alison didn’t say a word and Evelyn couldn’t, and then she was carried to her cage and left. Alison had things to do; letters to write.

The first was to Mr Glynn Hughes, the manager at the Tredegar mine, and the second was to Austen in London.

My dearest Theodore,

I have disappointing news. Evelyn has finally broken under the stress and run amok. I’d taken her on a shopping trip to Newport and called in on our mutual friend, Mr Charles Montgomery of Williamson’s Bank, on the way home. I have no idea what Charles might have said to her, but she suddenly started hitting him; slashing him with a belt she had picked up and occasioning him serious injury. I tried to intervene and she knocked me to the floor and struck me across my face with the same belt.

My injury is painful, but its effect is unlikely to be long lasting. As for Mr Montgomery, he has retired to his bed and I have expressed my sincerest apologies and hopes for a speedy recovery. Evelyn is presently back in her cage and shows no remorse.

Her outburst was so violent, I do not feel safe about her any longer and, as a consequence, I have sent a message to Mr Hughes at Tredegar mine asking if he can take responsibility for her care and wellbeing, and find work for her at the mine. I know you will find this news upsetting and hope you find my actions appropriate under the circumstances.

I hope, my love, that you will soon be able to return to me at Llanywyd Hall, or, if your business in London is too pressing to allow your absence, that you will permit me to join you in London.

Your faithful and everlasting love,

Alison

She sealed the letter and gave it to a footman to deliver to the mail office in Newport. If he hurries, he should be able to catch the night mail to London and Austen will receive it before noon tomorrow. As for the letter to Hughes, that could be delivered by hand that evening.


Chapter 30: Employment

Evelyn sat in the carriage opposite Benjamin as they bounced along the narrow, hill road to Tredegar. She was shackled and manacled, with the two sets of cuffs linked together by a short chain, and she had Annie’s old iron bridle locked to her head to hold a brank in her mouth. It was an overly secure arrangement intended to instil a sense of hopeless submission rather than impede any actual escape attempt. She sat with her eyes fixed on her escort, never wavering as the mountainous scene passed unnoticed beyond the carriage’s closed shutters.

“Pity,” mused Benjamin. “Pity you had to go and spoil it for all of us. You’ve a pretty little body and we wouldn’t have tired of you.” He gazed longingly at her, but couldn’t use her because of the brank and the fact that she was locked into her chastity belt again. “Perky little tits,” he said as he watched them bouncing and jiggling on her chest with the motion of the carriage. “And a tight cunny too. Now it’ll all belong to the miners.”

It took almost three hours for the carriage to negotiate the twisting mountain roads, so it was noon before it stopped in the dusty yard. A door was swung open to reveal a moonscape devoid of all vegetation with every surface covered in a layer of grey dust.

“Miss Vaughan…” said Hughes holding the door. “Welcome to Tredegar mine.”

Evelyn didn’t move, so he reached in and grabbed the chain at her cuffs, giving it a great pull to send her flying from the carriage to land over his broad shoulder. Without missing a beat, he turned and carried her to the site office a few yards away, with Benjamin following.

All around her, the yard was a hive of activity with men and ponies moving wagons on a network of tramways. She saw a pony pulling a train of six wagons along rails that disappeared from sight around the barren hillside to… where? She couldn’t ask.

Hughes stood her on the floor inside the office and sat behind his desk to stare at her in the dim light. On his desk were two wooden trays, each holding paper forms covered with thin, spidery writing and black smudges, and an open ledger showed where he had been recording information, his pen left in a bottle of black ink when he was interrupted by Evelyn’s arrival.

A small bookcase held thin, badly scarred books and more loose papers, and notes, worksheets, schedules, and a plain calendar were pinned to the walls beside the desk. She turned and beside the door was a framed portrait of an aged gentleman in a tall hat and tailcoat. Everywhere was covered by a thin coating of the grey dust; the same dust that dimmed the light through the small windows and gave Hughes’ face a grey, ghostly appearance.

“Fall from favour, did you?” he asked.

“Lady Moore said she’s violent and that she struck ‘er,” offered Benjamin.

“Well, she'll get no easy life pouring wine ‘ere.”

Hughes had a low voice that carried the lilting cadence of the Welsh valleys, each sentence rising and falling like a tune, but his message was at odds with his gentle sing-song rhythm.

“This is a drift mine. It means the tunnels are driven horizontally from the valley sides some half-mile into the rock and the coal is taken out using a dedicated road; that’s a small tunnel with iron rails just for the pit wagons. Your job will be pulling these wagons along the road from the face to the yard.”

Hughes and Benjamin exchanged a few words and then the gardener left, Evelyn watching through the grimy window as he climbed back into the carriage and it set off back down the narrow lane.

The door opened and a woman entered. She was dressed in a shapeless smock and looked ancient, but when she spoke Evelyn realised she might only be in her thirties. She dumped the sheaf of papers she was carrying into one of the trays on his desk and turned to stare at Evelyn.

“You’ve got a bright one there,” said the woman apparently comparing Evelyn’s complexion to her own grey skin.

“She’s not for humping; she’s ‘ere to work. I'm gonna put ‘er in the old adit hut next to the main road and it’ll be your job to ensure she’s fed and watered morning and evening. She’ll be needing boots and gloves, a coat for ‘er back, and a dust hood. Ask Gwynn for ‘em. Oh, and get the drawbar for ‘er from the smith.”

“The drawbar…” murmured the woman.

“The one we used when Ellen was ‘ere. You’ll need to be careful with this one, Olwen. She’s inducted and I’ll not ‘ave ‘er wandering off.”

The woman looked at Evelyn’s collar and slowly nodded. “I’ll see to it.”

“Meet us at the shack in half-an-hour.”

The woman nodded again and gave Evelyn an odd look as if she was some sort of strange, alien being, but it might equally well have just been compassion. Hughes turned his attention to the papers that the woman had left and Evelyn turned to peer out of the coal-blackened window. On the bank above the office, men were pushing small, iron pit wagons along rails to a drop above the larger, horse drawn wagons. Once in position, a banksman would trip a lever and the bucket of the pit wagon would tilt and empty its load into the larger wagon below. Then the pit wagons would be moved along the rails until the next in line was in position. She watched all four pit wagons unloaded, and then they were pushed back the way they came, rail points were operated, and the next group of loaded wagons pushed above the drop.

“Come on, girl… Time to show you your new home and what’s expected of you,” and he rose from his desk to take hold of Evelyn’s arm. They crossed the yard and climbed a short ramp up to the level of the pit wagons and Evelyn saw the complex of narrow-gauge rails laid out on the rocky ground. Many of the sidings were empty while lines of pit wagons were parked in others, some full of coal waiting to be unloaded and others empty waiting to be sent back to the pit face. All the rails converged into a single tramway that disappeared into a tiny, dark tunnel cut into the rock face barely large enough to accommodate the small wagons.

“That’s the main road,” said Hughes pointing to the tunnel. “It’s about five-hundred-feet long and goes to the face near where the men are working. Your job will be to pull the empty wagons along the rails to the colliers and the loaded ones back here. And that’s where you'll sleep,” and he pointed to a small shack near the tunnel’s entrance.

Evelyn noted the heavy sliding bolt on its door and the iron bars fixed at the small window, the glass barely translucent with coal dust. Inside, the tiny space was completely empty of everything but dust.

“I’ll have Olwen fetch you something to sleep on and a blanket,” said Hughes, and then the woman herself pushed through the door with an armful of unrecognisable materials that she dropped on the floor. “Ah, good. You’ll need these for protection,” and he picked up first a pair of boots that looked like cavalry boots inasmuch as they had extra flaps of thick leather that extended well above the knee. “You'll be crawling along the tunnel and these will protect your knees on the rough stones.”

He said nothing about the fact that they had straps about the ankle that could be tightened to lock them in place, nor that their ankles were already linked together by a foot-long chain.

Olwen left again, presumably to collect the drawbar from the smith, and Hughes turned to Evelyn with a smile. “First things first… You'll not be needing that belt anymore, nor the brank,” and he produced keys that Benjamin had given him. It came as a welcome surprise to Evelyn amongst all the bad that seemed to have engulfed her and she whispered her heart-felt thanks when he unlocked the bridle from her head and then watched with avid interest as he unlocked the waistband and crotch strap. Moments later, the device dropped to the floor of the hut and she had to stifle her instinct to grin.

“Now I’ll fit the boots and gloves. The boots stay on; the gloves can be removed after each days’ work, but if you play-up, I’ll leave them on too,” and he stared at her face to see if she understood the implications. She nodded.

“Good. First the boots,” and he unlocked the shackles from her ankles and picked up the first boot.

“It’s small,” murmured Evelyn when her foot slipped inside, but Hughes just said she wouldn’t be walking anywhere. He pulled the strap tight around her ankle and applied a lock. Then the other one. The hobble chain was no worse than the shackles, but her toes were curled up inside and it was painful to take a step. The boots themselves were closed to the knee with the heavy leather flaps projecting halfway up the front of her thighs towards her now naked pubic mound.

Then he picked up the gloves.

“They have no fingers,” gasped Evelyn.

“Don’t need fingers. Curl your hands into a ball because you'll use your knuckles to move.”

Again, the heavy leather gloves locked to her wrists with thick straps and, just like the boots, were linked together with a short chain. What’s more, they covered her whole arms to the shoulders and were inflexible. Evelyn’s arms were now no more than stiff stumps that wouldn’t bend and had padded balls for hands.

“It’s no good you looking at me like that, girl. These are meant to help you crawl through the tunnel without injuring yourself. They're stiff so they support your weight, and that’s important because you’ll be on your hands and knees all day.”

“But I won't be able to do anything. I can't eat or even drink because I can't touch my face.”

“You'll eat morning and evening. All you need to do during the day is to drink, and that’s where the dust hood will help,” and he picked up a canvas hood. It had two circles of glass for her eyes, but attached to the inside of the hood where her mouth will be was an internal ball with a metal tube through its centre.

“The top and back of the hood are padded to protect your head. You breathe through your nose and the air is filtered through the material. You drink through the tube. There’s a float valve in the ball that allows the water to flow, but will keep out the dust. The ball keeps it in position in your mouth too so you can't spit it out. The hood will be removed tonight along with the gloves when you're fed.”

He spread the hood open for Evelyn to accept the ball in her mouth, and then laced it up down the back of her head. “It'll keep your pretty hair and face clean too,” he added as an afterthought.

“You're almost ready now; just a jacket for your back,” and he draped a heavy leather panel over her back with short straps over her shoulders and under her arms to hold it in position.

“This’ll protect your back if you scrape yourself on the tunnel’s roof, or if rocks fall on you.”

He stood back to look at her and, apparently satisfied with what he saw, murmured, “Let’s see what’s to do outside,” and he pushed open the door. Olwen was waiting next to the nearest row of pit wagons holding an iron bar seven feet long. A wide leather belt that was more like the padded collar of a horse harness was attached to the bar’s top end.

“It wraps around your waist so you can pull the bar with your hips and the padded stop plate behind it is the brake,” and Hughes pointed to an upright bracket welded to the bar some eight inches behind the belt. It had a thick leather cushion on its front surface and this would press against Evelyn between her legs so she could bring the wagons to a stop, no matter that that meant pressing with the stop plate hard against her vulva with all that entailed…

The other end of the drawbar terminated with a two-inch diameter ring which was dropped over the wagon’s coupling post. The only other detail she could see was a short ‘foot’ welded to the underside of the bar near the ring and this would stop the end of the bar dropping to the ground when it was unsupported by a wagon.

Olwen laid the drawbar between the rails in front of the leading wagon and hooked its ring over a short post on the wagon’s subframe, its foot now projecting below the bar, but not quite touching the rocky ground beneath.

Evelyn looked at the mouth of the tunnel. It was barely three feet high and three feet wide, and its mouth was like a doorway into the underworld with no light visible within its ominous interior.

“You're going to pull this train through that tunnel on your hands and knees, so get down in front of it and I’ll connect the drawbar,” said Hughes.

Evelyn looked at Olwen through the glass lenses of the hood, but Olwen turned her head away. Then she looked at Hughes, the Colliery Manager; the man whose job it was to see she did as she was told. He looked back, and she was surprised to see that he showed no aggression or impatience, but rather his expression showed an understanding that this was the first day of the rest of her life and she would likely know no other.

Silently, she sank to her knees between the narrow-gauge rails and backed up over the drawbar towards the front of the wagon.

“That’s it,” said Hughes and lifted the drawbar. She moved back further until she felt the padded brake stop plate press against her underside and was surprised to feel that its leather surface had been liberally coated with grease. Pulling the drawbar against her belly, Hughes wrapped the thick padded straps over her back and buckled them tightly in place and Evelyn turned to peer over her shoulder to see she was now inextricably joined to the wagon.

“Ah… We can't let you do that. You need to be straight in front of the wagon with your pelvis pressed against the drawbar at all times or else you'll hurt your back, or worse still, you'll ride up over the stop plate when you need to brake. There'll be half a ton rolling behind you and you won't want that sliding under your belly.”

She looked at him questioningly and then squealed when she felt something press against the mouth of her vagina.

“Hold still,” he demanded and pushed at the bolt again. It was emerging from the centre of the stop plate to slide along the top of the drawbar and directly into her sex. Evelyn squealed again, this time louder and longer, as the thick, rounded head of the bolt emerged ready lubricated from its metallic sheath to slide six inches deep into Evelyn’s organic one. It locked her hips to the top of the drawbar and made it impossible for her to twist either to the left or the right. Neither she could lift her hips from the bar’s surface as the unusual coupling now made her body no more than a rigid extension of the coupling and left her perfectly aligned with the hook of the wagon.

Evelyn couldn’t believe what had just happened. She was now an integral part of the wagon train, nothing more than its motive force with just enough movement available in her limbs to provide that role and no more. She couldn’t even speak to complain.

Hughes was still standing beside her and called out, “Dylan… Over here,” and soon, another small, dark Welshman stood beside Hughes. He looked down at her and then conversed with Hughes in their local Welsh language; a tongue she’d often heard before but understood very little.

“He’s going to meet you at the face to turn you around,” explained Hughes. “He’ll go the long way around, but he’ll be there by the time you get through the tunnel, so go now.”

Go now… That was easier said than done.

She looked up at Hughes with her shoulders supported on her stiff arms and her hips and bottom high behind her, pinned to the top surface of the drawbar. Her knees didn’t actually touch the ground, but hovered a few inches above with only her heavy boots on the rocks beneath her. She pushed on the rough stones with her toes and very slowly the train of four small wagons gathered momentum and rolled into the black mouth of the main road.

Once the train was moving, it took less energy to keep it rolling with knuckles pressing on the rocky floor and toes providing the forward impetus. Inside the tunnel was darker than the darkest night, but she didn’t need sight to proceed; there was nowhere to go except for directly ahead.

Although light was non-existent, the sound of the wagons’ iron wheels on the rails and the distant ringing of picks on stone could be heard and gave her a point of reference. And then there were the smells: a cold, earthy dampness mixed with the faint resin of timber props, the oily scent of newly broken coal, and the acrid smoke of tallow candles, the scents growing stronger and the air growing warmer the deeper she went.

It was important to keep her body as still as possible while pulling because every tiny discrepancy in her movements translated into a nudge within her own private tunnel, either to disturb the phallic lock by tugging its thick mass a fraction of an inch from its sheath, or by pushing it in deeper with the stop plate pressing on her vulva and, in particular, against her clitoris. And with every foot crawled, her bare breasts swung freely beneath her chest, unrestrained and unconcealed.

With the train moving steadily, she estimated she was moving almost a foot every second, so it should take her about eight or nine minutes to cover the five hundred feet of the tunnel and she started counting, but after nine minutes, there was still no sign of its inner terminus. And then, quite suddenly, the rails turned a gentle curve and candlelight reflected from their surfaces. Slowly, she emerged into the dim light from several candles and a cheer from a group of miners gathered about the tunnel’s exit.

“Well done, lass,” said the man Evelyn recognised as Dylan.

“Oh, my… She’s a fine wench, and no mistake,” she heard behind her.

“Why is she pulling wagons? She should be at home baking cakes or minding babi bachs.”

“Nay, she’s one of ‘em inducted slave girls; look at ‘er collar. She’s no wife.”

“She’s pretty enough; I’d take ‘er.”

“You’d ‘ave anyone, you dirty sod.”

“I’d ‘ave ‘er in two shakes. Can we unlatch ‘er.”

“You do that, and you’d be out of here and goaled for tampering with property that’s not yours,” said Dylan.

“Even so, it might be worth it,” and Evelyn felt a hand creep around her belly to cup a dangling tit.

“Enough of that now. I need to turn ‘er around,” and she sensed the bar rise between her legs as Dylan lifted it from the lead wagon. He walked around in a wide circle to turn her and then pushed gently to direct her towards another line of four wagons, these ones piled high with coal. He turned her again, steering her until she was aligned with the outgoing track and then easing her backwards to drop the drawbar onto the new lead wagon.

“Right, lass, off you go. It not as hard as you might imagine cos it’s a slight decline back to the yard,” and she suddenly surged forward as Dylan gave the wagons a push.


Chapter 31: A Visitor Brings News

Evelyn sat on the thin, straw mattress on the floor of the shack and stared at the pale, grey light of dawn through the bars of the grubby window in the opposite wall. It had been almost a month now, as recorded by the scratched marks in the wooden shuttering beside the mattress. She’d often thought about cleaning the window, but two things made that impossible: firstly, she couldn’t reach it. Even though her small mattress took up almost half the floor area of the shack, the tether chain from her collar that they connected every night was only five feet long and she could reach neither the window nor the door. Secondly, she had the feeling that almost all of the grime was actually on the outside of the glass.

It was probably about five; Olwen would bring something to eat at six and, hopefully, water she could use to wash. Over all, the miners at the colliery had been surprisingly considerate towards her. She thought they probably just felt sorry for her. She could understand that because she felt very sorry for herself. Once Olwen had strapped the gloves to her arms and fixed her to the drawbar, that was it for the day. She could neither stand nor sit, talk, or eat, but she was allowed to rest on her side for a short time about noon while the men ate their lunch and the drawbar wasn’t actually connected to a wagon.

There was also usually a short period during the turnaround on the pit bank when she could rest while the banksmen shuffled around the wagons between pulls. They'd disconnect her from the train and the drawbar left lowered behind her so that the coupling rested on its ‘foot’ instead of a wagon’s coupling post. It had the effect of lowering her hips and was the only time she could comfortably pause with her knees on the ground.

She looked forward to these short breaks when she could rest with her head drooping or crawl to a water bucket for a drink, dragging the drawbar behind her. All the rest of the time, she’d be connected to a wagon and the drawbar would be holding her steady with the thick bolt that was filling her sex making every tiny movement a trial of perseverance over the nostalgia of lost love.

Unlike the chastity belt she’d been obliged to wear for all those weeks, the bolt of the drawbar was constantly moving; constantly teasing with small nudges and tiny internal movements as she struggled to pull the wagons. She smiled to herself when she thought of Olwen withdrawing it every evening and commenting on the accumulation of creamy emulsion quite separate from the animal fats that were used for lubrication each morning. Her own special cream coated not only the surface of the bolt, but the drawbar beneath it where her secretions had dribbled despite her urine periodically washing it as she traversed the tunnel.

It wasn’t the same as having Austen moving inside her, of course, but it was close enough that she could never forget. But it wasn’t Austen that filled her dreams; it was Giles Moore, husband of Alison Moore, her nemesis.

It was her dreams that were keeping her sane through the insanity of life at the pit. Dreams based on memories and enhanced by her active imagination filled her nights and a good part of the days too. She’d lie on her thin mattress in the dark and forget about the tether chain from her collar. Instead, she could feel Giles touching her, sliding a hand gently across hard nipples and slipping his other down over her bare belly to the crook of her open sex between spread knees. There he’d find her ready for him, the thick, slippery syrup already coating the entrance to her chamber and her soaring libido urging his fingers to toy with her like a cat playing with a mouse. And that’s when Baronet Giles Moore would drive his lover into a frenzy to draw from her unprotected sex a series of paroxysms that would last long into the night.

✽✽✽

Olwen arrived a little early that morning with the keys for her boots so she could wash her feet and legs. The girl emptied the chamber pot somewhere discrete outside and then allowed Evelyn to eat the bread and cheese she’d brought before her boots were refitted. It would be evening before she ate again, but at least she’d be able to draw water up through the tube in her mouth throughout the day from the buckets the miners left for her at each end of the main road.

Olwen laid the heavy coat over her shoulders and buckled its straps. It kept her warm when it rained in the yard and was effective in preventing cuts and bruises from the roof of the tunnel. Then she fitted the strange gloves that rendered her hands useless for everything except pulling the wagons. Evelyn held her arms out before her like stumps of wood, waving them in the air and snapping their linking chain taut to attract Olwen’s attention.

“You don’t have to show me,” said Olwen. “I know what a pain they are, but you wouldn’t be able to crawl along that tunnel without them.”

“I know. But why do they have to be… to be so inconvenient? I can't do anything now. I can't even rub my face or scratch a shoulder.”

Olwen shrugged. “I’ll speak to Mr Hughes again, but I don’t hold out much hope. Anyway, your face is covered all day and leather gloves that don’t support your arms would be tiring in your line of work. And what good would fingers be to you? They'd just make the gloves more expensive and less durable.”

“I'd feel more like a human being rather than a bridled-oxen; and oxen don’t have their limbs chained together.”

“Mr Hughes says that condition was imposed by Lady Austen herself and he can't do anything about that.” Olwen looked at Evelyn sitting despondently on her mattress and asked, “Are you ready for the dust hood?”

Outside, Hughes watched her leave the shack and shuffle across the few feet to where the drawbar was already coupled to a wagon with its waistband was lying open on the ground ready or her. She made a short sound, which would have been a sigh if her mouth had been unplugged, and settled over the bar’s forward end. Olwen applied the animal fat generously to the bolt and slid it back into its sleeve before lifting the bar and buckling up the waistband; it had to be tight to enable Evelyn to pull the heavy wagons effectively. Then she carefully slid the bolt all the way forward into Evelyn to ensure she could no longer displace her hips.

Evelyn grunted and her body twitched as the metal rod slipped home: a sliding phallus thicker than any man she’d ever seen. Olwen was as gentle as she could be, but there was little scope for moderating its effect and no way at all of avoiding it.

She looked to her side through the grimy glass of her hood to see Hughes standing at the top of the ramp. Sometimes he was there watching and sometimes not, but he never approached closer. She wondered what he was thinking when he looked at her. Did he get some sort of perverted thrill to see her so intimately compromised or was his interest merely professional; perhaps he admired the way she worked so hard at pulling the wagons. She knew he’d had his instructions from Lord Austen regarding how he must treat her, but she didn’t know how he felt about it. His expression was unreadable, but she liked to think that he was sad to see a her so abused.

“Off you go,” cried Olwen and gave the wagons a push to get them moving and Evelyn put her head down to pull her load into the dark mouth of the main road.

✽✽✽

It had been a long day. Hours spent in the dark of the tunnel and then shorter periods being turned around at each end before being reconnected pointing the other way. Evelyn preferred the interior terminus. The miners genuinely seemed pleased to see her and, although a few took minor liberties with a casual stroke or crafty grope, most were more respectful and none caused her any pain or even discomfort if one discounted the inherent embarrassment involved.

Now it was her last leg of the day and she could see the daylight fifty feet away. She saw Hughes as soon as she emerged from the tunnel; his weathered round felt hat was unmistakeable even at a distance and when viewed through the dust encrusted lenses of the hood, but there was another man with him: long, black jacket, matching britches, and a black, wide-brimmed hat that seemed the perfect protection from the light rain. They were walking up the ramp towards her.

They were close before the stranger lifted his head enough for Evelyn to recognise him: Sir Giles Moore, Baronet. She gave an excited grunt, but couldn’t yet move; the bolt was still firmly embedded within her and the drawbar made virtually all movement except forward motion impossible.

They stopped beside her and Olwen set about unlacing the dust hood that was concealing her features. Then it was pulled away and her blue eyes gazed up at him.

“’Ere she is, sir. Is this who you wished to see?”

“It is,” said Moore with a voice that sounded low and more menacing than she remembered.

Hughes nodded to Olwen and the woman slid back the bolt and unbuckled the belt to release Evelyn from the drawbar, and she struggled unsteadily to her feet.

“Take ‘er to the shack and remove ‘er gloves,” said Hughes. “Sir Giles wishes to converse with the girl.”

As if in a trance, Evelyn allowed Olwen to lead her into the shack with Giles following. She turned to stare at him, but neither Giles nor Evelyn spoke a word. Once inside, Olwen hesitated, unsure then what to do, but with no countermanding instructions, used a heavy padlock to lock the tether chain from the back wall of the shack to Evelyn’s collar before unlocking the straps of the gloves and pulling them from her arms. She gave Evelyn a strange look, one a person might give to a slave who had a baronet for an associate, and then smiled and tried to do a curtsy to Giles before leaving the shack.

Evelyn stretched and flexed her arms that had been forced straight all day, and then flexed her fingers before brushing coal dust from her chest, stopping when she realised she was making an exhibition of her quivering tits.

“Have you come to rescue me?” she asked in a quiet voice, but he shook his head.

“I bring news… Firstly, I am no longer married. Theodore has called in favours and the Lords have granted a rapid divorce based on a failure to consummate.”

“But your marriage was consummated.”

“An irrelevant detail,” he said with a wave of his hand. “It has allowed Alison to fulfil her wish and marry Theodore; she is now Lady Alison Austen, Baroness of Trellech.”

“Is that what you wanted?”

“Of course…”

“Then, I'm very pleased for her.”

“They married in London. It was a quiet wedding, but I saw the notice in the Times and sent a letter of congratulation to Theodore. I asked after you and he told me where you were.”

“And Mr Hughes has allowed you to visit?”

“It cost a little to ease administrative formalities, but money well spent, I thought. Theodore is still in London, but his new wife has returned to Llanywyd Hall, probably redecorating by now I should think.”

“Well, as you can see, I have found useful employment.”

“I'm sorry, Evelyn. I did ask Theodore if he’d pass you on to me, but he declined; he said that Alison would never allow it. I think she’s driven entirely by hate, and no amount of money will satisfy her.”

“So, I am to be a wagon hauler all my life.”

“Not necessarily. The business that’s keeping Theodore so long in London is a parliamentary bill called the Slavery Abolition Act and it’s currently hung up in the Lords. It’s a bill that would finally make the possession of all slaves illegal anywhere in the British Empire.”

“And that would make me free?”

“It would, but its approval is currently in the balance.”

“And Lord Austen is fighting against it?”

Moore shrugged. “Can you blame him?”

“Of course, I can. No-one should be a slave.” And then more calmly, “When will I know.”

“It could be days, weeks, or even years… The ruling is bound to come eventually, but the British parliamentary system can be fickle.”

“But I will be freed?”

“Eventually you will, but I can't predict when. Wilberforce paved the way, but he’s old now and retired from politics; Thomas Buxton and others have taken up the cause, but the good news from your point of view is that the only sticking point now seems to be the amount of compensation due to the slave owners.”

Evelyn grinned. “Now I have hope…”


Chapter 32: Emancipation

Lord Theodore Austen sat in the green leather armchair nestling a heavy cut-glass tumbler of Scotland’s finest whisky. The club was one of London’s most exclusive and favoured by the aristocracy when they weren’t sitting in the House of Lords, not least owing to its location just a short walk away from both the Palace of Westminster and the residence of the prime minister, 2nd Earl Grey, in Downing Street.

“Tricky business, this…” murmured Sir Robert Inglis. “It could devastate the sugar industry in the Indies. Don’t get me wrong… I'm not against emancipation in principle, but it must proceed cautiously and with full respect for property rights.”

“Of course,” said Austen. “Slaves are just as much property as land or houses; they can't just be taken from their owners without compensation.”

Inglis grinned. “Thinking about your own little slave. I heard she cost you dear.”

“Ah… She’s lost her appeal of late, but it’s the principle that’s at stake. And think of all the economic harm that could be unleashed if all the slaves were suddenly freed without adequate forethought and protections. Whole sections of the community could collapse.”

“Charles stands to lose most,” said Inglis.

“Charles Ellis, Baron of Seaford,” murmured Austen. “I hear he has over a thousand slaves across five Jamaican estates. Makes my one wench look poor.”

“Well, don’t feel bad for him. If this act ever gets approved, he’ll stand to receive five-figure compensation. But it’s not right… It’s not right that these worthy pillars of society should be deprived of their legal property. It’s how the world has worked for tens of thousands of years. The Bible doesn’t call for slaves to be emancipated, but says they should obey their masters and regulates how they should be treated and, if necessary, punished. It’s the same for all major religions: Islam, Judaism, Hinduism… Even Buddhism does not prohibit slavery and many Buddhist societies owned slaves, so how can it be wrong?”

“You're preaching to the converted Inglis,” said Austen.

“We have to fight this, Austen. We need to stand up for our rights, but it’s looking touch and go… This legislation is finely balanced and could be approved in days if we’re not vigilant.”

It was then that a porter approached Lord Austen with a sealed message. He tore it open and read through its contents, looked up at Inglis with a grey face, and then read it through again.

“I'm sorry… I have to go.”

“Austen, what’s wrong? You look like someone’s just walked over your grave.”

“Worse…” murmured Austen, but he was gone before he could explain further.

✽✽✽

The following evening, after a gruelling stage ride, Lord Theodore Austen sought out Cardiff’s Justice of the Peace, a magistrate by the name of Mr Morgan Evans.

“Where is she?”

“Please, sit down Lord Austen.”

“I want to see her.”

“She’s comfortable. The High Constable brought her to me the day before yesterday. Apparently, she’s been working her way around the staff of our local college; eminent professors in the main they are, but evidently not immune to her charms.”

“So, what happens now?”

“Given me quite a headache, she has. If she was anyone else, she’d be languishing in Cardiff goal by now, but it’s a bit squalid for a baroness.”

Austen stared at the man to see if he had a hidden agendum, but his face looked sincere.

“Lord Austen, soliciting and prostitution are serious offences and I'm loath to ignore them, but, on the other hand, I am reluctant to imprison a baroness. People look up to the aristocracy and I shouldn’t do anything that might destroy that trust.”

“What are you saying, Evans?”

“I'm saying I am prepared to release Baroness Austen into your care and look to you to ensure this episode is never repeated.”

Austen visibly relaxed and thanked the magistrate. If she was prosecuted, it could destroy his character and his career; he’d be the laughing stock of the country. Evans invited him to follow and they ascended a staircase up to the next level where he produced a key and unlocked a door into an elegant bedroom. Alison was seated in an armchair with a decanter of red wine at her elbow and a glass in her hand.

“Theodore, thank God you’ve come. This oaf has had me locked in this room for more than two days.”

“Come with me,” said Austen and took her hand to pull her from the chair.”

“Wait… wait… My bag,” and she clasped a woven cloth bag from the floor beside her. “Aren't you going to say anything to that man? He’s had me imprisoned in this horrible little room since Tuesday.”

“Please be quiet, Alison,” and he led her straight outside to the carriage, anxious to be well away from that place as soon as possible.

✽✽✽

28th July 1833, and a dark blue landau carefully navigates the rough lane to the Tredegar mine, but it doesn’t stop at the colliery office and instead climbs the slope to where the pit wagons are arrayed, some full of coal and waiting to be emptied, and some awaiting return to the pit face.

Evelyn is there waiting to be uncoupled from a loaded train and turns her head when she hears the approaching hoofs, watching through the dusty glass as three people climb from the carriage. Her excitement mounts when she recognises Giles Moore, Cora, and Archie, and she lifts a stiff arm from the ground as much as its linking chain allows and waves it as if in salute, but otherwise makes no move.

“Evelyn…” shouts Cora and rushes to her friend’s side, kneeling on the grey rocks to pass her arm about dust encrusted shoulders and pressing her head against Evelyn’s hooded face.

Behind them, Mr Glynn Hughes is running from the colliery office and arrives breathless.

“Sir Giles… I wasn’t expecting you today.” He took a deep breath and looked uncertain, as if he’d forgotten something that was important. “May I ask what your business here is today?”

“We’ve come for Evelyn. The commons have just passed a bill that will make the keeping of all slaves illegal.”

“Illegal… I know nothing about this, Sir Giles. So, it will be illegal to keep Miss Vaughan in these circumstances?”

“That is so…”

A pause… “But it’s not illegal yet?”

“It will be. It’s now inevitable.”

“When will this happen, Sir Giles?”

He hesitated. “I regret I do not know the precise date, but the commons agreed the act two days ago.”

“So, it’s not illegal to own Miss Vaughan at present and you don’t know when it will be?” said Hughes, getting into his stride with current events.

“I know,” said a voice behind him and all turned with the arrival of Lord Austen. He’d left his horse down by the office. “The Slavery Abolition Act was agreed by the both houses on 26th and is due to receive Royal Assent on 28th August. It’s not law until that assent and then it will be 1st August next year before that law is enforced. That’s a year away, Giles.”

“But Theodore, surely you're not going…”

“No, I am not. You misjudge me, Giles. The abolition of slavery and the emancipation of all slaves in the British Empire is now assured, in part, I have to admit, by my own absence from the House of Lords these past few days. As a result, I am here to emancipate my own slave before the deadline.”

Giles visibly relaxed, as did his companions including, presumably, Evelyn, although that was difficult to tell. “I'm glad you’ve decided to align yourself with the country’s majority decision before your action looks forced and out of step with the consensus, and you're not alone, Theodore. This is Archie, previously an inducted servant belonging to the Magnolia Park Academy for Young Ladies. They, too, have read the news and decided to act in order to claim a degree empathy with the populace before they are forced to admit to owning slaves.  So… is Evelyn to be freed now, or have you got other designs for her?”

“She’s to be free,” and he nodded to Hughes.

“Yes, m’lord,” and Hughes nodded to Olwen who knelt beside Evelyn and began unfastening the laces down the back of her hood. A simple pull and the hated thing was gone along with the plug that was in her mouth. There were tears streaming down her face as she looked up at the faces all gazing down at her. Apart from Evelyn herself, who could barely control her excitement, Olwen was the only one actually smiling; others were still looking grim, or worse horrified, at the callous way Evelyn was restrained and attached to the wagon, but Evelyn didn’t appear to notice. Neither did she notice when Olwen retracted the bolt from her other than a short momentary gasp and, after the heavy, padded waistband had been unfastened, she struggled hurriedly to her feet so fast Cora and Olwen had to support her until she regained the use of her stiff legs.

“I'm free,” she whispers to Cora, a little prematurely when her limbs were still shackled, and then louder until she’s shouting, bouncing up and down, and waving linked arms above her head. She was still predominantly naked and, in some ways, it was not a very ladylike display, but in other ways, it most certainly was.

“Do you have a bath on the site?” asked Giles while Olwen wrestled with the locks on her gloves, and Hughes tells him there’s one in the back office. “In that case, I suggest we try to induce our excited young friend to make use of it before she turns us all the colour of coal, and then we have spare clothes for her in the carriage.”

They watched Evelyn, now completely naked and caring not a jot, accompany Cora and Olwen to bathe down in the office and then Austen turned to his colliery manager. “What are you going to do now?” he asked looking around at the pit wagons waiting to go to the face.

“We have plenty of good strong lads willing to take on the task. Of course, it’ll cost and we’ll have to change the drawbar.”

“And what about you?” asked Moore looking at Austen. “Going back to London?”

“No point. I shan’t be going back for a while now. I have neglected my responsibilities at Llanywyd Hall for far too long.”

“Of course, you have a new wife to please now and, if I know Alison, that’s not an easy task. How is the baroness? Well, I hope.”

“Very well, thank you,” he said. “She’s spending a lot of time in the house, nowadays.”

Austen looked around. Hughes was busy disconnecting the drawbar from a pit wagon while Archie, looking uncomfortable in such esteemed company, excused himself to sit in the carriage. Then Austen looked at Moore with a gleam in his eye.

“Evelyn is going to need a place to live now; I doubt she’ll want to return with me to Llanywyd Hall.”

Moore smiled. “No, probably not.”

“Of course, I expect Cora’s parents might have room to house her.”

Moore smiled at him. “I know what you're thinking and yes, that is my intention. Do you think she might accept?”

“I would think there’s every possibility. You must come over for dinner sometime, you and Miss Vaughan. It’ll be a good opportunity to reset our social dynamics now circumstances have changed so much.”

“I'm not sure that would be a good idea. I don’t think Evelyn and Alison really get on with each other and their relationship may be beyond recovery.”

“I gathered as much, but things may not be as bad as you fear; now Evelyn is a free woman, Alison will have no cause to disparage her so. Bring Cora too; they're obviously good friends.”

“In that case, I should bring Archie as well, seeing as they're engaged to be married.”

“Perfect,” said Austen. “All friends together.”

“I don’t know how to put this,” said Moore suddenly serious, “But there are rumours spreading around the staff at Cardiff College regarding your wife. An associate of mine has business there and knew of our connection, so thought I should warn you.”

“Thank you, but I am already aware of the circumstances and have taken steps to mitigate a reoccurrence.”

Moore nodded as understanding dawned.

“That’s the thing about having a wife; they actually have no more rights than a slave girl would have, they just think they have. In fact, the law says I now legally own her body and her black soul.”

Giles shivered despite the warm sun and turned his eyes to the grey landscape: hard grey rocks showing no sign of life, dusty grey roads, and a grey site office with black windows clouded by grey dust.

“For a long time, I misjudged Alison,” said Austen. “I believed what she told me, but I see now that was an error. I believed what she told me about Evelyn and much of that has turned out to be lies. It’s really why I'm here today. What you said about emancipating inducted servants earlier rather than when the law requires is undoubtedly a good idea, but it’s the realisation that Evelyn has found herself here as a result of Alison’s deceit and not through any malevolence of her own that I'm here. Guilt, Giles… That’s why I have to free her now.”

Giles didn’t say anything. What could he say?  

“There’s one more thing,” said Austen and pulled a small silver chain from his waistcoat pocket. When he held it up, Giles saw it was a necklace and that it supported a small pearl. “I believe this belongs to Evelyn; Alison was looking after it for her.” He passed it to Giles who looked at it against the clear blue sky.

“Shall we say next Saturday at seven. Bring your friends,” said Austen.

✽✽✽

Lord Austen sat in the chair next to the window and regarded his wife through the bars of the small cage.

“That belt looks too tight for you; we’ll have to put you on a diet.”

Alison didn’t reply. She couldn’t. She was seated naked on the narrow bunk with Evelyn’s iron belt around her waist and the fat iron cock locked into her sex.

“Do you like that? Does it fill you as completely as the college staff did? I hope so, because that’s all you're ever going to feel in there.”

She made a muffled grunting sound and shook her head, but Austen had no idea what she meant and ignored her.

“Come,” he said and opened the cage to clip a leash to her collar. “It’s time you had some exercise.” It wasn’t a shiny nickel-silver collar like Evelyn had; those types of collars were not removable without destroying them so Austen had to get the smith to make an iron one.

“Come,” he said again, but Alison still sat stubbornly on the bunk. “Stand up or else I’ll change the slapper for a cane,” and she jumped to her feet.

He led her along the corridor, down the service stairs, and through the back door to the garden, all the while with Alison struggling as best she could with her wrists manacled behind her back and her ankles shackled. The vegetable garden was empty and they passed into the farmyard and from there to the barn.

The great horse looked them as it circled towards them, but lost sight as it passed, and all the while Alison watched its great hoofs plodding along, covering seven feet with a single stride, and imagined herself skittering along behind it, four paces to the horse’s one. Austen turned away to where Benjamin and the two millers were waiting at the other end of the barn.

“Good morning, m’lord,” said Benjamin. “Madam Austen…” he added nodding to Alison.

“The baroness is in need of exercise.”

“Yes, m’lord.”

“And I see you're already prepared for her.”

“Yes, m’lord,” said Benjamin looking at the cordage tied to a rail; two cords eight feet apart.”

“Here’s the key to her manacles. Tie her wrists to the cords.”

Alison looked at Austen trying to ascertain his intent, but it made no difference; she still had her hands released from behind her back and strong hands tied her iron wrist cuffs to the long traces. Meanwhile Austen stared up at the roof timbers behind her. “That one, I think,” and Benjamin tossed a rope over the tie beam. Alison squealed when she felt him tying the rope’s end to one of the links of the chain that parted her cheeks, one near the ring that encircled her anus.

“Good. Now tighten it,” and Benjamin tugged on the rope. Alison squealed and, pulled by the rope, shuffled back until her arms were stretched and spread wide in front of her with her torso horizontal and her tits dangling beneath her chest. Behind her, her hips were pulled back and high, and her feet were on tiptoes.

Austen tested her by slapping a hand on her bum and she jumped, but landed back on the ground in exactly the same position. Then he did the same with a generously-sized pendulous tit, slapping it hard enough to clap against its neighbour like an echo.

“What d’you think, sweetheart? Ready for your exercise? I think we should start with a warm-up,” and he pulled a thick leather belt from his waist, folded it in two, and slapped it against his hand. “How many times did you have strangers in our cunt, wife? A dozen? Two dozen?”

Alison was frantic, shaking her head and making strange muffled noises that meant nothing, but it was all for nought. Austen was past caring. He’d found out a lot about her antics in his absence from staff and colleagues. Even Charles Montgomery had a tale to tell that differed significantly from Alison’s version. Love was gone; replaced by cold antipathy. He had married a woman who had deceived him, but in some ways that was fortuitous. If she had been merely a mistress, she would have been protected by the law, but a wife had virtually no protection from her husband. The law gave him the legal right to discipline her precisely as he saw fit. He could lock her in that cage for as long as he considered necessary and, should she ever escape, churchmen would denounce her for disobeying him and constables would return her to him if they ever found her.

✽✽✽

Austen blinked, breathless with effort. Alison lay sobbing beside him, tits hanging low beneath her sagging body, but her arse was still held high, swinging gently below the roof truss. Her eyes were red with tears and her tits and bum red from the strap, but now Austen’s anger was at least partially sated. She looked at him with pleading eyes, fearful for what was to come, but he wouldn’t be swayed.

An instruction to Benjamin caused him to tie short cords to the bridle that was holding the ring gag and leather plug in her mouth; two cords, one from each side of her head. Then he tied both to the back of her waistband and tightened them until her head was tilted back and she could no longer turn it aside. Austen pulled the soft leather ball from her mouth to leave just the ring holding her jaws apart and she spluttered. Saliva fell copiously from her lip, and her speech was much louder, but clarity was still lacking.

Austen lifted a hand as he gently stroked the underside of her chin now aligned so accurately with her throat; a sword swallowed couldn’t ask for more. She was a pretty creature with those large dark eyes gazing up at him and her full lips that were so soft to kiss. They were now spread round by the ring behind her teeth and would make a spongy seal for any cock in her mouth. He curled his thumb over her bottom lip and into her mouth to touch her tongue and it flicked up like a fishing lure. He smiled and stepped aside, dipping under and outstretched arm and past a red, pendulant tit.

“Right, lads, she’s all yours,” he said with a palm now resting on her rump. “Fat from the kitchen, or else there’s axle grease in the pot.”

“Er, your lordship…” ventured Benjamin and Austen looked at him questioningly. “Sir, when we were asked to exercise Miss Vaughan, mistress removed her chastity belt and gave us all sheep-gut condoms. Is it your wish that we do the same now?”

“Certainly not. Baroness Austen’s cunt is to remain fully occupied solely by the iron cock and her belt must remain in place. I’ll not risk her becoming pregnant with one of your bastards.”

“But mistress was vehemently against using Miss Vaughan in her arse; she said she considers it impolite to do that to a woman.”

Austen grinned and peered around behind her to see her puckered anal muscle spread flat by the ring of the chastity belt and the little twitches as she tried in vain to screw it up tight, and he remembered the dire warning she gave him never to penetrate her there. Now those warnings were worth nothing.

“She told me that it was alright for the dirtiest of harlots to take it in the arse, so I think you can assume you can now do what you like with what’s available, and when you’ve finished, invite the other staff down here; Lady Austen likes a lot of variety.”

“Yes, m’lord. Right away, m’lord,” but he didn’t immediately move; he just stood looking at Alison with a raised finger hovering between her head and rear, hesitant with indecision.

“Any order you like, Benjamin… You decide.”

The End


Author’s Note:

William Wilberforce (24 August 1759 – 29 July 1833) was a British politician, philanthropist, and a leader of the movement to abolish the Atlantic slave trade. His campaigns lasted nearly fifty years and resulted in the Slave Trade Act of 1807, and later, the Slavery Abolition Act 1833, which abolished all slavery in the British Empire. Wilberforce died three days after hearing that the Slavery Abolition Act had received parliamentary approval from both houses of parliament.
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A Victorian Divorce

It’s a fact that in Victorian England, all of a woman’s possessions became the legal property of her husband when she married and the husband became her master in the truest sense of the word with control over every aspect of her behaviour. He was supported by the judiciary with a legal right to use “reasonable correction” or restraint to control her whenever he thought necessary, but by far his most powerful tool was the asylums. A husband could have his wife committed to a private asylum with minimal medical oversight for “hysteria”, a medical condition that included being argumentative, disobedient, or for sexual impropriety, and once committed, it could be extremely difficult for a woman to secure release.

This is the story of Emily Hart who marries Miles Cartwright only for events to convince her she was much better off single, but divorce is not easy, with the very idea being grounds for certifying her as insane. But Miles, now the owner of a valuable stud farm, is not without compassion for his ‘sick’ wife and allows her to remain in the house with her family while her condition is treated using the invasive, asylum-approved procedures intended to purge her of the troubling sexual secretions causing the hysteria. Of course, having an insane woman on the property is not without risk, so she needs to be kept naked and chained like they do in the asylums, and her treatments can be taxing for all concerned, but fortunately Miles has others he can call on for assistance. Emily’s younger sister Clara, Clara’s rather over-enthusiastic boyfriend, and Miles' own young, enigmatic French housekeeper can all help with her care. And if they aren't enough, there’s always the stable lads.


The Re-education of Mrs Annabelle McBride

Poor Annie… One moment she’s idyllically happy as Simon’s new bride, then she’s bullied into doing something silly by an ex. But Simon’s a reasonable man; despite losing all confidence in Annie’s ability to resist sexual pressure, he’s prepared to offer her an alternative to divorce: a course of re-education intended to condition her to seek sexual gratification only from him. Of course, by definition he must ensure that she can’t get her relief any other way, including by self-stimulation, and he also realizes that her re-education will be a lot more effective if her passion is maximised. People always want what they can’t have, Annie more so because she’s subjected to a continuous and unavoidable reminder of what she’s missing.
For Annie, the course poses substantial physical challenges, but it’s not easy for Simon either. Unless he can find a way to banish his visions of Annie and her friend partying in the marriage bed, the whole exercise could be for nought.


Punishment in the Community

Aline Laurent was delighted to secure the role of General Manager for a pharmaceutical company. Others were delighted too, because she was perfect to take the fall for their crimes.
It’s 2055, a time when ones status in the world is defined by ones achievements, signified by the fashions one could wear, and subjected to the idiosyncrasies of a new moral code. It’s also a time when Community Control Orders have replaced incarceration inside prisons for most offenders and, relying to a large extent on humiliation to deter, they are not an easy alternative.
The situation for our heroine is made considerably worse owing to the judiciary’s quaint notion of tailoring the punishment to fit the crime. And Aline’s supposed crime: the theft of the main active ingredient of a new drug called Prolibinol, a hormonal drug designed to boost a woman’s flagging libido. Aline’s libido is far from flagging, but there’s always scope for boosting it a little more and if she’s now unable to quench it, well, she shouldn’t have stolen the drug, should she?


The African Acquisition

Dominica is a complex character: domineering in her London office and submissive every Friday night at the club. As if that wasn't complicated enough, her latest project – the acquisition of a copper mine in Angola on behalf of Dutch clients – is made infinitely more awkward when she herself becomes an acquisition. Conditioned by African shamans using traditional methods, she finds herself anxious and unable to function properly unless… well, let’s just say she no longer likes to feel empty.

And then things get much worse...

The Justice Trap

Heather, instead of finishing her final term of school, is wrongly convicted of a crime and absorbed into a USA Justice System that has recently been revised to not only ease the pressure on over-crowded jails, but to actually allow convicted felons to make a positive contribution to society.
Her contribution will be earned in the household of Ethan Chandler where she is contracted to supply some very unusual services after he leases her from the State. Chandler, for his part, must ensure that she’s always managed in accordance with State Guidelines, particularly as far as security and ‘dress code’ are concerned even if those guidelines seem unreasonable.
Conditions prove trying for a young woman when family, church, and State all seem to turn against her, but her new life does bring its own compensations.


A God-Given Wife

Jenny is a young, high-functioning IT specialist and she is perplexed: her breasts were changing and she didn’t know why. The mystery was solved when, in the bedside cabinet of her veterinary boyfriend, she found bottles of bovine medication used by farmers to start lactation in cattle. He thought it was funny; Jenny less so. In fact, she left that very evening, setting off across the wild mountains of central Wales.
A minor road incident was then all it took to change her from a young professional to an enslaved chattel enmeshed in two-hundred-year-old farming traditions and who came with surprising extra benefits for the local farming community.
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