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FOREWORD
 
      Janet’s secret journal describing the ambiance and hardships at Maveringham Manor and subsequently at Winscome Abbey following her and Mildred’s thwarted escape on their way thither, was continued in the new diary generously and unexpectedly offered to her by her purchasers. Francine and her husband, Gilles de Clavaux, indeed encouraged her to recount therein her further narration and sufferings. Her scribblings, set down in these tattered, sweat-stained pages, therefore constitute a sequel to her earlier chronicle, entitled ‘Puritan Punishment’.
      The manuscript came to light in the same Cheapside bookstall as did her previous account, subsequent apparently to the victims’ return to England from Orgival and Francine’s remorseless clutches. As in the preceding account, the language of the seventeenth century text has been updated and what was expressed in defective French rendered in English to facilitate reading. As Mildred said one day at Orgival, she too urging Janet to record their combined experiences, a slave’s utterances and groans were the same in any language and, at least, Janet had been taught how to write by her Puritan parents, long since gone to the new colonies in America. 
      What follows is the second of Janet’s journals.
 
1 June, 1656
 
      I seem to have lost track of the calendar after that terrible crossing from Aldeburgh to the French coast, following our sale by Lady Elizabeth Postell to the de Clavaux couple. The interminable carriage journey down to Paris, clad in salt-drenched rags, remains for me a grievous memory; the coach, however, did provide Mildred and me with a measure of welcome warmth, once we were extricated from those dreadful bags of waterlogged jute. At least our poor bodies had not been flogged or tortured for quite some time and thus, for the remainder of the trip from the brigantine to the capital, we were spared the agony of the brine sloshing about us in those sacks.
      Being forbidden to speak to each other, sprawling bound on the carriage floor, we could only stare at the comfortably-shod feet of our purchaser, Gilles, and those of our escort, Melanie. Moreover, neither engaged in conversation, the cloaked woman silent as a tombstone, seated opposite the man, holding our chains and watching her employer sifting through documents she had brought with her for him to study – no doubt accounts of arms being shipped surreptitiously to Royalist forces in England. At one point he leaned across us to fondle the serving girl’s breasts, speaking to her in French, and then snatched from my pocket the precious journal, bereft of its final blank pages, to read out to her some of the more obscene entries, which truly displeased me but seemed to entertain the maid.
      Finally, as I have recounted, we arrived at the town house where we were confronted at long last by Francine, looking more alluring than I remembered her at Maveringham. In a cloud of billowing, perfumed silks that swathed her sleek body and, just below the nipples, hoisted her breasts aloft, she had us led into the drawing-room. To my astonishment, our new proprietress suddenly took up from an ornate table another small book and lead pencil in her gloved, ringed hand and presented them to me.
      “On second thoughts, my dear husband and I have decided,” she said in that heavily accented English I had known to fear, “you should continue to set down your further impressions and sentiments, now that both of you are in my possession. For apparently you have the ability to write, which is unusual in a whore slave, and my husband tells me your way of describing your ordeals is interesting. So you may use this booklet to recount your stay with us.” Exultant and seeing Gilles nod his agreement, deferring to his spouse’s decision, I could have kissed the toe and buckle of her brocaded slipper as I tucked the gift into my neck strap beneath my salt-stained locks. “Now,” she went on, the azure eyes looking us up and down, “Melanie will take you to the Marais district on the other side of the Seine – that’s the river flowing through our great city which is greatly superior to that den of Puritan rascals, that London of yours – and lodge you in our busy brothel. It is there that you will work until I decide to have you transferred to our country house out at Orgival where you will reside among our delightful brood of slaves henceforward. There, our Slave Master, Magnus, and his faithful Marie-Claire, along with their assistants and gaolers, will instruct you as to your duties. Aware of your competence with my dear Lady Postell, I am sure you will serve me likewise.”
      With a smile from Gilles, addressed to me, I think, we were towed out into the night and mounted the carriage again, this time seated opposite the sullen girl who seemed equally fatigued as were we.
      Thus commenced our sojourn, dearest diary, in these foreign parts where we were to serve, once again, as what we presumed to be sex whores and in all likelihood, alas, as whipping meat. Mildred, pale and tense, looked at me in the dim flickerings of the landau’s lanthorns, as though, for some reason, all this was my fault, whereas it was her doing. But she seemed so desirable that I forgave her anew, particularly as I greatly needed her blonde head between my thighs. This, her expression told me, was no time for philandering, and we were off towards the southern bank of this watery Seine. Had I had the courage to ask our Mildred what she thought awaited us, I would have done so but her worried mien was enough to cow me. The chain joining my neck strap to the attendant girl’s hand warned me to keep my mouth shut.
      Yet, with my new diary and pencil, I felt thrilled and very different from Mildred as we stared out into the night, amazed by the passage of other coaches, riders and people thronging the streets, even at this late hour. In London, folk would be drinking at inns or asleep by now, the city guarded by watchful posses of armed Commonwealth troops patrolling the streets.
      Compared with the journey from the coast which had thoroughly numbed both of us, the crossing to the other bank proved brief enough and tolerably restful; all I hoped for was to rid myself of my clammy rags and a chance of washing down, the condition of our bodies riling us greatly – even my sex rings, congealed with salt and sweat, were glued to my thighs. Probably anxious to be rid of us, the coachman hastened his horses as we crossed an ornate, flambeau-lit bridge leading to a turreted palace, apparently called the Conciergerie. Below, the dark river flowed dolefully, the very sight of water frightening me anew, memories of that grim voyage in the brigantine and gunny sack making me almost throw up again.
      After skirting several churches and crowded clusters of dwellings under the moon, bright over the rooftops, we drew up at a house, close by what Melanie told us was the Convent of Ste Catherine. It was strange to both of us that such nunneries, long since done away with back home, still existed, and I had to smile when in a whisper Mildred, staunchly Puritan like me, wondered what went on behind those walls at night… But the house we halted before, to judge by the coaches drawn up before it, was far from being a convent: we had arrived at Francine de Clavaux’s town brothel, the only one gracing the Marais quarter.
      All at once, I felt despondent and even more wretched than at Maveringham, for neither of us had ever worked in what at home was known as a ‘knocking shop’, even if both Elizabeth and Beatrice, that gorgon at Winscome, raked in fortunes through hiring out our bodies to floggers, fuckers and sodomizers. But there at least we had been, in a manner of speaking, sweet diary, celebrities, devotees to the dire punishments ever a female could endure at the hand of experts. The very sight of the dismal building before us depressed me more than I can say, even before we were led to the door surmounted by a red lanthorn.
      “Stand there, whores,” our guardian told us, “while I summon someone.”
      The pause allowed me to share my discomfort with Mildred, both of us feeling veritably far from home and beyond the caring hand of our Commonwealth’s great Protector – but then he had other concerns on his mind than protecting two English girls of the Faith from these ungodly Frenchies. I swore to my blonde darling, as we entered the brothel, that if ever we regained freedom – an improbable likelihood withal, we would never venture abroad again.
      Taken in charge by another mournful-looking wench in nightgown and bonnet, we were led past a flight of stairs leading to the floor above, and down some worn steps into a stifling, airless chamber lit by a single candle on a table. As Melanie left us, I was further dispirited by what I saw, regretting her departure.
   The whorehouse servant, apparently called Laurine, of all names, pointed to a couple of crumbing wooden bedsteads and made it clear they were for us. To be frank, nothing could have pleased me more than a bed; it even made the journey from the coast worthwhile, but the slut’s snarl, which we barely understood, and her gesture towards an alcove in the wall, unnerved me.
   “Strip off, salopes, and wash that grime off you, over there,” she seemed to say.
      As we removed our capes and tattered stockings, I glanced at the row of beds aligned along the wall. There were at least a dozen sleeping forms occupying them but on one sacking a relatively attractive brunette reclined, gazing at us. She seemed, to my relief, as copiously well-fleshed as me but, when she sat up, displaying a pair of ample breasts that slumped heavily apart, what took me and Mildred aback was the absence of rings in her teats, her neck and limbs free of leathers. Moreover, on her groin there flourished a florid triangle of dark pubic hair. It was a long time since I had seen a growth of the sort on any female, apart from some the visiting dominants at Winscome. Even more surprising, her body appeared to be free of any trace of whip marks or bruises left by the sort of instruments Mildred and I knew only too well.
      We returned her semblance of greeting cautiously, only to be further astonished when she spoke in approximate English, announcing her name, and that in the presence of the serving trollop, too weary to notice. “I’m called Isabelle. Been here since last Advent. It’s good to have company. What are your names?”
      We hesitated to reply but I think both of us felt superior, being shaved and ringed, even though the loops hung muddied from our teats and vulva, instead of spangling and chiming in the lanthorn light.
      Dutifully we stood naked after folding our filthy coverings on the nearby table that, flanked by two benches, occupied the centre of the cellar. At the same time, I noticed the platters and remains of a meal littering the board; the very sight of crumbs and crusts reminded my guts of my ravenous hunger. But it was rather the table that surprised me, for it lacked bondage hasps and rings, nor was there any sign of rope or chain in the place. If the guests here, I conjectured, required their victims to be bound, there had to be other parts of the house where the whores were strung up for flagellation and wrenching with iron tongs.
      The weary housemaid gathered up our belongings with a gesture of distaste, flinging them into a corner as she ordered us into the ablution recess.
      “You’ll have no need of these foul things or anything else. From now on you’ll remain naked,” she said – if I understood her French and if we’d been anything else, apart from on our journey “They’ll be burned. If a customer wants you wearing something, he or she will bring the article along. From what I see you’ve got pierced in you, I assume you’re used to working naked.
      She ushered us into the damp alcove, pointing out the buckets of stagnant water and brushes. “Scrub your whorish carcasses down and make sure all three of your holes are flushed out. Get those rings freed of slime and polished up. Now, make speed, so I can get some sleep.”
      Suddenly, wiping herself clean, Mildred startled me by speaking. “If the others don’t have rings, mistress,” – she too had noticed the whore who had addressed us from the bunk, and I had to admire the shrewd way in which my beloved addressed the menial – “are our rings and slave straps going to be removed?” It was hard to guess whether she hoped to lose or retain them.
      “Certainly not, you brainless numbskull! You’re here for only a short spell before you’re assigned to Orgival. There you’ll need all you’ve got pierced into you and probably a few other things. Some of these exhausted bitches had the lot when put to the Orgival grindstone, and when you’re no longer fit for use out there, you’ll be probably sent back here, if you’re not sold for use by the Bastille guards. In that case, you’ll have them sawn out. Ringed whores are only used at Orgival.” With that, the weary one retired to the steps.
      As we swabbed down, the Isabelle creature on the bed suddenly addressed us. “You want to see where I used to have my rings?” She hoisted up one of her flabby dugs, holding it in the palm of her hand. And, sure enough, despite the murky light, the slit in the teat was quite visible. “I had all seven threaded into me, and even here as well,” her tongue protruded full length. “Two lingual studs, as they call them, and a silver ring skewered through my snout.” Her fingers closed over the nasal septum, frightening me.
      I tried not to look at her further but rather at Mildred who seemed not to have heard, being busy bathing her thighs that I hoped would soon be close to my ears as I licked her off. But Isabelle continued to prattle. “You’ll see,” she added, “that a studded tongue does help when you’re fellating cock and licking a clit. And just wait until they chain you to a post by that wedding ring in your nose! That really keeps you on your toes, believe me. But you two look the sort likely to enjoy that.”
      Finishing my cleansing, I thought of that ordeal I had suffered on the waterwheel at Winscome, blessing the stars – and Oliver, our Protector – that I had not there been hooked aloft by a septum ring rather than by my wrists. Strangely, however, I found myself looking forward to being further pierced and ringed.
      The cleansing revived both of us considerably and I think we felt proud to see our flesh rings glinting and capable of revolving smoothly in the flesh lancings. Only two problems now faced me: would I be allowed to indulge myself with Mildred, once on our beds, and secondly, was this Isabelle likely to creep over and join us? In brief, was sex permitted in this gloomy Marais cellar, without fear of punishment?
   Once the dreary maid had departed, it was Isabelle who solved my quandaries.
      “I suppose you’re going to enjoy a soixante-neuf together now,” she said bluntly. “That’s allowed and as often as you want. No one cares a fig what you do down here, as long as you don’t soil the mattresses even more than they are already. I’m afraid I’m too… how do you say? … fagged out to join you, but tomorrow or the next day we’ll have a threesome together, and Sophie over there will want both of you in turn. She’s worth knowing, even if you’re exhausted after an evening of work above, servicing the clients.”
      Mildred thanked her, congratulating her on her command of our tongue – the language, I mean – that apparently she had picked up from seamen of the English fleet at Calais, alas, no longer in our possession.
      “I rather envy you going to Orgival,” Isabelle confessed. “I loved it there. But the whippings finally reduced me to cold mutton. And then Francine got rid of me and that’s why I’m here.” She stretched out on her cot. “Now I must catch up on my sleep. Tomorrow there’s a squadron of dragoons in town and that means hard work. So enjoy yourselves, but quietly. Don’t wake the others, they’re having a tough time too.”
      And enjoy it Mildred and I certainly did until both of us were dead to the world, and as I fell asleep in my angel’s arms, I heard Mildred mutter a final word: “It’s weird to tongue you when there’s not a lash mark on you, darling. It’s as if you weren’t real and just come down from heaven.” She could be so poetic.
 
3 June, 1656 - I have the date from the skinny Sophie, who likes me to draw my legs up beside my head
 
   It was mid morning, after a refreshing sleep and a meal of sausage and ale, when, of all people, who should come down but Francine herself, clad in riding boots and leather jacket. Immediately we all aligned ourselves against the far wall and stood to attention as, I suppose, King Louis’ troops do for inspection.
      Our owner paid scant attention to the other whores, apart from a curt look at their cunts. I truly felt like a piece of cannon, or probably a humble French musket, I had been exchanged for. In fact I wondered what brought her more wealth – the export of arms to our enemies or that accruing from her brothels.
      She looked more terrifying than at our arrival. Her cold blue eyes seemed to nail us to the wall, reminding me that I now formed part of her estate. Her whip arm seemed even more muscular than I recalled it from Maveringham and I feared the worst. Her English, though far from perfect and less fluent than that of her handsome husband, truly unsettled me, her address seeming directed mainly at me.
      “Again I welcome you to our household. As you may have gathered, I intend to keep you here for a while and, naturally, I expect you to work assiduously in the bedrooms, complying with whatever is demanded of your bodies – each of which is of similar value to us as one of my silver candelabras. Both of you have a certain appeal and should settle in well at our place in the country. Fortunately you are well equipped but will have further items added to you.” I did not need to be told what that implied, feeling my tongue recede in my maw, my nasal septum twitching. “Thus you will match up to my other slaves who serve my guests so diligently at Orgival. My caring Slave Mistress, Marie-Claire, will see to that anon, and I count on you to defer to her at all times. Disobedience will entail pitiless penalties, according to our rules. But I am sure, in view of your already licentious disposition, such will not be necessary as far as you are concerned. At least, let us hope so. For here, the whip at times tends to cut the flesh to ribbons if it’s laid on as it should be.”
      There I received a sidelong look from Isabelle, standing next to me, while the brothel mistress strode up and down the line of our motionless bodies.
      “You will find our house at Orgival,” the discourse continued, “set in a charming hamlet close to St. Germain-en-Laye, not too different from that Winscome place in England you had the pleasure of visiting with my dearest Lady Postell and my husband. However, our homestead at Orgival may strike you as… how to put it?… somewhat more exacting, even for slaves of your maturity and experience, than what you have known in the past. Isabelle and others here,” the gauntleted hand took hold of our English-speaking colleague’s pulpy load of breast flesh and let it fall back heavily on to the ribs, “will certainly tell you more, if they have not done so already, for they quack like ducks, ma foi.”
      I risked a glance at the blubbery Isabelle. Being so close, I could see her nearest nipple; indeed the slit in the abandoned site was far from a fleck in the umber puckering but a veritable fissure from areole to the tip. Clearly, the teat had been mightily distended by its former ring when she was hooked to the wall or a stake for a rear flogging. At Orgival she had been regularly strung up by the mammaries – either by her teat rings or by cords round the roots – for overall flogging. The prospect both affrighted and exhilarated me, for my breasts were far larger than hers and had had the cords frequently at Winscome.
      It was at that point, precious diary, that my heart missed not one but several beats as Francine was joined by none other than Gilles, her husband. The very sight of his pointed beard, equestrian garb and the riding whip he had in hand – not to mention that bulging crotch, sent me into a dreamlike state, my long labia suddenly retracting as my liquids ebbed down their length. It seemed a century since my vagina had harboured a ripe cock and I would gladly have taken, as at Winscome when breast-throttled, one of those massive scourgings Bragg used to dole out in the compound, to feel Gilles’ battering ram assailing my cervix. What worsened my condition was the smile Gilles gave me as he kissed his consort’s hand. Evidently our ‘welcome’ was far from over. She greeted him, for our benefit, in her approximate English.
      “Ah, Gilles, my dear, I have just been informing our newcomers of our customs. Would you care to add a word, while they’re still capable of listening?”
   “Nennie, mon ange. Pray, continue. I came down just to see how our shiploads of flesh are doing.”
      “Splendidly, and I trust they will continue to exhibit themselves so. Now,” she informed us, “you two will serve here for a week or so and then, as I said, join the others at Orgival. There you will be kept in fine fettle, taken out into the fields now and then to work or for a gallop, appropriately harnessed. A touch of the riding whip never fails to maintain the brawn lean and fit…”
      “Shouldn’t you acquaint them, my treasure, of what you’ve planned for Sainte-Germaine’s Day?” put in the well-hung one, – if, beloved diary, I may so term him, although since leaving England there had been meagre sign of that delicious phallus being brought out to plough our neglected gullies of pleasure.
      “Later, Gilles, later. Allow me first to finish. So,” she returned to her peroration, “at Orgival you will become acquainted with the delectable Marie-Claire, our devoted slave mistress – a most attractive woman, if sometimes a trifle harsh – who will be in charge of you. And, of course, Magnus, our major-domo,” yet another one, I realized wearily, “and Master of Slaves. They will inform you what is expected of you, together with the dozen others who serve us. And here I should add that our overseers will ensure you obey the rules without hesitation, as do your sisters-in-chains. Otherwise your punishment for apathy will reach beyond anything you have yet known back in that sick puritanical country of yours. Now, one last item: pending your transfer to our rural residence out at Orgival,” I was truly growing tired of that name which I rephrased to myself as the Valley of Orgies, “I expect you to labour diligently with the three apertures Nature had given you, even if our clients here differ greatly from those frequenting our country retreat.”
      There she did pause, her deerskin glove, I was pleased to see, coming away from Mildred’s quim coated with that bright preparatory discharge my beloved never failed to produce when splayed naked.
      “Once again, I warn you,” she avouched, her voice becoming grave, “that the slightest instance of insubordination, especially in the presence of guests, will result in my having to have you chained over the horizontal cartwheel in the main yard and flogged senseless. I hope this is clear.” She turned to her spouse. “Now, Gilles, a word concerning the Feast of Sainte-Germaine would be appropriate.”
      Her debonair partner rose from where he had perched a silk-tight buttock on the table’s edge. The holy festivity he described turned me cold, chiefly since he seemed to address me rather than Mildred, the whores of the Marais brothel being ignored.
      “Yes, the festival,” he reiterated. “Each year on that day we organize a confrontation of sorts. It involves a whipping match between the Marquis de Florimont’s slaves and our own, a dozen each side.” I saw Isabelle and two other discarded inmates biting a lip, as though only too familiar with the event. “The tournament is held alternately at his property of Courtelay and at Orgival. This year it takes place chez nous, in the compound.” I recalled that other horrendous fenced ground beyond the slave shed at Winscome Abbey where Mildred and I had suffered so grievously. “So, each team arms its slaves with similar scourges and, stark naked, they are paired off to fight until one of each couple is floored…”
      “And, dearest, mention what awaits the winners and losers.” Francine seemed strangely excited, her turquoise eyes fixed on him, “especially as it is our turn to host the Marquis’s combatants here this June.”
      “Indeed. Well, those who still stand are allowed to choose a man – guest or slave master from either team – to use them there and then. The defeated sluts are taken to the mammary stocks, the breasts clenched between the spiked battens and dug-flogged by the entire company.”
      I stole a glance at Mildred. Like me, she was wide-eyed and pale, her teats shrinking to tiny thimbles. Somehow, fear made her look more desirable than ever.
   The vivid account over, Francine brought the briefing to a close with a gesture of a jewelled glove.
      “Now, my chicks,” she told her resident harlots, “you may prepare your bodies for the afternoon customers, but you two aliens will come with me.” Turning to the dull-eyed housemaid, she suddenly posed a question that made my upper body freeze with gosling flesh. “I trust, Laurine, the garret up there is ready and the awl, rings and studs properly laid out?” The maidservant bowed and mumbled such was the case.
 
5 June 1656
      Compassionate and patient diary, I did not have the courage last night to bring you up to date by describing the horror of that hour in the attic. Suffice it to say this morning that, if what Mary Stockton’s awl did to my teats, dangling labia and clit stalk on that desperate day of 17 February in the Turret at Maveringham will remain forever in my memory, the ordeal in the Marais attic defies description.
      The bitch Laurine bound Mildred and me to opposite sides of a central pole rising to a rafter spanning the mansard, our neck straps firmly corded to the upright, and told us to protrude the tongue.
      Francine first dealt with my blonde lover and then with me. Once the slut had daubed some liquid or other on the lingual meat and again up her nose, I heard Mildred’s screech. As for me, the maid nearly wrenched my tongue out of my maw for it to be pierced. Then, my septum bleeding, I nearly passed out.
      We were left there, the aftermath of the jabs throbbing atrociously. Gradually, the sensation of the metal ring hanging over the upper lip became palpable, while my newly-loaded tongue clacked against my teeth as I tried to swallow saliva, unguent and traces of blood. I fail to recall how we managed to stumble down the stairs but it was truly a relief to collapse on to our beds. Isabelle and the other old-timers commiserated, as well they might, and gave us water to drink, but the rest of the day and the night that followed proved agonizing.
      Finally, Francine deigned to come down to inspect and admire her handiwork. What she had the gall to say utterly astonished me: “Now, my ringed sows, just think how thrilling it’ll feel to be led around by that nose ring, instead of by your teats! And,” she consoled us, “our gracious male visitors will adore those studded tongues licking their cocks. The ladies, too, won’t give you much rest once they’ve felt what you’ve got there caressing their clit. Ah, what candlelight orgies we’ll organize at Orgival with the help of that boneless organ in your mouths!” Her wit I found in appalling taste, leaving both of us mightily nervous.
      But when, three days later, I did finally use my tongue on Mildred, with her legs over my shoulders, and she did likewise on my swollen erection, we climaxed more powerfully than usual. Moreover, the clinking of the vulva rings against that in our snouts made us feel like lesbian heifers. But then what were we other than cattle? To be honest with you, patient journal, I confess I am looking forward to this place in the country and find myself counting the days of enforced lingering in this vapid brothel where most of the customers are paltry lovers. Furthermore, I desperately need to be chained again and whipped, if possible into orgasm…
      With that in mind, Mildred being surfeited with pleasure and asleep, I stretched out, took hold of my clit ring and, imagining myself hooked by it to a flogging stake, frigged myself off most luxuriously.
9 June, apparently their Feast of Diana, who surely was a Roman goddess and no saint
      We have both recovered from the additional piercings and I, different from Mildred, find the septum ring unexpectedly exciting, although neither of us had yet been led about or secured by it. The tongue stud, now that its seating has healed, allowing us to eat normally, greatly intensifies cunnilingus; yet both items do affect our speech somewhat but as what we have to say passes only between us two and occasionally with Isabelle who has served at Orgival, that is of no consequence. Mildred now lisps irresistibly…
      As to the living conditions here in this Marais whorehouse, they could be a great deal worse. However, the type of customer the inmates have to entertain is of the lowest level, far from the nobles and wealthy we had to play host to at Maveringham with our bodies. The accommodation, compared with those draughty, barred cells at Winscome Abbey, of grievous memory, is not disagreeable, although I cannot get used to the food these Frenchies serve up; it is half-cooked and garnished with strong garlic. Once the last customer has left, we descend from the parlour to be locked into the cellar where, quite freely, we can move around and once sluiced out, chat and play cards (in which naturally I do not participate, being of Puritan upbringing); one of the strumpets – a dark-skinned one, a Rom, probably in league with the Devil – tells fortunes with similar cards she keeps hidden under her mattress, in the same way as I do you, my diary.
      Thereafter, the whores share beds, the tumult of sucking and moaning keeping us two awake, though we do the same, a pleasure denied us at Maveringham by our chains. All the same I am much tempted by Sophie but do not wish to jeopardize my relations with Mildred, who takes umbrage at my occasional promiscuity.
      Gradually, with the help of Isabelle’s notions of English, picked up at Calais where, I repeat, she worked ‘in a knocking shop for stingy Jack tars from thy land,’ I am learning more concerning our owners. It appears Francine runs several other stews in different parts of Paris, in addition to this in the Marais, each catering for customers of certain levels; here the clientele is common – an ‘in, slish-slosh, spend and out’ place, Francine and her staff standing for no billing and cooing, protracted aftermaths and keeping the bedchambers unprofitably occupied overlong. Above all, Olivia, another ex-Orgival slut, told us ‘there ain’t no freaky doings like usin’ ropes an’ whips an’ all that’, the bawd Francine refusing to have the girls damaged unnecessarily. It seems Madame Francine runs places in the better quarters of the city for other amusements, charging exorbitant prices, the customers being carefully sifted and usually masked to protect their identity, but ‘even there, flogging and sex torture ain’t allowed’, Olivia added, such pastimes being restricted to the outlying manor, the ‘guests’ apparently spending several days and nights there, along with wife, mistresses, flunkeys and private coachmen, all lodged, fed and entertained at their cost. The titled or landed gentry frequenting Francine’s lair of iniquity, we also learned, had to be proven devotees of flagellation, dire punishment and reaming of young, naked females. The visitors’ spouses or concubines, it seemed, were particularly cruel and often more dastardly and demanding than their men.
      All this truly fascinated me but it was difficult to obtain more precise information as to what went on at the Orgival estate, situated near this place called Saint Germain-en-Laye. Even Olivia, more loquacious than Isabelle and Sophie, became tight-lipped and tense when we enquired further. We had to content ourselves with descriptions of richly carpeted rooms, long portrait-decked corridors and stairways leading either up to terraces bordered with flogging posts or down to vaulted chambers we would come to know most intimately. “So much so,” she said in her quaint English, “that you’ll be able to find your way there even if hooded up. Believe me, wherever you’ve worked before will seem” – she sought for a word – “tame compared with Orgival. You’ll probably last out less than two or three months, if you’re lucky…”
      We were at table one evening when Isabelle said something else that truly startled us. “You no doubt wonder why we two have lost our slave rings.” She lifted a sagging breast again to show the slits in her teats. “Once demoted back here, you don’t need bondage metal. But there at the manor, all nine items” – rapidly and for the first time, I counted my appendages; she was right – “play a big part in your slavery. You’re hauled about by them, tied by them, your – what’s it called in English? – ah, oui, your vulva splayed by them to open you up for the quirt when hung by the legs. They’re part of your body now. Without them, you’ll feel lost.” Then she changed the subject. “Now, tell us about yourselves before you came here.”
      Neither Mildred nor I had any wish to divulge our sufferings in case they appeared negligible to our temporary colleagues. But then, surely nothing could be worse than what we had undergone at Winscome Abbey where we had almost lost our teat and cunt rings on several occasions when hitched to iron hooks embedded in the masonry or stretched across flogging slabs. These papist paupers might well, I thought, be surprised by what their Royalist allies across the seas were inflicting on nude females..
      So, patient diary, the days and nights and tedious work in the bedchambers passed by, distressingly slowly, relieved, for us two, only by further discussions and ferocious sex together. Clad in a tasteless, garish nightgown, we are scrutinized for service by customers – more often than not being passed over by reason of the metal appendages adorning our bodies; only once, when selected one night by a pot-bellied baker, smelling of stale dough, and payment made to Laurine, was I able to reach orgasm and that because he obliged me to suck my own ringed teats. Anything but this dreary brothel, I lamented to Mildred afterwards, for I was dying to be hung in chains, whipped and fucked as I believe I merit. She had to agree.
      Here I should perhaps mention, patient diary, that later that day when my blonde was entertaining a couple of Spanish sailors, I did lie with Sophie, who proved mightily satisfying, her tongue lapping me from anus to navel and then, mounting upon me, brought me off by grinding her sharp hip bone into my clitoris.
 
15 June, weary and despondent
 
      Despite one other afternoon when most of the inmates, we included, had drained a rowdy bunch of dragoons on leave after devastating the Cevennes and marching north to fight in the Low Countries, the Marais brothel proved indeed a miserable experience. But, as Mildred reminded me, one should not despair.
   Then, quite unexpectedly, Francine and her tantalizing Gilles descended with cheering news.
      “You two good-for-nothings will leave tomorrow after nightfall in our coach for St Germain where we need to pick up victuals for Orgival. Laurine will prepare you for the journey and Marie-Claude will come for you. You will wear cloaks for the trip and you’ll be chained to the hasps on the carriage floor. My husband and I will travel the following day after you’ve been presented to Magnus, our major-domo, who incidentally speaks English, although it is difficult to understand his Scottish brogue. He will vet you on arrival and, if you pass, will have the slave chains shackled to your bondage straps. Tonight you’ll be excused duty, so that you may spruce yourselves up for arrival. I think that is all, is it not, Gilles?”
      The handsome bearded one shook his head and took some snuff. “What Marie-Claire does not tell them during the journey, Magnus will, in his usual manner, I expect,” he remarked briefly.
      “Quite. And, knowing my Slave Master and his assistant, they will inform you of the rules of the house and introduce you to our other females. Mention of Magnus again reminds me to tell you that we have received word of the visit of important guests this coming weekend. They are particularly eager to view your bodies. As we want you to start your sojourn with us in an exemplary fashion, our loyal overseer, Marie-Claire, will flog you both soon after arrival, thus allowing her to judge your stamina and conduct, at least under her whip. These particular visitors are not at all averse to starting work on well-marked slave flesh.”
      Our owners turned to leave – neither ever staying long down in the clammy atmosphere of the cellar, preferring to address their inmates in the parlour. But we felt Francine was anxious to acquaint us of our departure as soon as it had been decided. Yet, to my mind there seemed to be another reason for their coming down. Indeed, what she said to the maidservant confirmed my impression.
      “Oh, yes, Laurine, one other thing. Get yon brawny one,” the pigskin gauntlet indicating me almost grazed my breasts with its jewels, “washed out again and oiled, the wrists fastened behind the nape, and bring her to our chamber upstairs. And then you may go out and take a stroll along the Seine in the cool of the evening with Dorolle, the coachman, when he’s fed the horses. We’ll not need you for tonight’s business. And if you need to fuck with Dorolle, do so, but down by the river, well clear of these damned Trained Bands. Be in by the chime of nine of Sainte Catherine’s convent bell, when tonight’s clients arrive.”
      The plain-featured slag curtsied, looking pleased but also disappointed at being sent out, as Francine turned back towards me. “It is a mellow evening and my husband and I intend to make use of you, my girl, for your recent work has been less than satisfactory. Moreover, what we intend to do to you will prepare you in some measure for what you will undergo at the start of your labours at Orgival. It will help you to rid your childish brain of those Puritan prejudices that seem to plague you. We intend to flog that overloaded body of yours and then see how you requite us in our bedchamber where we’ll try to relieve you of a pound or two of that obnoxious fat you have on you.” It sounded like a line out of the now banned ‘Merchant of Venice’.
      Any Puritan prejudices I may have, dear diary, petered out forthwith, for a beating was what I had hankered after night after night. I began to leak down my long labia, noticing the lack of interest afforded to Mildred but, being different from me, she probably felt more reassured than vexed at being ignored.
      In a waft of exotic perfume, my owners departed but not before Gilles had given me a knowing glance, his hand brushing the bulge of his silken cod flap. The gesture certainly helped to raise my spirits.
 
Sundown of that same day
 
      I must say that Laurine prepared me most sedulously, rinsing me down with rose-petal water, paying special attention to my armpits, dribbling crotch and the undersides of my breasts clogged to my heaving ribs. It was eerie to find myself deprived of Mildred for the first time since falling for her at Maveringham; to be separated from her lovely presence disturbed me greatly. Hands crossed under my plaited locks and secured to the neck leather, I nervously mounted the stairs behind Laurine, swinging my buttocks as I had been previously taught to do. Tapping timidly on an oaken door, she hurriedly left me. I entered alone.
      Precious journal, together we have seen many a sumptuous bedchamber but none, you will agree, can compare with that stretching out before me in candlelit splendour; for once I was grateful to my owner not to have had me blindfolded or hooded up as, according to the glib Olivia, was the usual state in which a whore entered her owners’ private boudoir. First, I felt the opulent carpets beneath my calloused feet and then saw before me the silk-draped four-poster like a schooner in full sail at sea. To the side stood my two proprietors in kaftans but otherwise naked, de Clavaux’s phallus in erection, as though in anticipation of what his wife had planned for the evening. As I dropped to my knees, spreading my thighs in the way Mercer at Maveringham had trained me to do when before my betters, I only wished my nipples were even fuller than they seemed, although the rings already projected well clear of the smooth umber areoles.
      What I now realize, as I write this on the morrow, is that Francine was wearing the largest dildo I have ever seen – and I have observed and experienced many in my time. The ribbed shaft curved upwards, terminating in a massive, flesh-coloured bulb; though I knew my vagina could house it, I hoped my rear sphincter would not tear, as it nearly did one night at Winscome. My innards knotted at the thought.
      With a feeling of relief, however, it was belly-forward that Gilles chained me outspread between the near-end bedposts, tightening my arms until I thought my shoulders would dislocate. Yet my vagina oozed most ungovernably and even more so when I noticed several whips lying on the nearby commode.
      Here you must recall, patient journal and witness of my adversities – and, as you are aware, my secret exaltations also – that each time I see an instrument of flogging, a strange and wonderful feeling of excitement invades my innards; it takes hold of me utterly, causing my heart to beat with longing.
      “Now, Janet,” my slender, blue-eyed proprietress informed me, disconcerting me with the use of my name, “you may scream, for none will hear you but us, and orgasm quite freely as we flog you. My loving husband, who rather fancies you, tells me you and your bed companion have learned the true meaning of whore slavery at Lady Postell’s residence and at dear Beatrice’s. But here in France, we do not trifle with bitches of your sort, and of Puritan stock besides. Although he continues to plead in your favour, I shall have none of it. He seems to find you attractive, having, I assume, made considerable use of your body during his recent stay in that sour land of yours.” Indeed, I recalled the beatings I had received at his hand at both Maveringham and Winscome and how we had both enjoyed them; in any event, his superb cock was worth any amount of lashes. But what surprised me, stretched naked here before my two purchasers, was the fact that his wife seemed to bear him no grudge that he had made copious use of my seductive body.
      “At Orgival, my girl,” Francine continued, running a hand down my flanks, “you will learn what it is to be severely punished. Alas, I know what you two miscreants think of us ‘Frenchies’, as you call us, for here the walls have ears – but I have promised dearest Lady Postell, whom you gravely offended by trying to escape from her tender arms, to teach you two heathen whores of Babylon a lesson you will never forget. Thus tonight will be a mere hors d’oeuvre – if you understand our mellifluous language – compared with what later I intend to allow my guests to do to the pair of you.” Saying this, she selected a grim three-thonged flogger from among others upon the commode, handing her husband a slender, plaited slave whip with a phallic-shaped haft. “I repeat, you may spend as liberally as you wish, for that amuses us, but see to it you’ve plenty of slime when we ram into you, front and back. Ah, how I revel in a plump body like yours! It makes me drool, and elsewhere than from the mouth.”
      Never, beloved journal, have I been spoken to thus in all my days of slavery, not even at Winscome by Beatrice and her underlings, but thought it best, if obsequiously, to humour her. “I regret my offences, mistress, if indeed I have displeasured you. I do not plead for mercy. No, Madame, I need punishment, and thank you for allowing me to climax, which I do not deserve.” Daring to look at her, I realized that Francine and I were two sides of a same coin, pleasure being the alloy from which we were minted – on her part, presumably, the delight in reducing a beautiful girl to a screaming length of slave flesh, and on mine, the sheer, erotic euphoria of being flayed naked. And I sensed that later, once in the cellars at her country house, in addition to being sexually tortured with tongs and needles, I would be flagellated unceasingly by her overseers and one veiled visitor after another until totally repentant. Maveringham had helped me to know myself and my most secret desires.
      Then they started on me. The force of the lashes, including those laid across my rump and back by Gilles, standing to the rear of the bedposts, truly stunned me. I received at least three dozen blows from each of my owners and when I thought my final discharge had voided me of such sex sap as remained in me, a further trauma awaited me: Francine released my ankles, made me raise my legs so that I was half-kneeling on the end of the bed behind me, and bored her corrugated dildo into my sex with a thrust that nearly tore me apart. Striving to bear her thrustings that brought the double prong on the rod’s surface in contact with her and my own clitoris, I felt my welted arse cheeks being prized open as Gilles gained entry to my rectum. Harrowing though it was, the invasion of his splendid cock bestowed quite a different pleasure, especially when I felt the helm warp the inner membrane separating my innards, and collide with Francine’s dildo the other side. Pounded back and forth, the man’s hands gripping my pelvis points, Francine wrenching on my teat rings, all I could do was to imagine the sight my whipped body would have given to onlookers. By that I mean lechers who enjoy watching a helpless girl being whipped, fucked and sodomized.
      I think it was Francine who moaned out her pleasure first but I followed her almost immediately with a long, parched yell as I came again, if only lamely. Then I felt the jets of hot spunk pumping up into my entrails – at long last, after starvation, I was sated. My only regret was that Gilles had been behind me, out of sight, leaving me to face his wife’s greedy eyes and clenched teeth. But at least I heard his groans and smelt his sweat.
      In the long pause that followed the double flagellation, the discharges and my owners’ exchange of the lewdest possible comments regarding my scalded, spent body, I was astonished to be still capable of catching bits of the conversation as the two withdrew and retired, as far as I could make out, to rest on the silken sheets behind me, caressing each other. It was then I heard the peal of a bell sounding somewhere beyond the door, Francine probably tugging on the nearby sash. Almost immediately, Laurine appeared, curtseying respectfully; through my tears I noticed her flushed complexion, occasioned no doubt by her spying through the keyhole.
      “Rope the slag to the rear posts,” my dildoed owner muttered, whereupon the girl released my arms and, dragging me unceremoniously to the head of the bed, had me lie back on the pillows to have my wrists moored to manacles at bed level on the posts. She then reversed each of my lower limbs back in turn, attaching the ankles similarly to chains just above my hands. My knees flattening my scourged breasts, I peered down between them to see my belly creased into folds and beyond, my ringed cunt fully exposed. I felt my leaking anus staring out over the entwined forms of my two owners relaxing on the rumpled bedclothes.
      This was one of the positions I had been made to adopt several times on the slab in my barred cell at Winscome when being used by the guards, but never upon silken sheets, which had probably cost more than what my owners had paid for me. It thrilled me greatly, for the curve of my welted rump meat and entire length of my thighs, not to speak of my reddened vulva, were thus bared for whatever my owners now wished to do to me. The sweat, trickling down between my lash-mottled breasts, pooled in the navel and ran over my flanks into the pillows. Fearing what was now to be inflicted, I wished I were gagged, my body having lost the resilience it always had when undergoing sexual torture in the echoing dungeons of the abbey at Winscome. The gag, of course, curtails the screaming and that helps one to last out the pain much longer…
      I cannot now clearly recall the reflections my two proprietors shared on what was displayed before them but I do remember them remarking on the ‘appetizing length’ of my ringed labia ‘quivering like flotsam on a tide of frothing discharge’. Indeed, dear diary, my split fig – as Mildred called my body’s principal entry – gaped, awaiting the leathers. For I presumed I was now to be cunt-whipped. At least, my prodigious breasts, which I considered had already taken enough punishment, were sheltered under my reversed thighs. I am, as you know, intimate journal of mine, usually a fervent advocate of breast beating but only when my dugs are either allowed to hang free, stretched by the rings, or garrotted; I take exception to them being beaten when I am laid out on my back with them sagging flaccid each side of my chest. But, of course, these are just my personal preferences.
      Indeed, having had their due share of the whipping, my mammaries no longer seemed to interest either of my owners. It was rather my sex that engaged their attention. Francine’s gloved fingers took hold of the rings, tugging on my lengthy outer flaps and then on the inner folds. My oval fissure unglued and let forth a flood of viscous spume caused by her earlier vigorous pumping. What she said was not heartening.
      “At Maveringham, Gilles, I should remind you that Elizabeth and I considered having these outlandish excrescencies cut back by her slave mistress, Mary, but we finally decided they were worth keeping, since several of Liza’s patrons rather liked them. Admittedly, they do serve when one wants the slave’s vulva splayed really wide for spigotting at a whipping post or for reaming with the studded rod.” There she was not wrong and I could see the man nodding in agreement. Moreover, I recalled the compliments he paid me on seeing my labia for the first time at Maveringham. To my relief, he endorsed what he had said to me on that occasion.
      “From a male’s viewpoint, Francine dear, there’s no sense in shearing them. I find them intensely erotic when they slither along my erection. In fact, they can be made to slide into her vagina around one’s prick and even slobber in and out as she’s fucked. And mark my words, this stocky piece of whore flesh fucks with a vengeance.” There I had to agree, his remark making me leak again almost immediately, ravenous as I was for just that – his thick cock up my vagina instead of again in my rectum. The discussion was beginning to excite me, even more so when Francine nodded and prized out one of my slumped breasts – I cannot remember which – from where it lolled under my knee. Seizing it, she squelched it most unkindly, as if after the flogging she had administered she expected the teat to spurt milk. But as you know, vigilant diary, I have thus far warded off the crime of pregnancy and hence further, if temporary, enlargement of the breasts.
      “And these whoppers, mon cher! We’ve rarely had a pair this hefty, have we? And just look at the size of the teats – like a goat’s, in for milking. And most excellently pierced and ringed by dear Elizabeth, which will save Marie-Claire the trouble of having them re-equipped.” There her husband put in: “And I pray you, dearest, notice the bulging areoles you’ve just whipped. Not a pimple in sight upon them! The kind I like to wet with my cock. I’ve spent many a moment,” he waved a hand, presumably towards England, “just staring at them.”
      The bawd glanced at my umber circles and then at her own blebbed ones, and pulled a face. Pained by the comparison, she replied defensively: “Once Magnus gets his tongs into them, Gilles, I hardly think he’s going to swoon over a smooth pair of areoles. That man of ours has learnt a lot here in our service and is a real connoisseur of tits, even though he is from some barbaric Covenanter country up north…”
      “Scotland, you mean,” her beloved proffered. “Politically, one should know whence one’s servants come, dear, and particularly one’s papist major-domo, even if his accent is not always easy to understand.”
      “Yes, that place, wherever it is. Ah, our Magnus is really one when offered a pair of breasts to beat! By all the saints, husband, he’s going to enjoy this hefty slut. I’ll have to constrain him when he starts on these loads of beef.” At that I received a staggering slap that made my bosoms swing round my ribs.
      “And your other purchase, the blonde slag,” the bearded one asked, as if to change the subject, “what do you think of her? She was a slave handler before she was convicted. But I’m sure you’ll find her as promising as this one, except that she’s skinnier,” – as if Francine hadn’t noticed that already. “In a way, she resembles your other English slut, Veronica, does she not?” he taunted, aware that his wife detested comparisons between her favourite and others. “And she too, if I recall, was a Postell inmate in her time. That is, before you purchased her.”
      The mention of that fabled beauty Liza in England had sold off before my enslavement, against a delivery of arms, took me aback. So, indeed, this is where she had disappeared to! The prospect of meeting her, after all I had heard of her sexual prowess, interested me, especially as we could converse in English.
      “Perhaps, Gilles, but flesh isn’t everything,” Francine answered, adjusting her dildo to ensure the median spur rested again on her clit that had probably begun to revive. “Even though Veronica is a senior slave here and takes the whip gladly, we must remember she also comes from that apostate, Roundhead country, like these other two. These newcomers must realize what they are in for with our taskmaster, the guards and the guests. They have a long way to catch up with this Veronica of ours…”
   “Maybe, my precious, but can we not continue with the floggings? My prick’s paining me.”
      The naked woman rose languidly from what was certainly not the second-best bed – as legend tells us of our recent playwright Shakespeare’s legacy – but surely the softest in the house, to retrieve her scourge. Comfort was one thing but flagellation was quite another: one could always relax thereafter. Then they both approached my reversed backside and crotch to deal with me.
      Francine stood, deliciously slender, to the side of the bed, Gilles opposite her. I knew I was in for a further whipping and said a quick, silent prayer, for all I had of erotic value, apart from my partly shielded breasts, was agape for the thongs. I held my breath, wondering why it was that certain human beings take pleasure in whipping girls like me and why, strangely enough, girls like me rejoice in receiving their lashes. No one so far had been able to tell me; it seemed an unanswerable pair of questions.
      As instructed at Maveringham, I strove to keep my bottom as flaccid as possible, knowing that slack, meaty cheeks were what a flogger preferred, and moreover, from the slave’s standpoint, a flabby behind hurts less – the sole considerate counsel the harridan Stockton had given me back at the Manor. I suppose she must have learned that from experience in her youth, but then in the attic in London old Hawkes, that inveterate flogger, had said the same.
      Abruptly, all the fiends of hell were let loose on my upended rear, Francine cursing me as ‘a pestilential, heathen harlot’, with similar affronts in breathless English, terms that must have originated from discussions at table during her many sojourns at Maveringham. The lashes from her and, at the same time from her husband, sliced across my beautiful and already welted cheeks. The effect on my upturned buttocks emptied my lungs of breath. Surely, she would not make me bleed, there on their resplendent bed…
      Many strokes later, one of the whips – I was beyond knowing who wielded it – slashed down into my vulva, raising a shower of earlier discharge and renewed leakings, whereupon my lust released itself again. I climaxed as rarely before, the pain-and-bliss transporting me away over the Marais, the Bastille and the wanderings of the Seine. Thereafter, my howls diminished as I became lost in the mists of pleasure, but not before I felt my outpour crawling down my anal cleft to soil my owners’ priceless counterpane of Italian silk.
      Thus, my four limbs bound back to the rear bedposts, and I weak from the whipping and orgasms, Francine mounted the bed and drove her dildo into my anus. I could feel only too readily her thighs against my splayed buttocks which were the colour of cooked beet. I can now hardly recall the long groans of pleasure she whinnied out as she came. When she withdrew, my sphincter was truly raw and I could not have taken more from her studded rod. Suddenly, to my relief she descended from the bed, beckoning to Gilles.
   “She’s all yours, mon cher. Fill her up to the brim.”
      Rising from his chair, my other owner mounted the bedstead that again sank under his weight. His two thumbs drew my labia apart by the rings and he plunged into me. Seldom have I welcomed a cock into my innards as I did that night; it seemed to ream me up to the uterus, driving my body into the mattress, his hands then grasping my calves. To be face to face with that bearded, smiling countenance aroused me again. The pumping seemed to relieve me of the sufferings afflicting my scorched cunt. My vaginal muscles even had the energy to exert a concentrated grip on the phallus, but hoping it would not make him come too soon. Indeed he fucked with a force that brought me off twice before he drowned me with his thick gift of gism. I yammered out my whorish elation in the way I knew he relished. I almost wept when his spasms ceased.
      “A laudable harlot,” I heard Francine mutter, as her man left me, “a goodly purchase, Grand Dieu, if ever there was one! The lay-about of a Puritan tart should do well at Orgival. Think, Gilles, of what the Marquis de Bressigny and his pair of gifted mistresses will do to her when her breasts are throttled into bulges of blue-veined meat… and she’s hung by them, tied by the roots. Those women can be vicious and…”
      “I believe, Francine, she’s had enough for one night,” I heard her husband caution her, as he buttoned up his breeches. “But I agree, she’s worth the purchase. Your man Magnus is going to enjoy her. But if you intend lending her to the Royal Intendant – what’s his name? – d’Hautecime, remember what he demands of a naked slave when allowed to have one taken down to the lower torture crypt. True, this one has weathered the Winscome dungeons and the gridiron and then ankle-hung, but if you decide to let her pass an hour or two with the Intendant, I suggest that Magnus be present, or at least Marie-Claire. We don’t want the slave to be wrecked too soon, do we, beloved, particularly between the legs?”
      Seeming peeved at her husband’s proviso, she shrugged and nodded. “I suppose you’re right. But you should remember, Gilles, that we’re running a slave holding, not a nursery. Moreover, the slut’s a damn heretic, brought up in a hostile land. So let’s abstain from sentiments, if you please.”
      A prolonged silence followed as the strumpet Laurine, just visible through my streaming tears, served sweetbreads – or let me call it provender – to my wild mare of an owner, by which I mean the bawd, Francine – for I exempt Giles from that category since, although he flogged hard, he did so only over my muscular thighs, sparing my poor vulva. Moreover, at least so far, I regard him with admiration. Further evidence of his concern for me, understanding diary, was his suggesting to his perspiring spouse that I should be allowed to frig myself off as a reward or ‘ bounty for not bleeding and’, he added domestically, ‘for besmirching the sheets only with liquid and not gore’. Francine seemed to agree to the masturbation.
      I was hardly ready for that concession but when the morose maid released my right arm, I set to, caressing myself from anus to pubis and then murdering my undisciplined if weary clit. I cast my head back, closed my weeping eyes and masturbated furiously – for, as you know me, dear journal, I had already come generously and had little spice left in me. But when I mounted the celestial slope towards the ripeness that is all, I thought not of Gilles but of Mildred, and that was sufficient to send me headlong into the swirling clouds of a stupendous orgasm.
      Retrieving her cloak from a wall peg and wrapping it round her slender, sweating body, my owner did signal to Laurine to return me to the slave cellar for the night. It was all I could do, once on my numbed feet, to keep up with the mute serving maid.
 
 
      Only one other memory remains in my mind – and this I am adding later – from those last moments in the upper bedchamber: it was Gilles accompanying me to door as I was taken in charge by Laurine. Of all things, he wished me goodnight! No one had ever uttered such a kindly word to me, except Mildred, and I was taken aback. Then he added, recovering his cloak from the wall: “Ensure, Janet, that your blonde colleague attends to your whip marks with demulcent. And get some sleep, for tomorrow you leave for our other place and there, believe me, you must be in shape if you hope to satisfy me and our overseers.”
      I really cannot recount what took place thereafter, except that finally I did find myself on my bunk, next to Mildred, my delicious one. Though her caresses helped me to recover my wits – but not, alas, soothe my welts – I was too far gone to respond to her fondlings, as I should have done. If she seemed to resent somewhat the attention our owners had afforded me in their private quarters, she nevertheless understood that my lower holes and clitoris were far too tender to be touched – at least until the morrow. So she tongued my mouth with sweet self-restraint, until sleep in her arms enveloped me, my crotch burning like those torches on London Bridge, now so far away, and which I think we shall never see again.
 
 
 
16 June, the sun just rising beyond the nearby turrets of what I know now to be the prison of the Bastille
      Once another maid had fed us and given each of us a cape and bonnet, Mildred and I stood in the hallway, unsure as to what we were expected to do. In contrast to my sister, I felt most uncomfortable, for the rough-spun cloak chafed my welted behind and, worse still, truly tormented my sore breasts, particularly the ringed nipples, which in the earlier part of last night Francine had slashed into swollen, blue nuggets.
      I don’t think either of us two was sorry to quit the Marais brothel, though perhaps sad to take leave of Isabelle and the others downstairs. Despite Dorolle having drawn up the coach before the street door, we had to wait for something or someone; in the meantime the only persons about at that early hour were servants, changing the bed linen and staring at us as we donned the cloaks – for they rarely saw slaves carrying flesh rings and one of whom, which was I, so heavily flayed with whip lashings. It was probably just as well that I could not hear their comments. Then sharply, as footsteps approached the hallway, Laurine told us to stand erect. Francine descended the stairs, dressed in a flowing nightgown, its lower reaches besmirched with traces of discharge. I thought the trollop Laurine would have had the sense to give her a change of silks.
      “Now, my cherubs,” our owner smiled, “I want you to behave yourselves on the journey. Dorolle, my loyal coachman, will chain your pretty ankles to the floorboard but your arms will be free, and he’ll give you horse blankets to cover you. But, hearken to me, heathen slags, I want no chatting, especially when you pass the octroi at St Cloud. The slightest disturbance he or Laurine may report to my major-domo Magnus will earn you thirty-three strokes of the cane on arrival and daily thereafter. Thus, you have been warned.”
      Accordingly, we two travelled in relative silence, apart from whispers, careful not to be overheard by the girl, who travelled outside, next to the driver. I found Mildred fretful and tense. I tried to comfort her.
   “Come now, darling,” I muttered, “nothing could be worse than Winscome Abbey. So caress me.”
 
   On arrival at the country mansion, its appearance did not greatly perturb me, for we had seen others. The turreted house with several adjacent buildings in its grounds reminded me somewhat of the Abbey and its solemn atmosphere. It lay well apart from the village of Orgival and stood surrounded by poplars and hedges.
       The coach halted in a courtyard where Laurine hastened us down a humid, winding stairwell, amid odours of a wine cellar and musty corridors. It seemed our future penitentiary differed little from those we had known in England, apart from the fact that the servants we encountered spoke nothing but French. But when we were ushered briskly into a vaulted chamber, I was astonished by its size. Our mournful escort delivered us to a young and not unattractive jailor whose slave whip, hooked to his belt, made my heart skip a beat – I cannot, even now, say if the knotted leathers startled me or whether they enkindled a thrill within my guts.
   “These are the new sluts, Thibaut,” Laurine informed him. “They only understand English.”
      Clearly pleased her chores were over, the girl left us in charge of the fellow, adding, if again I caught her meaning, that ‘Monsieur and Madame de Clavaux would arrive on the morrow’. And then swiftly she departed, relieving us of her bleak presence that had depressed us greatly.
      The youth strolled around us several times as though assessing what was visible of our bodies. But it was rather his body that I stared at. As supposedly was the custom in summer, he wore only high boots and several straps, one of which underpinned his startlingly massive genitals, that at present hung inert. The first order we received was that which we expected; both of us were well accustomed to such greetings.
      “As your arms are, for some reason, not properly bound, you can use them to strip yourselves naked. Then stand, legs apart, wrists on the nape, beneath your hair.” Surprisingly his English was understandable, probably picked up from his Scots slave master whom we yet had to meet. Only too pleased to rid myself of the harsh coverings, I instantly obeyed, watching Mildred do the same, and I must say, dearest diary, her slim nudity sent a yearning through my loins. The state of my whipped flesh, however, seemed to nettle the man.
   “How is it you’ve been flogged, whore? Is this your mistress’s doing? You may speak, slag.”
      I was only too ready to admit that it was indeed she who had flagellated me prior to departure. “Yes, master, my gracious owners put me to the whip a night ago but not, as you see, my companion…”
 
      “Your state will have to be paid for anon, for Master Magnus dislikes new slaves arriving welted, even if most guests accept it. He has his own reading of the rules.” I was in truth taken aback by this and by his command of our tongue – I mean his discourse, not what trembled in our parched maws. “We’ll see what further punishment your condition merits. Newcomers should be immaculate. But at least,” his gloved fingers flicked my cunt circles and then my nose ring, “I see that you’re both satisfactorily equipped for bondage.”
      It was then poor Mildred, white as a sheet, who received his attention. The same hand closed over one of her pretty breasts and squeezed hard. “As to you, our guests are averse to tits of this paltry size. They are most unsuitable for roping and torturing.” He uttered a disconsolate sigh. “We already have two or three underdeveloped whores here already. How does our esteemed Mistress expect us to hang a slave by stunted bosoms like these for a body flogging? There’s hardly enough meat to wrap the cords around.”
      He seemed to be talking to himself but it was sufficient to turn Mildred even paler than before, her puckered nipples shrinking into her areoles. I dared not give her more than a glance but felt her anguish as if it were my own. I wished I could encourage her although, as a former slave handler, she hardly needed that.
      We were then led into the vast retreat that I assumed was to be our lodging and living quarters at this frightening place called Orgival. Descending a set of worn steps and turning a corner, we entered the prison itself. The area reminded me forcefully of Elizabeth’s slave cellar at Maveringham but my eyes widened as I saw more clearly what was disclosed before us. It was enough even to make me regret leaving the brothel.
      Relatively close to each other, a number of stone slabs lay under the sepulchral-like vaulting and on each was stretched a naked form. Several blocks were untenanted and to a pair, luckily adjacent, we were led, each of us receiving a chain, fortunately liberal in length, looping back to the wall behind, again as at the Manor in England. Strange how these vaults resembled each other! None of the prostrate forms moved, obviously drilled to remain frozen in the presence of a guard. There must have been, I surmised, some dozen bodies – or may be more, the lighting from a sole candle being insufficient to disclose the dungeon’s full contents: each nude was laid out upon its separate altar of granite. There were no windows, not even barred embrasures, visible in the masonry, the only opening being that by which we had entered. Despite the warm June weather we had enjoyed on the journey and in the courtyard, the atmosphere here was chill, reeking of sweat and other odours I could not readily identify.
      Once the wall chains had been secured to our neck straps, the man left us, slamming and locking the rodded gate. After a long silence, several of the prisoners raised themselves on the slabs, inquisitive eyes staring at us through the penumbra. I saw no reason not to return their gaze as I studied the row of tired countenances. It was then that I caught sight of the bodies nearest to us. Two shocks awaited me, and I presume Mildred also: first, almost all the nudes were pierced and ringed as were we, and bore traces of recent flogging and, what disconcerted me more, distinct signs of flesh torture, particularly on the breasts, for I could not espy the vulvas. But what then I glimpsed to the far right verily cut my breath: two male slaves reclined beyond the row of females! Apart from the two well-hung fellows at Winscome, one of whom, as I recount in my earlier journal, I had seen cock-whipped by Honorine, old Beatrice’s faithful slave mistress, I had never been incarcerated with male subjects. I wondered if Mildred too had noticed them and what would be her reaction, for, in the past while in Elizabeth’s employ, she had never spurned the erect cock of a fellow jailor. For my part, I was curious to know whether, in free periods, these lads were available for use by us female slaves. That, I presumed, we as newcomers would soon discover but first I would need somebody’s advice whether straight fucking among captives was permitted under the rules.
      “What are you two called?” A woman’s voice reached us from the other side of the chamber in what even I took to be appalling French. When we told her our names, she suddenly took up in English and with a cockney accent at that. She seemed delighted. “Holy spunk, if you’re not the two stupid whores who played Liza Postell false! You worked at Maveringham, didn’t you? Well, I’m Veronica. I worked there too but got sold off to this place against a shipload of French muskets. Welcome to Orgival and its iron gyves!”
      Astounded, Mildred and I stared back at the enticing brunette. So this is where she had landed up as part payment for arms destined to equip our enemies at home. I could hardly believe what I heard nor moreover what I saw – a sumptuous nude leaning on a shapely elbow. I wondered how many muskets she had been worth – probably more than both of us two. She was indeed strikingly comely. The other slaves gaped nonplussed as we continued to converse in a language they could not follow. All those poor sluts probably ever heard were curt orders in French to sluice themselves out and prepare for a flogging…
      I told her that we had heard of her and that we were glad she was still alive, and so on, at which she merely smiled, informing us that she was first in rank among the Orgival slaves and had certain rights.
      “Because of my position here, I’m given privileges. One of them, let me tell you, is that I can use any of you down here whenever I like, as long as I’m not in service myself. I just have to ask the screw on duty to release me so that I can get one of these lamentable Frenchie whores to suck me off or have one of our two youngsters over there.” She gestured towards the staring lads who had now sat up to study us. “And if I feel like fucking you two, you can’t refuse. Of course, one has to pay the price but then, what’s a load of a jailor’s spunk down one’s throat before or after a good cunnilingus? A guard’s just an added bonus. Anyway, what I see of your bodies, you both must accustomed to draining cock, and down here a hard prick counts as quite a privilege. Now, how is it you two have landed up here? Sold too, I suppose.”
      We told her most of our history including, perhaps foolhardily, our attempt at escape, upon which she stared at us strangely. “Really?” she mused. “That was something! But why escape when you like being a slave? What more do you want if, like me, you’re partial to being whipped and tortured so erotically that you think of nothing else?” At least she was frank as well as eloquent. Then she added, “So you tried to escape, did you? That’s daring indeed. I’ve never thought of that in all my days!”
      The discussion was curtailed by two servants coming down to feed us and I hoped that sleep would visit me after a wet licking from Mildred – that is if we could get together. At the same time, I found myself wondering how it would be to share this startlingly seductive Veronica’s crotch and what her clit was like…
      I swallowed the gruel and black bread gratefully and a mug of wine which my other neighbour, a girl from Anjou, gave me to understand was from her part of the country. Then, daring to cross to Mildred’s slab, I quaffed down, as a liqueur, a delicious gulp of Mildred’s potent discharge, which tends to keep me healthy.
      All of a sudden, a couple of guards appeared, ordering three of the slaves follow them for service above. The manner in which the men flicked their whips across the scurrying thighs boded no good.
      “The guests have arrived,” Veronica casually informed us, ignoring the further entry of a sour maid who collected the plates. “It’s probably the Vicomte Monmasson de Bressigny and his two Italian mistresses – or others. One never knows who’s coming and when. They always call for those three sluts on account of the size of their breasts and teats.” Looking across at me, she added, “Just wait till they lay eyes on yours, Jane, or Janet, whatever you’re called. It’ll be a chance to get to know the third torture precinct where our sweet Marie-Claire chains you head down, supervises the floggings and counts the strokes. And you’d better not orgasm till they tell you! If you can’t control your lust, why, you just stay down there the rest of the night, hanging naked, with Magnus appearing every so often to thrash you. By the way,” she added loftily, “he likes to draw blood. Of course, you’re meant to enjoy it, even if you’re almost choking to death, clogged up with his thick gobbets of spunk.”
      Again the mention of this Orgival supervisor of slaves caused my vagina to contract; the Scot truly scared me, but presumably I would at least be able to understand his orders and not make a fool of myself. “Of course,” our new colleague went on, “you know our Francine. She won’t have you vandalized but if things go too far and you are devastated and can’t respond as you should, she’ll sell you off to a brothel in Marseille or Nantes where, being slaving ports, small mercy abounds when a ship docks after a long voyage. In other words, as we used to say, back in old, comfortable Maveringham, you become ‘a mariner’s cockpit’ and some tars beat the lights out of you.” She paused a moment to let the thought sink in. “But, of course, you two beauties haven’t had your ‘induction flogging’ yet. That’ll be something to scribble down in that diary of yours, Janet.” How she knew about my treasure still puzzles me. Could it be that Francine had mentioned to her, possibly in bed, my addiction to writing? Anyway, it was clear as a pikestaff that the girl owed her promotion, such as it was, to special relations with our proprietress and, if so, I had for once to approve of Francine’s taste. “And,” the English rose added, “though I’m not very good at it, I wouldn’t mind reading some of your jottings sometime while frigging off. That’s if you’re prepared to share them.”
      Nothing in the whole world, dearest journal, would entice me to share you with her prying eyes, even if Francine and Gilles had pored over my earlier writings. But, after all, they were and still are my owners.
      Come evening, the two of us did indeed spend a couple of horrendous hours in the so-called Induction Chamber which certainly confirmed what Veronica had said. It was not just the going-over of the body and its various attributes nor the trouncings we received that enervated us but rather the nonchalant, lewd remarks the masked visitors and guards exchanged, as they used us; my overlarge breasts and slack labia particularly came in for the obscenest possible abuse, Mildred’s shrivelled teats causing great amusement as the rings were wrenched this way and that with pincers. Perhaps worse was when, to the visitors’ delight, the jailors hooded us up and crucified us prostrate on wooden beams, which, as might be expected, were rife with pointed studs, and tested our resistance by dripping candle tallow over our flogged bodies, then whipping the congealed wax off the skin with a virulence I, not to mention Mildred, had not so far known in all my slave days. (My scalded flesh is still recovering, Marie-Claire rubbing, almost charitably, butter into the marks.) At least, I have to admit, if this introduction to life in the grim womb of our new abode was difficult to bear, my cries and Mildred’s also seemed to please the company mightily. Should this preliminary ordeal be anything to go by, I may find it difficult, dearest journal, to keep you up to date, for both of us, stretched naked on those crossed beams and attempting to gratify our torturers, were reduced to comatose corpses that night, without a prospect, alas, of being returned to our hard but what already had become homely slabs. I believe there must have been at least a dozen people present, apart from the guards.
 
18 June, probably a sunlit day beyond these confining walls
 
      Now finally back in the slave keep, I consider that night of ‘induction’ as one of the worst I have yet suffered, although my one and only orgasm, induced by a studded dildo being driven up into my throbbing vagina, did relieve me somewhat. As to Mildred, her muffled keening seemed to tell me she had also come but then she was far more familiar with candles, whether spilling wax or being doused in her lower entries. It was indeed a frightening welcome into this alien domain of submissive slavery which augured worse than even Winscome Abbey. So hapless did I feel that I found it difficult even to pray for help from our Lord Protector, now so far away over the waters separating us from his mighty hand. But at least I had Mildred by my side and that was no small consolation. (Added later in different ink: Alas, had I known what was to come about when she fell under Veronica’s charm and that one succumbed to Mildred’s further intrigues…)
      Sufficiently recovered from that initiatory session, I take up my writings again, despite my nipples being still swollen and paining me, to record a preoccupation that begins to worry me. If Mildred’s company and that now of Veronica gives me courage to act out my role, I feel that my meaty body is being used more than others, particularly by guests in the First Precinct that adjoins our cellar.
      Today we two joined the others, including the youths, in what is termed the mandatory morning whipping, for which the entire cohort is assembled in the yard, chained to posts, for each inmate to receive the daily encouragement, namely twenty-two lashes, half over the buttocks and back, half on the thighs, belly and breasts. The two males, I noticed, presented themselves in full erection and were dealt with similarly, except that the guards first strapped back the cock against the belly, leaving the balls to swing.
      It was this morning that for the first time we two were privileged to lay eyes on the Orgival Master of Slaves. Veiled and clad in drooping dragoon boots but otherwise naked, he was indeed a formidable sight. Rarely, even recalling Bragg at Winscome Abbey, have I seen so muscular a figure or genitals of the size that this one boasted. Marie-Claire, of course, I now knew but she too, in a faded velvet cloak, drawn apart from those splendid breasts, spike-surrounded teats and a meticulously trimmed swathe of pubic hair, was almost enough to make me forget Mildred, chained to the stake next to mine.
      The floggings were delivered mercifully, probably to leave the cohort’s flesh relatively unmarked, some of the guests, but not all (the Vicomte being an exception), preferring to be presented with an unscourged body. The Slave Master did not participate in these whippings, leaving matters to his assistant and several guards, whom I had already encountered. It was interesting for me to notice our colleagues’ reaction: hardly one let out more than a moan. They, like us two, had received far worse from the visitors in private session, after which some of the inmates wondered aloud why ever they had been born and made to suffer so.
      Having been formally inducted two nights back and undergone our first morning whipping, we two were left chained to our posts while the others were sent out into the fields to labour until they were needed for other duties in the same yard or in the cellars. Much later in the morning, Marie-Claire reappeared to inform us that we would have the privilege of ‘serving Monsieur de Bressigny and his mistresses’, which, dear journal, put an end to thinking I would join the others out there in the flowering fields. Then, what did I see crossing the yard with Magnus but the slender figure of Veronica, wearing a consoling smile.
      “Our gracious Master,” she purred, her eyes running up and down our naked, stretched and newly scourged bodies, “tells me you are to service the Vicomte and his mistresses. May you enjoy it.” Then she did give Mildred a bright smile. “But not you, love. You’re to come down with me to grease the straps and whips. Isn’t that right, Master?” Astonished, I saw the major-domo nod, his hand caressing her buttock.
   “Yea, slave, but let the bitch know what awaits her,” he finally said to his pick of the bunch.
   “She’ll find out soon enough,” Veronica replied to the Scot’s rough, hardly understandable brogue.
 
Later that day
      I was lying disconsolate on my slab, thinking that there surely must be limits to what a girl can endure. Perhaps Gilles may finally mediate with his spouse on our or at least on my behalf, for I see no reason that we, though foreigners from an enemy and Protestant country, should be discriminated against and used more savagely than are the ordinary Orgival slaves. This opinion I have shared with Mildred but not with Veronica, and what my blonde has to offer is another of her imprudent notions, namely that escape is the answer. But, mindful of that fatal attempt on the way to Winscome Abbey back in May, she surely must know where that can lead to, alas.
      I am more than apprehensive when I notice her and this other English beauty enjoying each other, head to tail, and then entwined, glutted and exhausted, whispering words that escape my hearing. Although a trifle envious of their pleasures, I find myself becoming suspicious of what is being discussed. Yet when at last my flaxen-haired treasure lets me lick her between the thighs, she makes light of my qualms, accusing me of possessiveness and of being in league with the green-eyed monster whose name is jealousy. In reply I protest this is not true (although, secret diary, it is). So, lately I have used all my charm and ingenuity to render myself attractive to Veronica, my efforts terminating in ferocious love making but little more. Then I am left aside, Mildred taking my place. Yea, something odd is afoot between the two of them.
 
 Towards nightfall, the same day
      It was late when Marie-Claire came down to inform me that de Bressigny had arrived and was tasting with Madame Francine the sherry his ships had brought him from Portugal, and that I should prepare myself for a ‘lengthy session at the request of one of our noblest guests’. Thereupon, she called in the awaiting guard. “Take charge of this mound of suet, Thibaut, and use the whip.”
      “Up with you, whore,” the fellow barked, snapping his thong menacingly, as I duly washed myself out in the ablution alcove. “The Mistress wants to present you to her favourite patron.” Slapping my wet buttocks with the haft of his whip, remarkably he addressed me, being a despicable foreigner, in broken English which indeed surprised me, for he, like the other jailors, are but uneducated and coarse Frenchies.
      My cleansings completed, he inspected my mouth, armpits and vulva, thereafter daubing a blob of grease upon my rear sphincter, as Marie-Claire decided to add a word. “Today’s guests, by the way, are connoisseurs, as you’ll find out, and Madame de Clavaux wants you to exhibit your body and voracious orifices with all the pride you can summon up, for as a fresh arrival, you don’t yet know what these distinguished guests require of a slave. But the Vicomte has heard of you and desires to try you out.”
      There followed an interminable trudge along bare-walled corridors and thereafter a difficult stairwell to negotiate, ankles being chained more strictly than ever I had known at Maveringham or even Winscome. In a strange way, being hobbled so and forced to take such short steps, excited me and my breasts being raised up by my neck-chained arms, brought my ringed nipples into gorged erection as I wondered if I would be hung by them – a torture I particularly liked, ever since my first whipping in London from Mistress Heather.
      To my astonishment, I was led into an elegantly furnished drawing room. Below the carved and painted rafters traversing the ceiling, the casements were shrouded behind damasked curtains; to the right of a vast fireplace, several armchairs were placed in a semicircle and beyond them stood a long table, and what lay upon it, just visible in the glow of candles, indeed caused my heart to beat an Ironside tattoo. The various implements glinted in the mellow light, the curled whips among them announcing quite obviously what was in store for me. But it was rather the chains, dangling from the central rafter, that caught my attention, for each terminated in an iron hook, the sort, dear diary, that I recall from my visits with Harriet to the Cheapside slaughterhouses at home. I could not believe they were meant for me, at this early stage of my confinement. I wondered whether Veronica, with all her suave assurance, had ever been confronted with such things.
      The guard, the same Thibaut, ordered me to kneel, facing the ring of chairs, and, being alone with him, I dared pose a question, quite aware of my recklessness, for a slave about to be whipped remains silent.
   “Am I to be hung from those chains, Master? And as I am, stark-naked!”
      “Who gave you permission to yap, bitch?” came the reply, along with a sharp slash across my thighs that nearly felled me. “The Vicomte and his ladies have their preferences. Why should I argue with them? And let me warn you not to open your mouth, other than to scream or take in cock. Anyway Master Magnus himself will be along shortly. Perhaps you’d like to discuss matters with him – that is, if you want to risk it.”
      In the silence that followed, the Thibaut fellow sauntered up and down the carpeted room, looking me over, casually flicking my septum ring. As he did so, I noticed he had brought out from his silk tights a thick phallus that had risen to a respectable height, the foreskin unsheathing a handsome dome. Caressing the length, he advised me: “Hollow that belly, whore, and thrust out the bubs. Let’s have those teat rings hanging free for use, even if,” he added, as if to hearten me, “I doubt they’ll hang you by them today.”
      I was beyond worrying about my tits, for the room was so much warmer than the clammy cellar below that I began to sweat, wondering how the favoured Veronica reacted when waiting for punishment.
      At long last, I did hear voices and a door opening behind me. A group of cloaked figures suddenly appeared. Francine was decked out in a loose organdy gown that drifted apart, revealing her spruce breasts topped by carmine-coloured teats, a bare midriff and a pubic mound fastidiously trimmed, as always, into the shape of a heart – which, as I said of Mary Stockton, was certainly the only one she possessed.
      Behind her came a middle-aged noble in riding boots, silken breeches, a loose veil of lace covering his visage; while from his unbuttoned crotch flap and hirsute groin hung one of mightiest set of testicles and cock I have ever had the treat of laying my eyes upon, and I have seen and harboured many. The things swung heavily before the thighs, as if not part of the evening’s enjoyments, but I hoped the cock would live up to its reputation and pleasure me. For I sorely needed something of the sort, if I was to survive the whips.
      The Vicomte, for presumably this was he, was followed by two females in strangely cut shifts that hugged their slender bodies but left the bosoms and cock-scabbard bare, as Mildred and I call the vagina.
      Then the Slave Master reappeared. Allow me to say, indulgent journal, rarely, if ever, have I seen an overseer so frightening to behold as now on this, his second entry on the scene. Shod in soft leather leggings that reached to the waist belt, he displayed a hairy thorax, strapped with thongs, the lower trusses encircling the pelvis and the root of his genitals, to continue up the length of the half-erect penis. To my alarm, I perceived that the ties were rife with metal studs, a ring of no small dimension pierced through the underside of the bulb. I wondered how Veronica could endure being bored into by this ringed monster but I presumed she was spared the metal-spangled braid, even if she was used to the other bizarre accessory.
      Believe me, record of my tribulations and pleasures of slavery, when I saw more clearly, in the dim light of the room, the features of the Vicomte’s companions, I was taken back. I do not recollect ever seeing bodies so perfectly shaped. Their biceps and thigh muscles were taut and smooth, the breasts uplifted like ripe fruits, the belly hollowed under the ribcage, and the ringed cunt labia slightly parted, revealing the tip of each woman’s over-exploited clitoris. Convinced I could see traces of bright juice glittering on their inner thighs, I could barely hold myself back from leaking also. This, secret journal of mine, was one of those strange moments when I found my normally compliant nature contending with an uncanny urge to discover whether, if so ordered, I too could derive pleasure from ill-treating, whipping and even torturing a stark-naked woman; for both of these young paramours were enticing enough to make me imagine myself wielding a studded lash. After all, had I not brought Mildred to her knees in the Winscome paddock? Moreover, she herself had claimed that as a slave handler before her fall from grace, she had enjoyed participating in the persecution of submissives. But this was no moment for such reflections; I needed to concentrate on my own survival.
      After a long pause, in which all present stared bewitched at what I presented for scourging and possibly worse, de Bressigny bade his mistresses advance; these lulls, preceding a flogging, I have learned from experience, serve to intensify the tension besetting the victim, rendering her nervous and brittle.
      At a gesture of their master’s jewelled hand, the two slatterns, now wearing only slippers, veils and kid gauntlets, sauntered casually over to the table and selected their whips. It indeed amazed me that the silver-haired noble was wealthy enough to indulge his exotic mistresses’ whims by offering them the luxury of beating a slave who, though from abroad, was probably costing him a goodly sum, Francine being the hard-headed bawd she was. The visitor settled himself to enjoy the scene, his hostess thoughtfully summoning forward from the rear of the room one of her other sluts to attend to his rampant penis. Even that, I confess, afforded me immense pleasure – to watch the kneeling girl’s curved back and bulging rump sweating as she began slowly to lick the length of the aristocratic shaft, prior to slicking back the foreskin and taking the crown of umber meat into her maw. His Lordship reclined even further back in his chair to enjoy the fellatio, while, regretting the absence of Gilles de Clavaux, whose presence never failed to encourage me when, naked, sweating and chained, I prepared myself for flagellation. My euphoria mounted, commixed with disquiet, as the noble eyed all three bodies – those of his zealous concubines, and then mine. Now and then he exchanged a word with his hostess, the powdered owner of my body, as she too surveyed the scene she had arranged.
      Giving her lackey Thibaut a curt nod, Francine watched carefully as I was raised from my knees by a violent and quite unnecessary tug on my neck lead, hauled to the centre of the room and made to stand beneath the two chains that I noticed dangled, well parted, some way above me. The valet, seeming rather out of place, dressed as he was in doublet and silken breeches, released my wrists from behind my nape, at the same time kicking forward an embroidered footstool which he ordered me to mount and stretch up my arms. This brought my wrists close to the hooks at the chains’ extremities. The man came near to me to extend my arms apart and pass the curved irons into my strap-rings. As he did so, I could feel the crown of his erection butting against my thigh, the shaft now fully freed of the unbuttoned flap that usually penned up the bulge when he was not on flogging duty. But I doubted he was privileged to do the actual whipping. At Maveringham and Winscome, as you know, devoutly patient diary, all the masters, guards and even servants on duty worked practically naked, apart from boots, straps and gloves, the males’ cock always rigid, ready for use. At least the Slave Master and Marie-Claire, standing next to their Mistress, were suitably disencumbered of clothing, which seemed to me both correct and befitting their role. I find it far preferable, being naked myself, that the one whipping or torturing me be also unclothed. It helps to excite me.
      The withdrawal of the stool supporting me and the abrupt descent of my body caused me the usual, expected pain in the wrists and shoulders, although I had already grasped the chains, which I presumed was allowed here as it was at my previous places of confinement; it was Slave Master Mercer at the Manor who had given me this piece of advice, charitably pointing out that it permitted a slave to last out longer under suspension and the thrashings. At times, I regret leaving him, for he was an excellent flogger of women.
      The silence reigning in the chamber was indeed eerie, the only sounds, apart from the slushings rising from the fellatio in progress, being an occasional clank of chains as the house slaves, aligned in the shadows against the rear wall, shifted their legs. It was then, to my surprise, that I realized the entire cohort was present – including no doubt my two English colleagues (I was about to write ‘friends’ but decided against it) – to watch my punishment, presumably an overall flagellation of my entire body.
      Then I heard another sound that was only too familiar; it came from the table behind me as the lackey took up the spreader bar with its iron leg clamps and chains. Squatting, he fastened the rod, with what I recognized as long practice, to my left ankle and then, splaying my shanks as far as they would reach without dislocating the pelvis joints, locked the bar to the right leg. I felt my vaginal lips suddenly suck apart as they unglued, my lengthy, ringed outer flaps hanging down between the thighs’ taut tendons. But it was the slow sliding down of my sex juice that told me how wide I had been opened up and how wet I was as I now hung, totally outstretched, crucified in space, the weight of the heavy bar adding to the tension on my arms. To be frank, this is a position I have always favoured, for it presents the entire expanse of my flesh to the whip, as well as to whatever implements a guest or overseer decides to use on me. My time at Winscome had taught me, for which I am grateful, how, thus hung, to bring myself to several orgasms under the whip.
      Providentially, the lackey refrained from rummaging into my gaping cunt, which would have tried me most accursedly, but he did adjust my slave rings, ensuring they hung neatly along the labia but, to my panic, did likewise with the circle through my denuded clitoris, so that both the stub and ring projected clear of the fleshy rolls meeting above them at the apex. I had to hold myself back from moaning with want.
      As a final gesture, he hoisted up my breasts, wiping off the sweat that had gathered beneath their sag, whereupon he bowed to the onlookers and then to Francine, declaring: “The slave is ready for the whips, Madame. Am I to gag or hood her up?” To which I saw my owner consult her guest and then shake her head. I think she rather enjoys hearing her slaves groan and yell, as well as watching their faces reflect the pain and then the intense pleasure as the orgasms devastate the writhing body. That I can well understand.
      But there, I was not sure if her ruling to leave my head uncovered gratified or peeved me, for the sight, however tear-blurred, of a master or mistress wielding a whip and thrashing my body truly adds to the pleasure; yet, to be blindfolded or masked, also has its benefits, the slave being unable to foresee the stroke.
      Be that as it may, it was the Vicomte, suddenly pulling the fellating slave by the hair away from his cock, and rising, who strode over to face me and, as few guests have ever done, actually addressed me.
      “You have, whore, the kind of fleshy body that gratifies me. But it will delight me more to watch you being flogged and used by my demoiselles. You may writhe, cry out and spend freely which, I’m told, is your way, as you’re whipped. To spend under the thongs, I suppose, pleases you, does it not, slut that you are?”
   “It does, my Lord,” I recall managing to reply. “And I thank you for allowing me to serve you… ”
      “Or rather these girls of mine. Now suck in the belly, thrust out those impressive bubs and slacken the arse meat, for I’m going to have you slashed to the blood – by no means, Madame de Clavaux gives me to understand, a novel experience for you. I consider a hundred lashes from the arm thews to thighs, both sides, should suffice for this initial meeting. If you take the punishment well, we shall use you on our next visit in one of the lower precincts, where I am sure all of us, you included, will reap a veritable harvest of pleasure.”
      Giving Francine and her two senior servants a smile, he returned slowly to his armchair and, drawing the recumbent service-slave towards him, held out his cock to her mouth for the fellatio to be dutifully resumed. The two concubines had already selected their whips from the array on the nearby table – the thinner bitch arming herself with a riding crop, the stouter one with a long, three-bladed flogger – whereupon, to my disbelief, each moistened her weapon by sliding it between the folds of the other’s vulva. As they approached me, the smell of their bodies and perfumes made my flesh crawl and the teats shrink on my areoles.
      I heard their owner’s directive clearly enough. “Flagellez la putain, mes amies ! Au sang! ” which, as if for my benefit, he repeated in the lilting English he commanded: “Whip the whore to the blood!” The voice had changed. It was hard and impatient. I screwed up my eyes, pressed the tongue stud against my palate and wished Mildred or even Veronica was there beside me.
   Then the two whips hissed like snakes banished from Eden, scalding me with Biblical brimstone.
 
      I have recounted to you, gentle diary, many a flogging but what there, in that dark curtained drawing room, was inflicted on my outstretched body surpassed anything I have endured. One of the two concubines, the plumper of the pair I cited, whipped my belly, from below the ribcage to my pelvis, the slighter, fair-haired wench, the one with the rigid riding crop, then flaying my buttocks. As I had already learned was the custom here in France, the whips fell in turn, one over the rear, then the other across the front, driving the body, despite the weight of the splay-rod, now backwards, now to the fore. Amid the sprays of sweat, my nude corpse lurched with each stroke, my head falling back and then lunging forward as far as the neck strap would allow. By the time the fore and aft of my trunk had been welted and the leathers had climbed, one to the shoulders, the other to my breasts, I was no longer groaning but rending the air with howls, which either pleased or upset the Vicomte – I was beyond caring. But, being clearly a past master in the art of flagellating naked females, including no doubt his mistresses, he probably knew shrieks do alleviate the pain.
      Somewhere round the eightieth lash that was delivered up between my thighs – Magnus keeping diligent count aloud amid the concubines’ grunts – my cries dwindled into weird, staccato grunts. Then suddenly the two vixens drove their whip hafts into my lower orifices, front and rear, and I climaxed with all my might, not once but thrice in succession, as I was reamed, my cunt rings jangling like Bow Bells at home – or whatever carillon this philistine land has to bring it to its senses. Once the final lashes had been laid on, splashing among trickles of blood, I hung there, my studded tongue lolling out, the septum ring in my pierced nose dribbling with mucus. I was conscious enough to feel my vulva running with discharge, but for once it was my own, His Lordship continuing to made do with the gullet of the wretched girl still crouched before him. Only now do I find myself surprised how rapidly these Frenchies’ cocks regain rigidity!
      I have no clear recollection of what ensued, apart from Magnus and Thibaut lowering me and dragging me to the table where I lay welted and blooded, my scorched belly squelching on the polished surface, my legs still shackled and parted by the stretcher rod. But what I shall always and vividly remember was the noble Frenchie wrenching the whip haft out of my anus and then sodomizing me most pleasurably. It was, cherished diary, one of the deepest and most succulent reamings I have ever received, the man’s belly flattening my welted bottom, his hands gripping the pelvis points. But what proved less of a pleasure was when one of his whores wrenched my head back by the hair for me to lick off her slut of sister’s quim, once she had seated her sweating arse on the tabletop before me. Though she smelt foul and tasted rancid, her outpour gushed over my face plentifully. I’ve received worse in my time.
      Thereafter, if I recall, it was Marie-Claire, aided by Thibaut, who hauled me back to the cellar where not one of the prisoners, not even Mildred, had the decency to welcome or comfort me, apart from the wretched girl who had serviced de Bressigny during my whipping. If she had emptied him and swallowed down all the spunk she could, my rectum was nevertheless full of it when finally I returned to my stone slab.
      The attitude of my English companions truly distressed me. They made dalliance with each other, their moans of pleasure filling the chamber, thereafter exchanging hugger-mugger conversations that, to my mind, boded no good. What they were up to made me nervous but I let them be. In any event, the state of my body was such that I could not move from my slab, even after Marie-Claire came down to watch the little slag treat my welts and lacerations. I took her presence to be something of a privilege, and so did it seem.
      “You did well, Janet,” the Slave Mistress assured me, surprisingly using my name. “His Lordship was mightily pleased with you and found your body to his liking, particularly the way you took the cunt whipping.” After a pause, during which she strolled up and down the candle-lit cellar, as though allowing me admire her seductive contours and splendid breasts, which I certainly did, despite my condition, she alluded to what the Vicomte had said earlier, prior to my ordeal. As she spoke, she tasted a drop of my breast blood, that had oozed out from a teat.
      “His Lordship will be back next week, along with some friends and, of course, his ladies, and wishes you to attend him again. For that, you may become acquainted, I suspect, with the Third Precinct rather than the penitential chamber. Madame de Clavaux will discuss this with her guests. If it is the Precinct, you will need to be conversant with the special implements and contrivances she has installed. Needless to say, you will again be flagellated, naked of course but hooded up and your rings weighted, and undergo what we refer to as ‘erotic torture’, which I’m sure you’ll enjoy. So, take good care of your cuts and welts, especially those on the breasts and your overlong labia. I shall come down regularly to ensure you’re healing up as you should.” Again she halted, this time by the iron-barred gate. “And by the way – to ensure you’re in good condition for Wednesday night and not withering on the vine, your owner and Master Magnus have decided to allow you a few outings in the grounds and nearby woods.”
      I could not believe my good fortune – the mere chance of breathing the country air and feeling the sun on my body simply thrilled me. But what then she added made me silver over with goose flesh.
      “We shall harness you up and it is I, on our roan gelding, who will have the pleasure of steering you on your canters.” My high spirits deserted me as I recalled a similar, earlier experience at Maveringham last April under Countess Gertrude’s horsewhip, but at least there the old battle-axe had been on foot. “I think,” the exquisitely fetching overseer went on, “you will profit from the runs. At least, they will help you to regain some muscle in place of that superfluous fat, which otherwise will have to be flogged off you.”
      “Why is it me, Mistress,” I had the temerity to ask, the hush in the cellar now even more palpable, “who seems always chosen for service? Should not my blonde companion occasionally have her share?”
      “If I were you, whore,” came the reply, “I would not pose too many idle questions. That is if you don’t want to pass a night or two in the punishment cell or staked out, gagged, in the yard. Silence here is golden even if the bars of your cellar are of wrought iron.” A gloved hand slid slowly up one of the rods of the gate.
   Then she was gone, leaving behind her that exhilarating aroma I was beginning to adore and fear.
 
19 June, a Friday, I believe, for we broke our fast on stale flounder
 
      Despite being deprived of Mildred’s caresses, now entirely devoted to our compatriot, I slept well last night, and fed generously on what was served up by the taciturn maid, filching the blonde’s portion as well, may I be forgiven – but then, she was busy trawling between Veronica’s thighs which I know smell of fish. But after the stool and lavage, it was not a maid or valet but Marie-Claire herself who led me up to the sunlit terrace, where my two owners sat at ease, sipping this new beverage called coffee. Our overseer, strangely, wore corduroy riding breeches that flared out attractively from the top of spurred boots, but what pleased me less was the long rawhide she held coiled in a gloved hand.
   “You wished to see this one, Mistress,” she said, presenting me to Francine still in her nightgown.
   “Yes, indeed. Thank you, my dear. You may remove her neck chain and stand aside for a moment.”
      The intense blue eyes turned towards me. “Now, slave, listen to what I have to say. We are far from displeased with your conduct here so far. The manner in which you entertained the Vicomte and his ladies was satisfactory. They and others intend to visit us again next week, as you may have gathered from gossip, and you will have the pleasure of serving them in our Chamber of Penance or elsewhere. Should it be the Precinct, it will constitute a veritable privilege for a relative newcomer in our midst and I want you to be wholly fit for the occasion. Therefore,” she confirmed what the Slave Mistress had already announced, “you’ll be taken out over the next few days for a morning run across country, under Marie-Claire’s supervision. She will see to it, mounted on horseback, you sprint well, encouraged by use of the coach whip, for which, I notice, you seem to have a liking, which is all to the good.”
      She was not wrong, for a long leather lash is always more agreeable to me than the riding crop that tends to open me up. The congeniality that my owner afforded me, and the prospect of an outing, delighted me beyond words, but when she stood up, her silks billowing in the morning breeze, her attitude suddenly changed. “My husband and I intend to reduce your bulk which, if it humours some of our guests, must be trimmed down. If by next week you have not sweated off a portion thereof,” she echoed Marie-Claire’s words, “I’ll be obliged to use other methods we employ on obese slaves. You agree, Gilles, do you not?”
      The attractive, weather-beaten face smiled, giving her a nod. “Indeed, she would benefit from a few days of healthy exercise,” her husband concurred, as Francine turned to Marie-Claire and confirmed what I already expected. “You may take her to the stables and ready her for her first gallop. See to it the jaunt lasts until the midday feeding time, then unharness and water her. Thereafter, my dear, you may dismiss.”
 
      I was halted in a cobbled yard behind the house where a young stable lad fitted me with several leads, one pair being clipped to my nipple rings, another to the metal circles pierced through my flabby vulva folds and passed round the thighs; to my consternation a haltered bit was then forced between my teeth. All six leashes were handed to the overseer, now astride her roan. Though mortally afraid of horses, as I am of the sea, no steed I’ve ever seen could have been more caparisoned with tethers and bridles than was I. Again the fearsome gallop round the Maveringham estate of last April under Lady Ricksmond’s metal-studded thong came back to mind. How similar, dear diary, can be the torments meted out to a naked slave in lands so different and far apart!
      I have no intention, patient, indulgent journal, of recounting that first romp or the others, legging it over the Orgival meadows of cowslips and mud, nor the pain inflicted on the most sensitive extremities of my poor body. Even the bit caused my mouth’s commissures to bleed. Once we were off, the horsewhip fell regularly over my rump and shoulder blades, curling round frequently to slash my breasts wrenched back to the sweating armpits, my wrists being manacled tight to the neck strap. Rarely have I sweltered so profusely as on those gruelling runs, my loosely chained feet squelching through brooks and sodden earth churned up by cattle that regarded me with impassive contempt.
 
 
20 June, still I suppose in 1656, three years after our Lord Protector took command of England
      The exhausting canters over, I was given at table this evening a most miserly supper, laid out by a squint-eyed serving wench I had not encountered before, for it had been another who had tended my weals following each daily run. What puzzled me was that Mildred, who had steadfastly disregarded my condition, received the same scant helping of gruel, though Veronica had more and did slip her a portion of her own.
      As the maid refused to speak, I knew not what plans had been made for me nor whether the Vicomte’s party had arrived. However, a pretty, more senior slave minder did hint that guests were expected to bring their own iron tongs with them, the art of administering pain depending on the model used.
      Once the meal was over and I expected to be returned to my slab and chain, a veritable shock awaited me. It was not only I who was summoned to the ablution alcove for preparation but Mildred also. I decided not to address a word to her, despite her seeming greatly perturbed by the sudden turn of events: for slaves are never cleansed, sluiced out and preened – the so-called maquillage of face, teats, cunt and, in the case of male slaves, the cock – unless they are to be flagellated and tortured overtly before and by the guests. That I too was made ready hardly surprised me, Francine having informed me that her more important visitors had specifically demanded my presence below, presumably as my flesh is to their liking – and, I may add, is badly in need of a further dose of voluptuous pain to maintain myself in full sexual form.
      The order of the day became clearer when Francine herself, accompanied by her major-domo, came down to enrich our dismal prison with her ethereal person, her appearance truly amazing me and possibly the rest of the inmates, although Veronica, remarkably comely for once, looked nervous. Our owner wore a long silken robe, clasped at the throat by a broach that resembled a third eye – a fourth provided by a jewel adorning her navel. Apart from the gown and slippers, she was powdered, wigged and, when she cast the garment over a shoulder, stark-naked; a beauty spot enhanced a cheek’s milky curve, another accentuating the swell of a breast jutting arrogantly from the cloak’s embroidered border. Again the sight of a nipple enclosed in a silver star of sharp barbs, caused me to leak abundantly down my inner thighs as I pictured her embracing me, with her teats against mine, after having me chained to a flogging stake… This, dearest diary, is the sort of fancy that readily arouses me and does much to prepare my mind and yearning flesh for the lash.
      Her remarks, addressed to the Slave Master, escaped me until she advanced towards Mildred and gave her a couple of slaps over a buttock. What then I overheard gave me, I confess, a certain satisfaction.
      “Several guests,” our owner, in that strange English of hers, informed the trembling blonde, “have noticed you, whore, when you and the others were hauling logs from the wood the other day,” – that, I assumed, would have been when I was racing round the grounds, trying to keep abreast of Marie-Claire’s demands and ahead of the frayed tip of her horsewhip. “They wish,” Francine went on, “to see how you cope with a prolonged session under the thongs, needles and flesh tongs. Magnus here informed them that you had been promoted at Lady Postell’s place, of which of course they know little or nothing, but also that previously you had received a great deal of flogging and exacting torture of your intimate parts. This interests my guests and I trust you will satisfy them as dutiful sex meat. Your brief and, to my opinion, futile time as a slave minder at Mavinam” - thus she pronounced it, as these Frenchies do – “we can forget.”
      It was not without some elation that I observed my blonde trickster blench, her teats shrinking like dried sultanas. “Whatever you were before,” Francine added, her tone hardening, “here you are an underling, an imported, fornicating strumpet, a drudge we can discard at a moment’s notice and barter off at a sufficiently low price as to attract slave owners of the coarsest standing. So keep your wits about you, trollop, watch your tongue, however you use it. And learn to behave, if you don’t want to be put up for auction.”
      The warning seemed to me legitimate enough when I recalled the way Veronica had inveigled the guards, at the usual cost, to allow the blonde to come over to her slab. Again Mildred paled but I had to admire her courage when she had the brazenness to speak – and that before her owner with the major-domo or, as he was known among us, the ‘flesh flaying flunkey’, looking on, amused by the girl’s terrified tremors and sighs. “I beg forgiveness, Mistress,” she endangered herself further with a lame excuse. “I thought we were allowed to ask the gaolers to let us off the chain, so that we could move around, unshackled, as long as we satisfy them in whatever way they wish. I mean, in exchange for a fuck and a whipping or a…”
      “Watch your language, wench,” Francine warned her, brushing aside the pathetic, unfinished reasoning, for her overworked guards, male or female, are of course at liberty to unhook any detention chain and allow a slave to stroll about and, as I know only too well, pay the price by being bent over the slab or the table to receive at any moment of the day or night a harsh flogging, a potent length of cock or, for that matter, a juicy but demanding vulva. (Incidentally, dear diary, I notice that a guest’s or overseer’s crotch is usually unshaven, contrary to ours, although several female dominants reduce their pubic tuft to a slender, vertical line of hair that seems to extend the vulval slit most agreeably.) As to the casual beatings, these are generally confined to the buttocks and to twenty-two or thirty-three lashes, laid on either crosswise or down the cleft by a male guard who then casually uses whichever of the lower orifices seems the more tempting, female guards normally resorting to the slave’s mouth and tongue, incidentally slaking the victim’s thirst…
      “I only go over to that far slab, Mistress,” Mildred tried to add, “to have some conversation in English with our sister…” I noticed how I, the educated one, was ignored, Francine also observing the fact.
      “Is that so, by my troth?” came the reply. “Our Veronica has indeed certain rights but you are not necessarily among them, milksop that you are. Therefore, you will now pay for your discussions at great cost to your frivolous nature and trivial body. For my guests have selected you for punishment and I shall certainly see you get it. And who, may I ask, gave you leave to speak when not only in service but face to face with me? Such grossly overt defiance of rules will simply double the number of lashes we have decided to inflict on your puny tits and other regions of your uninspiring person, a purchase I begin to regret.”
      Although totally unjust, as are so many of the condemnations handed down at Orgival – where in fact no reason is necessary to have a slave basted, – the disciplining of Mildred would not perturb me unduly. In fact if, as I had understood, I was also to be present below, the prospect of watching her suffer rather pleased me. For, considering the way in which she had forsaken me, I felt she could do with a good bout of correction. To be straight with you, sympathizing journal, I wouldn’t mind whipping her myself.
      And here, let me, patient diary, add this: as she no longer shows interest in my crotch and studded tongue, I have decided to try out later one of the male slaves, neither one an Adonis but well hung, who seem to be in constant demand when elderly, wealthy dowagers put in an appearance above. After all, in the absences of Monsieur Gilles and rather surfeited with the guards’ cocks, I could do with a morning fucking from a neighbouring, friendly slave lad, faute de mieux (as they say here in their lingo). Moreover, I see no reason that her unfaithfulness should deprive me of sex, and in fact one of the lads rather tempts me, his phallus resembling a bull’s pizzle, like that of a Hereford I once saw, back at Winscome, trying to mount a heifer in the field beyond the compound. And, as I say, a draught of thick sperm does keep a girl healthy.
      But to return to developments at Orgival, I noticed that Mildred had turned paler than hitherto but it did not prevent her giving her haughty partner a forlorn look. These gestures told me of her despondent state of mind, as she stared down, seeming to wonder whether the meagre mounds protruding from her heaving chest could take more punishment than that they had already received. For my part, I predicted that the lascivious couple would be together again soon enough, our Veronica licking with loving care her chosen one’s welts. These two, righteous journal, are frankly insufferable whores – yea, the pair of them…
      “I see no point, ma foi, Magnus,” I then heard the Mistress of Orgival saying, as she turned to address her Slave Master, “in discussing this delinquent further. So, kindly have Thibaut, Floris or whoever’s on duty, take the slut down to the Third Precinct, rather than the Chamber of Penance, and have her prepared for the guests. I want the blonde rake-like thing hung and stretched, as was decided at table.” Her violet eyes through the lace veil met mine. “This other slut can go down too to await the wishes of the Vicomte and his friends.”
      The craggy Scot stared at his employer. “The Third Precinct, Mistress?” But surely… pardon me, I thought it was to be the Chamber of Penance, where I’ve had the visitors’ chairs set out and the instruments prepared… You mean you want the slave to be slung between the four posts? And even prepared for the breast clamps and needles?” He sounded disconcerted, upset, as if not accustomed to peremptory changes on the part of his employer. (How Francine ever came to engage a Scot astonished me, when surely there had to be scores of competent slave floggers in France and Navarre who would give their soul, if they had one left, to serve in a prestigious slave holding such as that the de Clavaux couple had established. For I could not believe that such ventures – I do not speak of ordinary brothels like Francine’s in the Marais of Paris – were commonplace in this land of culture and good taste. Ah, dear diary, naivety must be my second name.)
      “Do I have to repeat every order, man?” Francine retorted. “Kindly make haste. We cannot leave our loyal clients in abeyance. The Vicomte will be only too pleased to use the Precinct, even if his ladies and associates are not fully familiar with the features of the place – although, if my memory serves me, they were present when the redhead was punished down there last month. And by the way, I suppose that sex-crazed hooligan is still in the far torture cell. If so, remove her, in case this talkative English shrew requires similar treatment. Now, get these two down to the Precinct, where we’ll use the suspension chains, not the four posts, for the scraggy one, so that the tendons and muscles are fully extended. And waste no more time. The Maréchal of Dragoons, has a short temper, and apparently must soon be on his way to the Low Countries – a land our thirty years of war has agreeably ruined. But then they were all Protestants and therefore cannot be trusted, though,” she became pensive, “some of their womenfolk can be quite attractive, with sizeable breasts withal and, I hear, fuck with commendable stamina. I wouldn’t mind, Magnus, one or two here, in addition to these English trollops… ” The man nodded, probably unaware Holland even existed.
      While I, being of the Faith, trembled at the mention of my coreligionists, the Inquisition being still at work, the major-domo then bowed, summoning his senior guards. Once further orders had been relayed downwards, Mildred and I, without exchanging a word, were led by Floris up the stairs and, after trudging along a bleak corridor, were hustled down a further series of worn stone steps, to be halted finally before a vast, iron-braced door that was pierced with a barred judas. As our escort hammered on the oak panels to gain entry, my entire body froze like the Thames under winter ice. I hardly wished to guess the state in which Mildred found herself and did not really care about the selfish bitch. And then I regretted my resentment and tried to give her a smile of encouragement, which was not returned.
      While we waited, naked and trembling, the guard Floris – whose penis, even if it was inert and pendent, reminded me that these lackeys’ ramrods could assume, when on duty, an enticing wealth of promise – amused himself with my teat rings, remarking on the size of my breasts and nipples, observations I had no need of, being fully aware of what I possess. But, with my wrists bound to the strap throttling my throat, I rather liked him fondling my cunt and rediscovering the unusual length of my outer labia which alone have made countless men’s cocks stiffen. The fellow said something in French which, perhaps luckily, I did not comprehend. Then, amid the sound of Mildred’s cunt rings jingling nervously, I heard the portal screech ajar.
   In stark terror, Mildred descended a narrow flight of steps into the notorious Third Precinct.
 
 
 
22 June 1656
      I strive to write this two days later, lying on my left flank, my flesh seeming to suffer, not from anything I had received in the precinct, which, believe it or not, dubious diary, was regrettably naught! – but rather on account of what my former blonde lover had had inflicted on her, first by the overseers and then by almost every guest present. But before recounting that, I must set down, sweet resigned journal of mine, in your tattered pages, the way in which we were welcomed into that fearsome dungeon.
      The stifling, oval-shaped precinct was illuminated by several candelabra and, to the horror of both of us, by the glow of a brazier, smoking within an alcove and chimney to the rear. What struck me at once was how strangely reminiscent the place seemed of those similar underground cloistered caverns at Winscome, and no doubt the sufferings would not be very different. A superabundance of threatening contrivances confronted us, their bases buried in the sand and straw strewn out to absorb the evening’s sweat, blood and emissions. Several pillars, heavy with chain, towered to the barrel-vaulted ceiling, some bristling with spikes, others fitted with a slanting, leather-stitched parody of a male erection; to the side stood a pair of horizontal cartwheels, their axles cemented in the flagstones, while beyond, reared massive crucifixes, their beams bolted crosswise and also glittering with metal tines. Overhead, as might be expected, dangled the usual array of manacled suspension chains and iron hooks. But what took my breath away was the long panel set against the side wall. In all my time of slavery never have I seen such a multitude of frightening appliances, each designed to inflict various degrees of pain on defenceless slaves. Though I have frequented other vaults of vengeance, here the entire surface of my spellbound body congealed into goose pimples, the nipples hardening, my clitoris retreating into its hood like a snail into its shell. Yet my vagina clenched and began to leak as it is wont to do at the mere sight of a whip when I am shackled naked and truly scared.
 
      The guard then made us kneel, thighs parted – the habitual position a slave has to adopt when about to be flogged and undergo long-drawn-out so-called ‘erotic’ torture. The tightening of the chain attached to my throat leather suddenly reduced me to obsequious obeisance, as Marie-Claire appeared from a side entry.
      Rarely have I seen a woman look so fearsomely attractive, as she, our overseer, strode towards us. Apart from the spurred boots rising to the elegant thighs, a face veil, and a brief mantle flowing from her shoulders, the incomparable body was blatantly bare. The pubic mound was freshly shaved into the usual sleek line of hair above the neat canopy covering the clitoris, a pinnacle I tried to picture: contrary to mine, it was sure to be already in fully erection and, to complete my fantasy, ready to be licked – possibly by my studded tongue? What further entranced me, apart from her flinty smile that seemed to strike fire from my body, were the spiked whorls of metal, similar to Francine’s, crowning the breasts, leaving the indigo-rouged teats to protrude like an additional pair of eyes. If this quintessence of erotic beauty – and exquisite cruelty – was the one to commence the floggings, I felt I would climax almost immediately, and I think she guessed it by the way in which my face became flushed and by the sudden erection of my teats.
      Behind her came a serving girl, pretty as apple blossom. Groin-shaved and completely naked, apart from scarlet slippers, to my surprise she was devoid of chain and slave rings, but I was sure she had carried them at some time in the past. Though demure, the wench seemed self-assured and yet I sensed she had suffered greatly in her time, possibly here at Orgival or in other abodes where females were lashed and squandered without mercy before achieving the level, as this one seemed to have done, of assistant to some female or male guardian angel – although we all know angels have no gender, and probably no genitals either… and that’s why, I suppose, as my parents told me, they are righteous and that I should model myself on them. I have the feeling I am falling short of my family’s teachings.
      She was the sort of nude that men like the Vicomte – and surely Gilles de Clavaux – could beat, torture and fuck for a whole night without losing interest in her flesh and its response to pain. If she had been a slave, then it was no mean achievement for one so young to have risen from the ranks. I suppose the damsel figured among the Slave Mistress’s current partners in bed, a suspicion, I avow, that continues to encourage me to seek her favour, as well, if I am lucky, get a closer view of her cunt. Such would indeed be worth the sufferings I expected were about to be imposed on me in that terrifying precinct. One can always dream, sweet diary, may one not?
      When finally I managed to take my eyes off the flat belly and pert breasts of the girl, whose name, I gathered, was Larissa, I noticed that the Slave Mistress was inspecting Mildred’s buttocks, pubic hump and breasts, as though assessing the degree of punishment the slave could take without collapsing and thus spoiling the evening – a female in formal session being expected, so I was told, to last out to the final stroke of the whip, or to the last of the exactions that, at dinner with Francine, the guests had agreed should be inflicted on the naked offering.
      Having discussed the sweating nude’s body with Magnus, Marie-Claire suddenly turned to me.
      “From what I hear and know of you, slave,” she said, shrewdly sensing my resentment at having been jilted by Mildred, “you’ll probably enjoy watching your blonde sister suffer, but it’s on you I am relying to make our guests’ journey here worthwhile. Some of our visitors are relentless,” she added, “when offered ponderous masses of viande de boucherie – butcher’s meat, in your patois – such as these lavish hunks of fat.” She heaved aloft one of my beefy breasts with her whip haft. “The Maréchal of Dragoons is here tonight and he’s one who really appreciates a load of soft blubber such as you tout around. Knowing him, he’s going to carve into that flesh with his cane – and probably rake you with his spurs, as he always does on our Valérie over there.” Her whip pommel that, as we all knew, had visited many a whipped cunt in its day, pointed to a dark-skinned, equally overfleshed wench who, I had learned, had been sold to Orgival by her starving parents in the Cantal. “And maybe you’ll get a few needles through the teats…” The studded gauntlet landed a stinging slap across my dugs. “Ah, mon Dieu,” she sighed, “give me a fleshy pair of udders such as these to flog, bind and torture! But that’ll have to wait until Madame Francine lets me take you to my room one of these nights.” It was not so much the threat that whetted my appetite, for you know, secretive journal, how I delight when heed is taken of my breasts, but rather the prospect of being alone with her in a bedchamber, amid silks and perfumes. Anything for a bed rather than an insufferable slab of granite!
      What prompted this fantasy was, of course, that gaudy, unforgettable evening in my owners’ Paris boudoir belonging to this lean Francine and her husband with the weathered features – and where, I lamented, had he vanished to? – for that night, still alive in my mind and in my buttocks, remained a precious memory indeed. I could do with another such moment on a soft bed, even if stretched, roped and my cunt gaping as on that occasion.
      The alluring Marie-Claire, who had probably played the whore to a marquis or a duke, prior to being invited to serve at Orgival, suddenly struck my breasts again, her voice becoming officious as she dispensed with its earlier intimacy. But, as you know, sweet diary, I prefer a domineering tone to duplicitous confidentiality. What I really would have preferred to speeches was to hear myself condemned to a full overall flogging.
      “You two are in for it tonight – particularly you,” Mildred, kneeling beside me, also received a punch from the whip pommel, hers into a puckered teat. “Word has spread and we’ve already had some seven more
positive replies by post chaise from some of our more demanding customers, anxious to try their hand on our fresh deliveries of foreign flesh. And particularly you,” that was addressed to me. “Interest is waxing and you, fatty, you’re reserved for their use next week and that in a remote, secluded cell, que Dieu te garde! What more could you desire? You need thinning down and there you’ll lose a good pound or two of flesh.”
      It sounded again like a line out of the Bard’s Merchant of Venice that my father, before his departure for the New World, had made me read. But what I had heard a moment before frightened me far more. The word ‘waxing’ sent an eerie chill through me. I just hoped those hot candles and – I prayed silently again to our Great Protector – branding were not part of the entertainments about to commence. Disinclined to think of wax, candles and such like, I decided to hazard appealing to de Clavaux. Of course, I was conscious of my audacity and aware that slaves never spoke in a precinct where they was about to be presented to prestigious company. But if I was going to suffer, I just hoped I was not going to have scalding wax dripped over me and then be whipped free of it.
      Still distressed by the absence of Gilles, being thus deprived of his help and phallus, I risked a word.
   “Gracious Mistress, if such is possible I’d like to see Monsieur de Clavaux.”
      The Slave Mistress stared at me, astounded by my audacity. “Bon Dieu, is that so? Monsieur Gilles rarely comes down here and never may a mere slave approach him in his study. And why should you, a load of whore meat off the slab and from a godforsaken heathen land, wish to meet with him?”
   “I just want to speak with him, as I did in England and on the journey hither.”
      “And what about, may I ask? Is it that you wish him to flog and fuck you? As to the latter, why, do you not have your jailors’ staunch cocks present up there in your cellar and a couple of fully trained male prisoners who ask for nothing other than a succulent cunt, mouth or anus, like yours, to pump? They even make do with a pair of breasts wedged over their pricks. …” As I fell silent, defeated, her velvet gauntlet gestured vaguely to the vaulting above, as if to make me imagine the two lads idly masturbating in the absence of my breasts. “Or perhaps,” she added, as though reading my thoughts regarding heated wax, “you wish to ask Monsieur de Clavaux, who’s abroad anyway, if you’re going to be branded. Well, we usually burn our house emblem into a slave’s buttock or pubis to mark permanent ownership – or attempted escape.”
      Both Mildred and I turned white, although my treacherous sister was already more pallid than milk, wondering whether this terrifying woman was aware of our catastrophic venture on our way to Winscome Abbey. Probably not, as far as I could judge, but at least we were warned – as if we would be so bovine as to attempt it again and furthermore in a foreign land!
      As to my enquiry, clearly Monsieur de Clavaux was beyond reach but then there was always the chance that he might attend this formal evening about to commence or the outdoor session planned for Sunday. Anyway, I was not sure of what I wanted to ask him – I think I am simply homesick, desperate to be sold back to Maveringham, Winscome or anywhere, as long as it’s in England, my cherished country.
 
      Ignoring me, the gorgeous overseer called the serving girl over to her to give her orders. As the neat, short-haired Larissa bowed and hearkened, I was horrified to see that she had precisely what I fear the most – a fleur de lys burned into her left buttock. I have now learned from her that the royal forces had fallen on her hovel in the Cevennes and found a Geneva bible. The parents were taken, the man to the galleys, the mother to the Tour de Constance at Aigues-Mortes and she, the only daughter, was purchased as a slave by some senior dragoon officer. It was he who had had her branded with the royal emblem – a mark his colonel, having bought her from him and used her to the cord, then tried to flog off her hide, holding that a prostitute was unworthy of bearing such an illustrious insignia. Apparently she had been fucked, flogged and debilitated, before being sold to Orgival. I wondered if she had been forced to recant but still had Calvinist leanings. Forgive me, dear diary, for this gossip.
      I also ask pardon for being so verbose, but I want you, my journal, to record the evil that abounds in this impious land. Nevertheless, I shall attempt later, if I have the strength and when my welts pain me less, to record what took place that night in the dreadful Third Precinct.
 
 
 
23 June, with another weekend ahead, periods we slaves have learned to fear greatly
 
      As nothing has been announced, as far as I know, regarding further ordeals, I find I have both the time and will to recall the misfortune that befell Mildred, my blonde erstwhile lover – for whom I have but scant regard and try to avoid in our cellar. I shall try to set down what the noble gathering inflicted on her before she blacked out, and then what was happened to me.
 
      With little concern for the discomfort already afflicting us as we knelt in the candlelit precinct, the guards, after the interlude with Marie-Claire, seemed to devote all their attention to Mildred, Floris now being joined by Thibaut. These two, I was to learn later from Larissa, were chosen for the evening from among the five lackeys who are charged with the supervision and daily beatings of us inmates. The selection was made on account of their competence, good looks and ability to return rapidly to erection after discharge.
      Further, it was this Larissa – with whom I would gladly spend a night, were such a pleasure ever to come my way – who was responsible for greasing and laying out the whips and other implements required for a so-called ‘formal gathering’ and entrusted with the preparation of our bodies, prior to their presentation for use by the guests. She was naked as a needle, the absence of flesh rings distinguishing her from us slaves, but again I sensed she had earlier been forced to serve as a sexual submissive, prior to her promotion.
      The guards, on the other hand, were attired in different garb from that worn when on routine duty: in the place of riding boots, short cloaks and thorax straps, they appeared in black tights that rose from felt slippers to the loin and were cut away over the crotch to free the phallus and scrotum, the sex shaft, as with Magnus, being laced with knotted strips of leather. Apart from kidskin gauntlets and a purple face veil, the rest of the muscular, hirsute bodies remained bare, the customary service whip clipped to a belt slanting across the lower belly. They were, I own, spine-chilling but striking to behold, even when the cock hung flaccid; I do not know Mildred’s reaction but, thus decked out, their appearance triggered my first vaginal oozings, a downflow that is not only tolerated here but encouraged, facilitating, as it does, easy entry, the liquid serving equally, when daubed on with the fingers, to lubricate the anal whorl for use.
      Despite her record of service at Maveringham, first as slave and then slave handler, and what she had suffered along with me since our regrettable attempt at escape, the blonde continued to tremble, and even more so when the guards and Larissa commenced her preparation. It was probably just as well their remarks in patois and what sounded like crude comments with regard to our bodies escaped us, for the sight of the precinct stretching out before us and its contents were enough to cope with for the moment.
      Mildred was made to struggle to her feet and led to the near side of the entry rodunda to have her wrists freed and raised to the usual hooked chains descending from the vaulted apse. The sight of her elongated, tensed body which, before her recent treachery towards me, had given me so much pleasure, again did enchant my eyes: the pert, undersized breasts and, under the indrawn belly, her neatly pleated vulva, with its metal rings glinting in the candelight, recalled the legion of delicious orgies we had enjoyed together. Watching the thigh muscles standing out like rods as her legs were parted and locked to hasps in the paving, I reminded myself of that fierce sexual power that was coyly stashed away within her and which she had shared with me so lavishly. And now, I meditated, she was to entertain a bunch of rakehell Frenchie cavaliers with their wives or concubines, all of whom, as our dedicated pastors say in England, ‘fear not God or man and are given over to all lewdness and dissoluteness’. But despite my earlier love for her, I was far from shedding tears on her behalf.
      As I watched what Marie-Claire, one night in a pique of rage, had referred to as ‘a worthless scarecrow of whore-gristle’, being flushed out and oiled, a side door of the precinct suddenly opened for a couple of maids to lead in our other colleagues. It was Larissa, polishing Mildred’s teat rings, who informed us that the entire cohort had to attend the punishment, meanwhile servicing the visitors by hand, mouth and tongue. Above all, I found it interesting that Veronica would have to witness her lover’s grief.
      “On your hind legs, bitch,” the guard Thibaut ordered me. Though scared, to stand provided me with both a relief and an unexpected treat, for kneeling for hours can be trying, a slave being forbidden, at the cost of thirty-three lashes across the rear of the thighs, to squat on her calves and heels. At the same time, it would allow me to observe Mildred’s flogging and tortures more or less at ease, and, as you know, dearest diary, I enjoy watching a beating when my own stretched body is displayed likewise, my nape-bound arms hoisting the breasts aloft.
      But the guard hasped my cuff rings over a hook in the masonry behind me while I watched the familiar string of nudes being chained in like fashion to the rear wall, manacled wrists aloft, legs spread wide, the two males, already in throbbing erection, stretched taut at either end of the line. But what particularly intrigued me was Veronica’s expression: she studiously avoided glancing at her hapless lover, choosing rather to stare blankly into the void. Though this nonchalance did surprise me, for the senior slave girl well knew what was about to be done to the blonde, I must admit she certainly outshone the others in lascivious beauty. Whether Mildred could see her was impossible to tell; in any event the rigorous cleansing of her anatomy and orifices, together with the application of war paint, occupied her full attention.
      The preparations had barely finished when the guests, some dozen or so, filed in through the main portal, escorted by Magnus and Marie-Claire in full, if sparse, regalia. Francine was in vivacious conversation with several men in the group and I noticed that many held glasses of digestive liqueurs that had rounded off dinner, a male guest remarking: “I trust the evening will requite us for our long journey.”
      But it was rather the women in the gathering, all cloaked and veiled like their male escorts, who aroused my interest, for if some seemed young and slender – probably kept doxies, others were well into middle age. As to the men, they were florid for the most part, one or two bearing themselves unmistakably in a military manner which obviously, sagacious journal, boded ill for us, what I had heard of the dragoon marshal coming back to mind. Then suddenly I recognized the Vicomte de Bressigny and somehow his presence cheered me on Mildred’s behalf, for she was in no way averse to being ploughed by a really potent cock. But my spirit sank when his two harpies of concubines appeared, the lankier of the pair drawing her sister’s attention to me with her fan. I felt my heart bleed for Mildred, but only momentarily – for all I cared, the shifty bitch could stew in her sweat and fend for herself. I did my best to catch the Vicomte’s eye but he was deep in discussion with the friends he had invited, probably out of his own well-provided purse.
      In small groups the guests sauntered about, now admiring the precinct, now the appurtenances displayed on the wall plank. Equally casually, the silver-buckled court shoes and silken slippers wandered over to the row of chained slaves at the rear of the chamber, Magnus deferentially, in his heavily accented French, drawing attention to the qualities of each nude, while gloved, bejewelled hands weighed breasts and buttocks, drawing out, here and there, by the ring a particularly tempting teat or wad of labial meat. While this proceeded, a couple of guests accompanied the Vicomte over the sandy floor to view me. Although I could not follow the bearded one’s remarks or the others’ while my voluminous breasts were slapped and pulled out to their full extent, I felt I was being approved of, as I tried hard to understand the rapid French. One of men, possibly an officer, beckoned to Francine and posed a question. My owner’s assurances came in a mélange of both languages, certainly for my benefit.
      “But, of course, mon Colonel, this weighty slag, a Cromwellian heretic to boot, is at your disposal but, if I may revert to what I said during dinner, only after my other whore over there,” she waved a thin hand, ruby-coruscated, at Mildred, still elongated in the apse, “has had her due. Then I would be only too pleased to have this sturdy load of whipping meat chained out in whatever posture you prefer.” This at least is what I understood her to say. “The putain,” she added – the French term for whore I now recognize only too well – “can take severe persecution. I mean, to the same degree you use on your mistress over there.” Francine again extended an arm, this time towards a flamboyant, wigged beauty in her twenties, chatting with Marie-Claire and other females; her mere appearance set her apart as one wedded to the whip, like me.
      I was flattered, in a way, by the comparison but would have liked to see the ‘mistress’ in question without her cloak and perceive whether she was marked and, incidentally, whether she carried flesh rings, but that I would discover soon enough when the disrobing took place. The prospect of my being whipped and possibly exquisitely tortured by this ‘ambivalent’ female guest indeed kindled a spark in me. It seemed she functioned as both ‘submissive’ and ‘dominant’, as old Hawkes in London used to say of his Annie who flogged well and yet was always bruised, after in camera sessions with him behind private, locked doors.
      “But now, mes amis,” my owner entreated, “let us take our seats, if you will, for the slave is ready.”
      I glanced at Mildred and indeed she was. Her greased body gleamed, the flesh rings flashing, although her elfin teats were still puckered with fear, as the guests installed themselves in the rows of pillowed chairs and chaises longues. Francine was in the centre, next to an elderly dignitary to whom Marie-Claire was offering snuff. The hostess nodded to her major-domo and the evening began.
      It was not the guards who brought Mildred out of the recess into the soft radiance of the candles but Magnus himself. I must admit that the warders and Larissa had prepared the night’s principal victim exceedingly well. Not even at Winscome had I seen her so richly oiled, with her fair locks bound back to a mauve ribband. I suppose she believed her Veronica was also staring at her slim beauty with that possessive look of hers, which was not the case, I noticed. The eyelids had been darkened with mascara, the lips of both foremost entries – mouth and vulva – and probably that in the rear, rouged with indigo, and the teats (though thimbles compared with my knobs and those of several other girls that had been regularly tong-tortured, and stood continually erect on the bulging areoles) held the rings clear of the bubs; and the navel, enhanced with an oval onyx (false as was she), gave the bitch’s belly a look of hollow abandon. Even the flesh ferrules, all eight of them – the eighth having been added, like mine, to the nasal septum on her entry into Orgival – shimmered like rings of so many moons, particularly those pierced through her outer labia which, I saw with a certain elation, were weighted with chains and spiked spheres of iron, extending her meagre cunt fillets down from the slit. If hooked to mine, the metal burdens reach almost to my knees…
      “To the centre of the chamber, slave!” Floris ordered her, freeing his service whip. “And face the company, like a good slut of a whore.” He sounded as if he was addressing a dumb animal on show.
      Slave Master Magnus beside her, she took slow, unsteady steps across the freshly strewn sand mixed with chaff until the chains were above her, and there she halted as a murmur of approbation rose from the chairs. It was then that I noticed that the cloaks and mantles had been cast back to reveal not just the visitors’ limbs, torsos and breasts but an array of cunts and already stiffening phalluses. The sight of the male organs, of various calibre, the foreskins rolled back, led me to wish Gilles de Clavaux figured in the gathering but, alas, he was still absent. Hence, since he was not one to miss and participate in a formal slave whipping, I assumed he must be either otherwise engaged, possibly in Paris, or had returned to England to be with Elizabeth, the latter seeming the more probable. His absence indeed disheartened me for I could have done with that elegant cock sliding over my tongue stud or butting my cervix – that is, if the evening was to conclude, after a plethora of pain, with me being put to work. Were I to be used, I would have to make do with what I was given and try to make believe it was he who was tupping me and laying me waste…
      Magnus was, it seemed, in charge of the evening, for Francine gave him a further nod, at which he signalled, first to Floris and Larissa to attach the night’s offering to the chains, and then to Thibaut, despatching the man to the far end of the chamber, beyond the slabs, crosses and whipping stakes. There, along with the two maids, the guard checked that the wrist chains of the slave cohort were held by the wall hooks, after which he issued instructions, not only to the domestics but also, amazingly, to the prisoners.
      The intimidated domestics nodded as they were reminded how to free a slave’s arms and to lead forward whichever females – or males – were required to provide oral service during the session. This, I knew, would entail successive periods of kneeling before the guests, plenty of saliva and unclogged throats on the part of the girls, including the complacent Veronica, and reliable cock-stands on the part of the two lads; that is, if the inmates were to labour and ride out the storm of ejaculations satisfactorily. Deficient or shoddy performances, I also knew, would simply result in the slave being reported to Francine and consigned to an oubliette or being chained, head down, from the summit of a stake in the courtyard and whipped by either the disgruntled visitor or one of the lackeys. Such are the rules governing such séances.
      Writing this in the early hours of the following day, Sunday, I have to pause and bring myself off, these recollections disturbing my concentration. But once my ungovernable clit has been appeased, I shall try, dear diary, to continue anon. (Later I’ll get one of the youths to fuck me, if they’re not being used…)
 
24 June, after early Mass, which, of course, I would have refused to attend, even if ordered to
 
      Since the whole house seems to be asleep, I have decided to advance my account of last night, for it is worth recounting as testimony of these Frenchies’ tastes and inhumanity.
      Thus, once silence had fallen on the precinct, Francine gave her major-domo a couple of curt orders: the first he relayed to Floris who released half-a-dozen of the naked prisoners, including one of the males, whipping them forward into the candlelit area occupied by the seated or reclining onlookers. As though already assigned to a guest, each slave knelt between a pair of straddled legs and, as the manacled arms were now unchained, immediately began to frig or fellate the phallus or tongue the cunt presented. As the dutiful bodies, that of my rival, Veronica, among them, bent forward to lick, suck and swallow curd, knowing that their competence was being judged, Francine watched her brood heedfully, a complacent smile visible under her veil of Chantilly lace. Occasionally, she would make a sign to Floris, pacing leisurely along the line of curved backs and buttocks, to indicate that one or other of the drudges should be encouraged; whereupon, the lackey brought his whip down hard on to the slave’s sweating rump, raising a thick, meaty welt. The sudden lash caused the slave to jerk back her head from the groin she was attending to, a further fault that was paid for with a second livid line, this time across the shoulder blades; the return to work was prompt enough. Thirst afflicting me, I envied the slaves slurping down one discharge after another.
      And yet I prayed earnestly that I would not be needed for this sort of service which, after attending to the first row of visitors, the slaves saw to the needs of the others, or at least those not engaged in flogging, torturing and using the evening’s victim. For I desperately wanted to watch the blonde being flogged and, no doubt, pitilessly punished with what lay on the nearby table – flesh clamps, tongs and those silver needles I could still see standing in goblets of mauve liquid. I did not understand why some of the slaves remained chained to the far wall; either they were less orally gifted or they were being kept for the guests to whip and persecute later, where they stood. In a way, I would not have cavilled to being used likewise.
      Francine’s other order concerned the evening’s victim herself, and what pleased me greatly, involved the slut Veronica as well. Despite the slurping of mouths over male erections and flooded cunts and the sudden groans as a guest spent, I managed to catch what Francine was saying, although it was in French.
      “Now, dear friends,” – I think it went something like this – “this is the slave I spoke of at dinner and who requires the punishment we discussed. The slut is a meretricious foreigner but tolerably well trained. I commend her to your august attention and, following the usual inaugural flogging by my major-domo and his female partner, you may deal with her as severely as you wish, for she has shown herself to be an obstreperous whore, one that played her former owner foul. Moreover, she has imposed herself on my senior
slave, whom most of you know.” The sparkling gloved hand pointed to Veronica, my adversary, who I was
not distressed to see was being held by the hair over a still-unsatisfied vulva to the end of the line of settles.
      “That one, as I mentioned at table, we shall discipline anon in the courtyard. You may proceed, Magnus,” she added, “and see to it the blonde slut’s labia are drawn even further apart by the rings. You can leave her weights where they are but I want no tearing of the flesh as she’s splayed open.” It was beyond question that all three of us foreigners were in for dire punishment during the night’s session.
      Thibaut released Mildred’s arms, lifted her body up a shade (I rather envied him clasping that slim waist) for Floris to attach the overhead chains to the wrist rings, while Larissa parted the legs to secure the ankle leathers to hasps in the straw-covered paving. While I stared, with my vagina throbbing, at the fantastic sight the blonde’s nudity offered to all gracing the precinct, Marie-Claire came forward to hook two lengths of slender links to the rings trembling in the victim’s inner labia, drew the chain tight round the thighs and clipped the ends behind. It was then for Magnus to verify the tension of the outstretched body by running the studded palm of his gauntlet over the breasts, belly and thighs before clutching the shaved pubis. Satisfied the flesh was at its maximum reach, he thrust his hand up into the vagina, slushed around for a long moment while watching the victim stiffen as she jerked her head back and groaned. Fortunately, as I have often mentioned, observant diary, Mildred has a generous cunt, enlarged by continuous penetration of solid erections and even heftier dildos, strapped to the loins of remorseless women. What the blonde appreciated less was having her rectum forced back onto the ribbed stave rearing from the flogging post; not only did the rod stretch the internal membrane between bowels and uterus but it distended the surface of the belly outwards into a bulge that would delight Magnus when he commenced the whipping.
      Withdrawing his saturated hand, he slithered his grip up and down his braided cock, now truly a phallic menace, before turning to his Mistress. He appeared to be in fine fettle for the service awaiting him.
      “The bitch’s fuckin’ gulch wallows in goop already,” he said in a weird kind of Highland brogue and that accent of his, and then, at a sharp look from Francine, who allowed him to address her in his own dialect, he amended his announcement. “Methinks the slave’s right ready for floggin’, Madame. As you ordered, my assistant’ll use the lash on the forepart and I’ll cane the rear with the rattan. Fifty strokes each side, I believe was the decision, Mistress, as I recall.” The stilted language seemed to amuse some of the visitors but less so his employer who chided him in her quite acceptable English. “Less bavardage and banter, man. Get to it and flog the slave. Let’s have the flesh fully welted before my dear guests ply the whip. See to it there’s a slave to mop up the blood. To work, both of you!”
      I could not mistake Marie-Claire’s euphoria as she took up her six-thong, her nipples protruding superbly from the spiked metal stars; though they did not equal Honorine’s at Winscome when that one was in unbridled action, the teats clearly showed she was impatient to start – and I longed for a night in her room when, at the price of a whipping, I would be allowed to suck them… How I envied this Orgival beauty standing before the night’s offering, carefully calculating her whip-swing after moistening the lashes again between the blonde’s labia. I would gladly endure a week in the Orgival oubliette to be in the slave mistress’s place – again you will notice, sweet diary, those strange cravings which still secretly haunt me…
      Meanwhile Magnus continued to massage his leather-trammelled cock, his gloved fist milking gobs of pre-ejaculate from the bulb to smear over the ribbed length of rattan that, in its time, must have welted an incalculable number of slave buttocks, bulges that for him existed solely to be larruped and sliced open.
      At a nod from Francine, the scourges swung back, hissed and fell on the blonde flesh of what, for the onlookers, was merely an anonymous slave but for me, a traitorous lesbian whore. It was good to watch.
 
 25 June The following morn
 
      Now, back on my granite block, casting Mildred out of my mind, I have time to add a thought and recount a most extraordinary incident that occurred this morning. While writing and imagining the guests sleeping off their exertions, I diligently avoided both Mildred, who had also been lugged back to her slab, and her conceited, tongue-studded sweetheart. I thought over my recent attitude towards them. Of course, I was deeply jealous of their relationship: not only was I obliged, since we had no privacy, to watch their lovemaking but also imagine the degree of lust they shared, with such hurtful insolence towards me – an audacity to which the guards turn a blind eye since sexual promiscuity, as I have said, is tolerated among us inmates and even encouraged. If the jailors happen to come down and find a sweating couple enlaced or limp from orgasms and pungent with discharge, they merely smile, lay them over the cellar table or suspend them from the rafter hooks, flog the two and then plough into their bodies. This is my only relief from the envy I harbour in seeing them enjoying themselves and secretly confiding in each other. Alas, resentment at having been forsaken devours me and humiliates me, making me all the more desolate and vulnerable.
      But, as I say, attentive diary, a truly unexpected consolation awaited me this morning in the person of the pretty, appetizing Larissa, that slender slave minder with short hair like a man’s. Around mid-morning, after she had conducted Mildred up to the healing room to attend to that deceitful one’s welts and gashes, I was told that I too needed attention. The summons surprised me, for I hardly thought my body required unguents and camomile. I had neither been too seriously whipped nor sexually tortured during the night, apart from a short incident with two particularly obnoxious females who seemed bent on punishing my breasts. Nor later was I called to service a guest in his or her room or provide Magnus with the usual morning fellatio, by way of invigorating them and him for further exertions, following the rigorous night.
      Once the snake in the grass, Mildred, had returned from her remedial treatment, Larissa attached a lead-chain to my septum ring, which I much prefer to it being clipped to my clit, and told me to follow her. I did so with dispatch, anxious not to have my exquisite nose harmed. My fears were also abated by my being given the erotic pleasure, even so early in the day, of watching the irresistible sway of the slave minder’s buttocks as she led me up the cellar steps; the very sight of those delicious, saucy cheeks rising and falling above the crests of her black stockings would have been enough to persuade me to accompany her into Hell itself or at least to the very edge of this licentious, painful world that both mortifies and enchants me.
      Most suddenly, however, while mounting the stairwell, she halted me with a sharp jerk on the lead and thrust me against the masonry of the passage wall. My heart almost ceased to beat when she took hold of my left breast – the one still bruised from the stab of a spiked heel when the Marquis’s ruthless bitches had Floris peg me out, just before dawn, on the precinct’s gravel floor and had almost ground the nipple and its ring into my thorax before whipping me. At least, I felt I had not been ignored, for I discharged superbly.
      Continuing to grasp the soft lymph, Larissa declared her liking for me, or rather for my sturdy body. “I’ve been watching you. You’re the sort I take to,” she said this in halting English which, I was to discover, she has picked up from Francine who prided herself in using it when mistreating her in the main bedchamber. The fact that the wench had acted as Milady’s maid-ordinary for over a year also accounted for her grasp of the language, Francine even obliging her, when chained to the bedposts, to count the lashes, describe her feelings and proffer thanks in English! It added charm, her owner said, to the occasion.
      Surprising me with her command of the language, Larissa went on: “You make my cunt leak each time I watch you being whipped. Often, when masturbating, I recall that night in the Fourth Precinct when three of our nobler patrons had your breasts corded and roped to the top of the central column – should one say ‘column’ or ‘pillar’? I never know – and you frotted yourself off against it as you were thrashed. You looked so… how to put it? …enticing, yes, that’s the word. Now, lush slave, on your knees and lick me out.”
      Indeed, dear journal of mine, in my various prisons I have had surprises but this really startled me, for undoubtedly she was officially on duty. And yet a thrill of lust spiralled up into my uterus. For a moment I did wonder if she was not leading me into a trap that later I might keenly regret. She could well report my conduct to Magnus and, as had befallen a poor slag from La Rochelle, I could end up like her, crucified and flogged somewhere outside in the flare of the flambeaux, with weights hung from the flesh rings. (At least, that is what the tottering victim recounted to us, her heedless sisters, later on her return to the cellar.)
      But when Larissa freed me from the lead and released my wrists, I could not but comply. And so, deferentially I squatted down to service her, my pulse racing apace. What could I do but obey? At once, sensing the heat and swell of her labia, I parted the velvety folds to find them tacky with outpour. The cunt was curiously different from my colleagues’ ringed slits and a pleasant contrast to the flabby, overtaxed entries displayed by many of the female visitors. It was neat and meaty and, as I wetted my lips, attracted me instantly, all the more so as it was free of the harsh tang of metal that tended to sour the palate when one bit into a colleague’s teats, lapped the labia and sucked a clitoris, all being ladened with the mandatory rings.
      Yet I continued to stare at her squelchy pouch devoid, as I say, of appendages, before sliding my fingers into the saturated oval. As I widened the wallet of scarlet flesh, I perceived clearly the fissures where once her iron circles had been inserted. Watching the labia encircling my hand as I eased into her, I lamented the fact that there are no hand mirrors at Orgival wherewith I could admire my own vulva that occasions so much comment from the slaves, the valets and many a guest. With my thumb I unfurled the protective cowl of skin from her clitoris and found the nub erect, pleading for attention and a tongue. But I made her wait, running the palm of my other hand round her thigh and buttock to probe her rear passage. To my surprise I felt her arse cheeks clench – a reaction considered inadmissible on the part of a slave, who thereby paid dearly for such an affront to a male erection or a female dildo, guests and overseers insisting on a completely slackened sphincter. At the same time, my fingers grazed the crater left by the brand mark on her right buttock; merely to feel it caused my nipples to shrink into hard bullets, and I wondered why and since when she bore the stigma. Had she attempted to escape? Or was it the badge indicating her being the personal property of our Mistress? But I did not dare pose the question.
      Slowly I allowed my other hand to slide out of the silky, liquid quim and, lowering my mouth to the parted slit, began to lap it with my studded tongue, pledging silently she would not readily forget what she was asking of me. Few females ever do, for I use all the skill I have been taught since my fledgling days as a slave back home at Maveringham, and that training has been far from trivial, as you know, observant diary.
      “Slurp me faster, slag,” came the breathless mutter, her fists gripping my hair to keep me glued to the crotch. The thighs opening wider, her yelps of pleasure so increased that I feared they would be overheard above. But they sank into low groans of craving as the paltry clitoris swelled further under my tongue stud’s raspings. And abruptly, to my surprise, she leaned against the stonework, hefting her thighs up and over my shoulders, driving her cunt into my face. She indeed gave me all between pubis and throbbing anus.
      Her ragged cries frightening me anew, she suddenly discharged, now uttering deep sighs of relief. Once I had slurped up her seepage, she made me continue and, after a while, came again, the orgasms reminding me of Mildred’s. Her moans, like those of a lost soul before the heavenly gates, told me I had her in my thrall. She came so ravenously, it was as if she had of late been left high and dry, starved of sex – an unlikely circumstance, in view of the several times I had seen – and envied – her being fucked against a wall by Magnus or even a passing valet, pausing on their way down to duty in the dreaded precincts below.
      Then she lowered her legs, drew me up by my septum ring and kissed my soused mouth most sensually, her tongue caressing my lingual stud, an item her bloated crotch would now never fail to recall. So intense was the embrace that it brought me close to my own climax but, being a mere slave, I restrained myself. To complicate matters, she had me take her swollen teats between my teeth, telling me: “Now bite them gently, slave. Soak them in what you’ve saved of my juice…” Alas, I had already swallowed that down with relish, although her spurtings had not tasted particularly pungent. Then, drifting in and out of French, she regained her wits, smiled, mascara – or rimmel, as it’s known here – running down her cheeks.
      “It’s risky to loiter long down here, Janet,” she said in a murmur which I found strange after the moans and cries she had uttered a moment before, and stranger still, now using my name instead of the insulting term – ‘fuck-whore’ – by which we are commonly addressed in ragged English. “But, sapristi, that was so good! I wonder what it’s like to have metal weighing down a tongue. In my time, they didn’t use such an adornment, but now they pierce every slave’s tongue with one, and even lately with a bondage ring. The metal increases the friction on their cocks and cunts. Nor did they hang things like this from the nose.” Regaining her composure, she asked: “Do you like being ringed?” Wiping the curd from my mouth and chin, I thought it best, for indeed I adored my links, to return her smile and merely nod, for I was still unsure of her authority and powers.
      “Listen, Janet,” she went on, “I’m in charge of the sick bay where I patch up blighted bodies, like your blonde friend’s, so that they can be put back to work again. There’s a bunk and table up there and the other staff members never come by, though sometimes I have to poultice a guest’s concubine.” She paused a moment to wipe off her vulva. “So you won’t be missed for a while and I’ll see you’re back in the holding chamber for the midday meal. But not a word to any of your slave colleagues, nor, of course, to Marie-Claire, you understand? She’s all ears. The slightest hint of something going on between us can well lead to a sexually barren night for you, hooded up and flogged in a punishment cell – and demotion for me.”
      Realizing what was coming, I readily assured her of my silence. In any case I was not anxious to suffer in one of those underground dungeons, without a chance to being allowed to enjoy the occasion. For I already knew that at Orgival, besides what was called erotic punishment, there was also disciplinary punishment, a certain difference existing between the two.
      Seeming reassured, she attached the lead this time not to my nasal or clit ring but, perhaps by way of recompense, to a nipple circlet, and then towed me forward again through a long, winding passage that led to her healing chamber. As she unlocked a massive, oak door – all entries and exits here at Orgival appear to be braced with ornate brackets extending from iron hinges – she added something that almost made my heart abandon me. “Later I’ll ask Magnus if you can sleep in here with me once or twice a week, when neither of us is on call.” I wondered if she didn’t mean ‘tied up’, which was my pleasure most of the time and, from the gossip I gathered in the cellar, was frequently her case also when the Slave Master, as I have mentioned, ordered her to present herself, entirely powdered, for a night in the west wing. I yearned to ask her what took place in those luxurious quarters when one of his favourites was summoned. I could well imagine her slender form kneeling split-naked before him, as he considered how to use it. But I did not dare probe into her secrets, as I’d tongued into her body. Maybe later, if she is not ‘tied up’, I’ll summon up the courage to enquire. It indeed interested me to learn how she had come to merit promotion and, above all, service the great man in private. Curiously, I too had begun to have certain ambitions for my body…
      “I want to spend a full night with you,” she concluded. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, ma petite?”
      I could only again agree but, considering my corpulence, I was anything but petite. Yet I learned thereby another word of French which I might use as a plea to a fierce flogger not to whip a ‘little one’ to the bone. But being well-fleshed as I am and not one to ask for mercy, I don’t think I’ll ever employ it.
      I can now hardly remember the further climb up the dark stairwell or being ushered into the healing room heavy with medical odours. But on the way, I had time to think: having lost my blonde partner and her exquisite sex to the gluttonous Veronica – may Cromwell consign her to hell – I am in no way prepared to fall in love with this Larissa creature, however salacious and tempting she may be. No, like a bee, I would rather gather honey from any flower of my own group planted in this garden of lechery; the risk of being found sleeping with her was far too great for both of us. Somehow I had to rid myself of the temptation she aroused in my guts. So, I called to mind what the cellar offered by way of erotic material in the form of female flesh and the handsome lads. Though none of the cohort really attracted me, I felt I needed a reliable companion to lick or fuck me when not otherwise engaged, thus replacing that traitorous Mildred. For there was the constant risk of being found enjoying myself between Larissa’s legs or maybe one day – who knows? – kneeling astride her head… Deprived of my blonde and averse to, if not thoroughly scared of, her conceited paramour, I was at a loss. But I repeat, any one of my despondent colleagues arrayed on the line of slabs, would be preferable to becoming infatuated with this dangerous beauty of a slave handler.
      Such were my thoughts as she drew me into her lair, where many a desecrated slave had found a modicum of solace after a particularly ruthless session at the hand of the Orgival old-timers; those to whom Francine gave carte blanche, as long as the bodies were not damaged to the extent that they had to be sold off. But in such cases, the guests allegedly paid up handsomely towards the purchase of replacements.
 
There I had to leave off writing but now, all being quiet, I can continue my account
      On entering the remedial chamber, Larissa had me lie prostrate on the rickety table, that I found still damp with the sweat and congealed traces of sperm and discharge left by Mildred and probably others. There she smeared salve over my negligible weltings dating from floggings I had received some days back from a Monsieur de Florimont-Courtelay, and last night’s lashes from the Vicomte’s horrendous concubines.
      Larissa’s attentions were really unnecessary, the marks having dwindled to mundane, mauve streaks as evidence of what had been for once comparatively lenient beatings from those elegant Parisians. Binding my wrists to the far struts of the table, she made me slide my buttocks down until the cheeks were flattened over the near edge. Parting my thighs, she used some of her medical bandages to wrench the ankles back and tie them to my wrist straps. To have my cunt exposed so blatantly always thrills me and no doubt her too, for she seemed delighted with what, for once, I was exhibiting to her eyes alone. I thought she was about to flog me, for which my body was fully prepared, my cunt pulsating, opened wide and spilling.
      But all she did for a long moment was to gaze down at the expanse of offered flesh and only then, thumbing the clitoris, tunnelled her fingers into my clammy vulva. Although she had frequently seen Marie-Claire attaching weights to my rings, she seemed dumbfounded by the length of my outer flaps, one of which she extended by the ring, muttering to herself in French. But I think, as she kneaded the stalk, it was the size of the clitoral erection itself that astonished her most. “Mon Dieu, it’s twice the length of mine!” she remarked in a whisper, increasing its reach with a sharp tug on the ring. “The guests must have a great time with a pair of pincers twisting this… or with the needles.” The comment made me wince. Then I gasped as she drew the stump out even further, only to let go and withdrew her hand, probably for me, just as well…
      “Unfortunately,” she said, regretfully, “I’m not allowed to whip a slave but I dream constantly of the pleasure it would give me, especially if it were you, tied out wide like that. But I do have the right to make you spend. So, I’m going to tie these sex fronds back over the thighs and bring you off until you can’t come any more. I know you’ve had this before but not with me, ma belle, so try not to make too much noise. One never knows who may be prowling around the corridors. Now, I’m going to stretch you wide open.”
      With thin leather thongs she did just that. Knotting the strands to all four of my little labial hoops, she passed the restraints over the thighs and under my flattened rump, wrenching them up again to tie the ends off at the rings in the distended fronds. At Maveringham and more memorably at Winscome Abbey, I had often been cunt splayed thus, mainly for the infamous sex-whip or for rodding. But now, laid out naked on her table in the light of the candles, a sudden apprehension took hold of me and which I need to confide to you, dearest journal, trusting that the partially literate Veronica will not pry into my writings.
      So, thinking of candles as I lay on the table, I realised that the only time during my captivity I have heard of ‘candle grease’ was one night in the cellar when Veronica scared me – and Mildred, although she was too besotted with the bitch to hearken – with her account of ‘waxing’. It seems that at Orgival some of the more distinguished guests are much given to using ‘votive candles’ to drip hot tallow on the bodies of slaves. Vividly, Larissa described how, one night in the Second Precinct when still a slave and far prior to our arrival, she had been subjected to the ‘goutte à goutte’ – in English ‘dribbling’, if I understood.
      “The valets stretched me out naked on a torture bench,” she said, “my parted legs ratcheted aloft and, after a preliminary cunt and breast flogging, the guests covered me with molten wax. It scalded my flesh, Janet, as if on a griddle. I felt as if I was sheathed in a tight carapace.” (She said just that.) “Once congealed solid, the lashes were used to flay it off. A couple of the visitors, one each side of me, dealt with my bubs, two others taking turns to scour my groin. With your head chained back over the edge of the bench, your maw gets plenty of cock and cunt to void. I find it always a problem to swallow, head down. Don’t you?”
      Astonished at her English, I had to agree and now saw another reason, practical rather than erotic, for being crotch shaved; the thought of pubic hair caught in coagulated wax about to be whipped off scared me and I tried to imagine her trim, superbly maintained vulva covered with grease. For once, I could not censure Mildred for her insistence to be fully shaved, and resolved to care for my pubis more diligently. Then Larissa, changing the subject, advised me to work hard, devoting my body – and indeed my life – to the dominants I serve. “Don’t antagonize those who use you here, as your stupid sister does,” she told me, “and never spurn the whip that gives your floggers and you pleasure.” She mentioned Mildred for the first time.
 
      So much for recollections. Yet, as I waited for Larissa to use me in her hideout, I recalled Veronica’s self-laudatory talk and wondered whether she had been put to the Orgival ‘ordeal of the candles’. As for me, I had received a few waxings – at Winscome – but only over my breasts. As to my lower orifices, all I’d had were lighted candles thrust in and they had not dripped too directly upon me. I then shared my fears with Larissa at being crotch scorched by hand from above, preferring, if necessary, whips to sear my vulva.
      She smiled, reassuringly. “Fear not, poppet, candles aren’t my kind of amusement. But let me warn you, those hot splashes from a candelabrum will come your way one of these nights. The Marquis de Bressigny and his concubines have a taste for red candles, which we have to supply. And with Magnus, you’re hung by the parted legs, as you say, with a hefty one plugged into each hole, fore and aft, until they burn down and your juices or his whippings quench them. But enough of that. Let’s enjoy something I like.”
      Craning my head up to glimpse between my goose-fleshed breasts what she was about to do, I was a little disturbed to see her retire to a shelf arrayed with bottles and flasks and return with a robust, two-ended dildo, an item I considered more befitting to a punishment precinct than a sick ward.
      “This beauty I stole from the implement store,” she remarked, placing the well-crafted shank on my hollowed belly. “The leather’s stapled along its length, you see, with lovely studs and it has a double clit-lug partway up. So we can share it, just as Madame Francine and some of her lady friends do. Luckily she hasn’t missed it and anyway she has a whole stock of these things. Now, want to wager who’ll come first? I’ll bet I do, since it’s a while since I fucked myself with it or someone like you at the same time. Usually I have to use it all alone and imagine the rest.” She paused. “But first I’m going to limber you up.”
      The prospect of having to accommodate the stave truly set my cunt on fire, and I tried to picture my long labia stretched tight around the shaft, and that before her voracious, dark eyes. I say ‘stretched’ rather than ‘dihisced’ because I am not sure how to spell that word the scholarly Vicomte often uses when reminding his harlots not to thrust a rod in too far – particularly if it is bristling with sharp barbs. Apart from that, to be honest, sweet diary, a double-dildo can be most pleasurable at times. For me, it entirely depends who’s on the other end.
      Somewhat to my disappointment, the curved harbinger of pleasure remained where she had put it and she went to her knees. Clearly she did intend to heat me up prior to impaling me and herself, which pleased me, for though I was awash, I felt I should be well flooded before being speared by such a thing. Most deliciously, she licked me, slurping up the juice seeping over my perineum. Then she went to work.
      Believe me, indulgent journal, in all my time as a slave, I have never come so magnificently, so profusely, as under that practised tonguing. Of course, the stricter I am bound to feel helplessly naked, the wilder and more ungovernable are my climaxes. No wonder she had gained promotion, for even without a lingual stud, she outdid even the talented Mildred.
      She began on me gently, licking the entire inner surface of the taut labia, allowing me time to prepare myself. It was only when, after lapping me from pubis to anus, she siphoned my sex stalk into her lips to flick the length, that I began to moan. I could hear the clit ring clinking against her teeth when suddenly and not too tenderly she bit into the root of the erection below the metal circle. My entire load of arse meat arched above the table, shuddered and then slammed back on to the planks as I careered through one orgasm after another, groaning like a heifer. Her hand finally stifled my yowls as I begged her to whip my breasts or anywhere…
      I believed I could have continued like that to nightfall, lost in that void where I always go when I spend as I do, roped or chained naked and out of my mind… But even my clitoris has its limits, as surely must her tongue. Half-believing, as I descended to earth, she had done with me, I sensed her retrieving the dildo from where it had slipped to the paving. In the time she gave me to recover, I could hear the viscous suction as she slotted her end of the rod into her vagina, and then the sound of buckles being fastened.
      “Now for it, my rapacious whore,” she muttered. “I’m wilting, at death’s door.” Suddenly I felt my thigh muscles grasped in a pair of sodden gloves, and into my spent tunnel plunged what Gilles de Clavaux derisively used to call the ‘spinster’s spouse’. As the dome and studded length gouged along my walls of wet lymph, the pleasure prong suddenly crunched into my haggard clit stem – and yet that treasure of mine rose again to the occasion. Now it was her turn to bring herself off – along, hopefully, me once more.
      “Ram it in, Mistress, right up to my…my cervix.” – I still dared not call Larissa by her name but I could at least use one of the words I had culled from Mildred’s well-stocked sexual vocabulary that still serves me well. “That I shall, whore,” Larissa vowed, “if not clean through you and out of your sweet arse.”
      If the dome and shaft were enough almost to gouge and split me apart, the curved pleasure prong nearly took the ring off my erection that gamely bore the friction. It took only a score or so of stabs to make me screech and spend again whatever I had left. Whether Larissa or I came first, only the dildo can tell, for it remained deep inside us both for a long while, with her slumped over me. It seemed an eternity until she slid the thing out of us both and slowly released my labial cords. What she said sounded like approval.
      “You’re a veritable sex-fiend, aren’t you?” Supposedly this was a compliment but what followed chilled my blood. “The casual way they’re treating you here is a waste of tasty flesh.” She paused to cleanse the dildo of crud, but seemed loath to return it to the rear of the shelf. “You may think you’re familiar with the sufferings and delights one – how do you say? – indulges in or rather, experiences down below in the dungeons and torture cells.” It was with a hand, sopping with vaginal junket, that she gestured to what lay far beneath the tiled infirmary. “But you guileless foreigners don’t know what they can do to you – say, on some weekend or other. You could well be handed over to some of the most merciless of Madame Francine’s customers and maybe taken out to the courtyard up there.” This time she brandished the same clammy rod in the direction of somewhere beyond the arched ceiling of her medical retreat. “It’s out there you’ll get a very different idea of what Orgival and its special guests – the ones who pay the most – like to do to a slave, particularly one who happens to be from an alien and, what’s more, an enemy country, a land that spreads odious beliefs and kills people.” – And the Frenchies’ dragoons, I felt like saying, they are sisters of mercy? – “So I’m only warning you, and not, by the way, that other whore, that sister of yours, because I like your body and your efforts to learn French … the way you suck cunt and cock, and how you take the whip, breast needles and the rest. I’m telling you this so you can prepare for what may well come your way in that courtyard. But, mind you, they only use it on very special occasions.”
      She freed my wrists and ankles from the ropes, allowing me to sit up on the edge of the table amid my discharges and sweat, and there I tried to regain my senses.
      “Thank you for the pleasure you’ve bestowed on me, but what’s this place you call the courtyard, Mistress?” I thought I should be humble. “You mean the one we cross when being taken out on to the estate for labour?” Perplexed, I could not believe that yonder pleasant clearing with its ivy-clad cloisters could serve as a place of punishment, particularly as it bordered the chapel. Compared with the lower precincts and the outlying fields where we worked unendingly in chains, under the guards’ whips, the elm-sheltered, flowering enclosure seemed a paradise, although one traversed it always in haste, without ever a pause to halt and admire the foliage and midsummer sky. Outside the house, a slave or even a valet never lingered.
      “Not that courtyard, ma belle. There’s another compound behind the stables which, of course, you haven’t seen yet. It’s completely walled in beyond locked gates, two leading from the house and one to the adjacent whipping shed – a very special outhouse, rather like the one you’ve seen out in the fields. And there are awnings for the guests to avoid the sun, and the rain in winter.” By this time, she had fastened the lead to one of the circles in my neck strap, a gesture I appreciated, since to have it clipped, as so often, to a nipple or cunt ring could be highly painful after climaxing – especially if one had to negotiate a winding stairway. “If they ever let you see, given you’re not hooded up, what they’ve erected in that yard,” she added for good measure, “you’ll wonder what state you’ll be in after a long and painful afternoon out there.”
      “Afternoon? And out in the open? But I thought slave punishment took place in the precincts, at least
when we’re not sweating blood, dragging a plough, cart, harrow or something, out in the fields. And anyway, whipping’s usually done at night, isn’t it, Mistress?”
      “Most of the time, yes. But the real ordeals take place in the compound. And sometimes at night by the light of the flambeaux… I had that once and once was quite sufficient. It was one the reasons I did my best to get promoted, to serve under our Slave Master and Mistress Marie-Claire. No sinecure but anything’s preferable to what happens in that yard.”
      I was again astonished at her grasp of our language which, wherever she picked it up, must have helped her, together with her trim, whippable physique and three tempting orifices, to gain a place for herself in the esteem, as well as the bed, of the great Magnus. After all, to be the object of a Slave Master’s crotch and crop was no mean achievement for a youngster of her age and experience. There might well be for me too a similar way up the steps of the ladder – by that I mean the hierarchy, not the thing with rungs in the First Precinct on which they stretch and bind you for a thrashing. Yes, advancement should be my aim. Promotion would also shield me from Mildred’s continued perfidy…
      And so I risked the question. “Larissa, how does one work one’s way up here, as you’ve done?”
      “Work hard with your body as you do in the fields. Please Magnus and Marie-Claire, when they deign to give you a look or an order. Leave Madame de Clavaux aside. Whether you’re a slave-whore or a servant, she’s your owner. That’s all there is to it… Now, let’s get that mass of prime beef of yours back to the cellar. And,” she repeated, giving the lead an unnecessary tug – had it been linked to a breast made me fear that one day it might well rip the ring clean out of the teat – “ not a word to anyone about this morning.”
      I am mortified, devoted journal, to have taken up so much space in your precious pages with this account but, you will admit, it is rare to pass a really delicious hour with someone of my age and who for once is not a slave. At the same time, I was a little disappointed to have been denied a whipping…
 
Later that same wondrous morning, the prospect and aroma of a meal in the offing
      Believe it or not, attentive diary, still another incident was to come my way this day. It was almost midday, the Orgival sacristan – a vile creature with an obnoxious prick – pealing the belfry’s ritual bell (all is ritual here) when I was returned by Larissa to the holding cellar. There no one spared me even a glance, least of all my two humping compatriots, at it again on Veronica’s slab. The thrilling moments with Larissa had so drained me that I fell back onto the cool stone to rest, the slave handler’s bewitching odours still haunting me. I had no desire to masturbate, as I usually do when back in my place after a beating or worse. Even without the whip, Larissa had satisfied me to the full.
      Almost instinctively I became aware of thuds coming from the far end of the cellar and realized why
some of my colleagues were sitting up, staring into the semidarkness. There in the candlelit apse hung a willowy-limbed girl, one incidentally I had not got to know, though learned that she had recently been transferred to Orgival from another of the de Clavaux properties near Rouen. Clearly no novice, the naked slave stood teetering on her toes, facing the wall, and was wrist-hung from the punishment beam. The rump, lean and not unattractive, glistened in the candle’s flickerings as the valet Floris flogged the writhing nude; the manner in which his rigid cock swayed from the unbuttoned crotch lappet testified to the force he was putting into the flagellation. From what I could make out, the buttocks must have already received a considerable number of lashes prior to my return with Larissa to the cellar, for the hind meat was already amply ridged with purple welts. Fascinated, I watched the scourge flattening the quivering mounds and then pausing before laying on the following stroke, and I wondered whether I, with my far more lavish cheeks, resembled her when I was put to the whip. It was not so much the newcomer’s jolts and groans that enthralled me but rather the way in which the attractively nippled breasts and teat rings jounced as though reminding the man also of their existence. To my surprise, considering she was no noviciate and was undergoing a relatively classical flagellation, the nude seemed to be weakening, the head lolling forward, well below the tensed biceps.
      Although I had had sufficient stimulation for one morning, the spectacle rekindled my excitement. Merely the way in which her midriff tightened as each lash fell, sent a thrill through my loins. But the scene apparently did not have the same effect on the hardened adept, called Fabienne, who lay on the next slabstone to mine – Mildred’s place the other side being, of course, vacant, as she again risked her skin by cuddling up with her lewd amorosa. My neighbour gave the whipping taking place in the candlelight barely a glance and shrugged when, in my limited French, I asked what the wench had done to merit the scourge.
      “What do you mean, merit?” she drawled languidly and slowly enough for me to make sense of her reply. “Surely you know by now that a slave doesn’t need to be guilty of anything to receive a beating from a valet. And anyway she’s a new arrival, transferred from the Rouen slave brothel. You know, a guard can do more or less what he likes and when he likes down here. Haven’t you got that into your empty, foreign skull by now, trollop? If she was guilty of something, why, she’d be strung up in one of the torture cells, howling her head off.” Then she added: “You seem to like watching a flogging, n’est-ce pas?”
      I think that is what she said and with a brief nod I had to agree, before turning again to the scene, anxious not to miss even one among the dozens of strokes the apparently blameless one was collecting, her flesh rippling exquisitely under the horsehide thongs. Unquestionably, she was a born submissive, like me.
      All at once, as I found myself beginning to leak again, the whipping ceased, the valet clipping his service whip to his belt after using her hair to wipe off the sweat dripping from the leathers. Using his thumbs, he calmly splayed apart the cheeks of flayed buttock meat to ease his stiff cock into what was plainly a well-exercised portal – and then gouged deep into the rectum. The wretched slattern’s dishevelled head lurched aloft as she uttered a soft gasp of what sounded like pleasure; it was not very different from my own when I am sodomized, but less pronounced. I must admit I rather envied her and, wondering whether Francine’s place at Rouen was furnished with phalluses the size of Floris’s, not to speak of what Magnus possessed, I hoped she relished the girth of the erections Orgival offered so unstintingly.
      Once he was home, with the sphincter tightening around the shaft, our dependable valet reached round her sweating pelvis, presumably to wrench the labia apart by the rings, an additional sensation I knew only too well. And then he began to slurp in and out, each forward thrust flattening the welted rear, his own muscular buttocks clenching with each lunge. I could have watched it for hours. Yet strangely, I was not able to tell when he finally spurted into the nude nor whether she came or not, as I most certainly would have done, for Floris uses an anus with the same proficiency he employs in lacing into slave meat. In any event, the lass continued to bleat and groan breathlessly, especially when the erection withdrew, hauling out with it the inner rolls of umber flesh, to leave the hole, quite visible from where I sat, agape and throbbing.
      And there, after buttoning his shrunken sceptre away and giving the girl’s sweltering breasts a couple of abject slaps, he left her to hang, leak and recover, as he mounted the stairway, seeming well satisfied with the interlude. Watching him depart, I heard the lower rodded gate screech and clang open, two maids entering with our midday meal of gruel and stale bread. Neither of the skivvies gave the streaming, welted bottom even a glance as the platters were deposited on the table. Immediately I joined the others on the benches, making sure to sit well distant from my two conniving compatriots. I filled my famished gut as amply as possible, which I thought wise, not knowing what strenuous ordeals lay ahead. They would certainly not resemble the commonplace sequence I had just enjoyed watching but rather, and far more disquieting, might even involve an afternoon in that walled courtyard which, according to Larissa, always threatened ‘insubordinate’ slaves. I doubted a truly submissive foreigner like me would get to know it.
      Then I reclined back on my penitential altar to update you, my journal, as above, thinking no longer either of the newcomer from Rouen, still hanging from the flogging beam yonder, or of that shifty Mildred, slobbering over her lover’s crotch – but of Larissa. While my instinct did warn me, now alive to Fortune’s games and the two whores’ perfidy, one should never become the dupe of jealousy, it also cautioned me to beware of falling in love with this Larissa. She may have given me hopes and felicity but who knows of what chicanery a whore of a Frenchie – even one apparently of the Faith – can be capable, dear diary?
 
The afternoon of that day, calm settling on this prison of Orgival
      As I have now leisure to write, sitting at the table, my buttocks still unmarked, I can add a further word on the other recent evening, devoted to Mildred’s spoilation that took place on the Sunday, 23 June.
      I have already recounted that the blonde’s ordeal took place in the vaulted apse of the Third Precinct, her body suspended naked from the crossbar amid the array of other articles devoted to punishing a slave; but what is more, it was carried out before a select gathering of visitors, as well as our entire cohort, privileged to watch the succession of measures that had been approved. As I say, Mildred was dealt with by Marie-Claire, charged with flogging the frontal stretch of flesh from the arm-thews to thighs, and by the Slave Master caning the buttocks and back, in order to heat her up and ‘incarnadine’ the body – to employ a word used by the cultured Vicomte who seems to be familiar with the works of our Bard of Stratford, a poet he greatly admires. These initial beatings, fore and aft, I know from my own experience are aimed at readying the slave for the guests’ pleasure and the use of the various implements the valets and Larissa had laid out on the precinct table. To be open with you, beloved diary, I felt that the deceitful, meretricious blonde deserved everything she had already received and what still awaited her.
      Several veiled participants having complained of the meagre light exhibiting the victim and, indeed, the floggers, Francine ordered the valets to bring forward further candelabra.
      “My friends are right, Magnus,” she remarked from where she had perched herself on a nearby whipping block. “We can barely see the slave’s crotch.” Two further wrought iron sconces now in place, the protrusion of my devious sister’s teats and the glint of her vaginal seepage became clearer, and the whips took up again.
      Though the outspread ankles were firmly braced apart and the body at its full stretch, the slag lurched forward and then back as the scourges sliced her in turn. Being no neophyte, she seemed to submit to the double flagellation with an acquiescence that disconcerted me. I had hoped to hear her cry out from the start. It was the effect of Magnus’s cane that brought out from her desiccated gullet (not yet soused with sperm) a string of hoarse yelps that resonated pleasingly, at least for me, in the precinct’s vaulting. Since rarely had Francine granted me the unexpected pleasure of watching a totally nude female thrashed in formal session, I paid heed to the technique Magnus and his associate had honed over years of slave whipping. Without overexerting himself and even seeming to attenuate the impact of the crop, the man nevertheless was raising substantial weals on the whore’s back and rump. Marie-Claire, on the other hand and with her customary energy, lashed all from the braced thighs and groin, up across the belly and thorax until her thongs reached the breast blubber. Though the leathers flattened the puny globes, burying the teats into the areoles – all of which in the past I had sucked deliciously and bitten so often – there her rawhide also exerted less force than on the trunk. Of course, I realized the overseers’ relative forbearance had its reason: no guest wanted to be confronted with an exhausted slut when their turn came to use their black snakes; moreover a slave’s rump and bosom formed the favourite sites, the first for a visitor’s dressage whip, the other for the quirt, both capable of drawing blood if laid on effectively. These areas, I already knew from my own beatings, needed to be well seared before being slit and opened up. What further I did notice was the scant attention the Orgival slave mistress paid to the ringed vulva – that mouthful of juicy, sensitive flesh being reserved to experience the snub-nosed pincers, studded dildos and phalluses yet to come. But sooner or later, that part of a chained slave was always tormented diligently, meticulously and in such a manner as to bring about the orgasms that would at least provide the victim with a modicum of recompense.
      Staring at Mildred writhing under the whips, I recalled something Marie-Claire said to a sojourning notary royal one night when, at his request, I was being primed with a rump-flogging from two of the guards, prior to being chained outstretched for his ‘special use’ on that sharp-toothed harrow they keep propped up in the barn out in the field lying behind the house.
      “You will agree, sire,” she had remarked with a smile, “when one sees sirloin of this quality being tenderized for the griddle, it is more appetizing than uncooked, raw meat.” I suppose she was right, for the gentilhomme grilled me, or at least my buttocks and anal cleft, to a frazzle with scorching candle wax. I shall always be grateful to Thibaut for dousing the fire with his spend, once the others had left.
      But to return, patient diary, to our basted ash blonde, it was a truly erotic pleasure to see her contort and writhe as the overseers’ alternate lashes reddened that deceitful body of hers. To my mind, this was a beating, precursory or not, long overdue and one I have, forsooth, looked forward to with growing impatience. I would have been further appeased had that sycophantic sister trollop of hers also received the same correction, for her sedulous, spider-in-the-web intrigues had deprived me of the one friend I possessed.
      What I had also learned from Larissa was that many of the guests, aware of our provenance and beliefs, affirm that a strenuous evening’s ‘penitence’ helps to purge, if only partly, our souls of heresy.
 
Later, the same day: I continue the account of the fiendish session, devoted to Mildred
 
      Once the preparatory flagellation was over, Mildred already sobbing, her head hanging forward over the neck strap, there was a pause in the proceedings to allow cordials to be served and the inmates to move to other genitals requiring attention. I noticed that some of the female guests declined the offer of a mouth, preferring probably to discharge over the suffering Mildred’s face later, once they had had their turn to use leather on her. “Presumably, they’ll lower the slut to her knees in time,” I heard one prolifically fleshed woman say to her escort, “to lick us ladies. I’m so fond of spurting over a chin and tight neck-strap.”
      At Francine’s bidding, a heavily-built worthy, seated next to her, hard cock in hand, rose as did his mistress, her whip also ready for use. Although usually slaves are too preoccupied with their fate or too firmly hooded up and gagged to notice a flogger’s appearance, Mildred seemed terrified by the pair about to deliver the real punishment. The woman wore sepia-coloured stockings and a raven-black lace veil over her face and, rather to my astonishment, spiked metal circles, like Marie-Claire’s, made fast round the teats. The man was clad only in riding boots and mantle and, as he inspected the evening’s offering, caressing its belly and buttocks, I did notice with some concern the erect phallus was trussed from root to helm with studded braiding, an adjunct I well knew always froze Mildred into a state of paralysis – why, I cannot explain. For, since our time at Winscome, a slave’s vagina has come to accept such as part of its lot, though my rear sphincter, not to speak of Mildred’s, does take exception to such asperities, as they tend to make one bleed. What on this occasion tempered that menace was the long, glittering filament of pre-ejaculate – as we three foreigners here call this gift of helpful seepage Nature has bestowed on men – trailing from his dome-slit. That, I felt, would at least help if the blonde’s back hatchway was to be gouged, particularly if Larissa, whose duty it was, failed to grease it adequately or overlooked it as, she had admitted to me, she often did.
      To my disquiet but as half-expected, the stocky woman, probably the wrong side of fifty but of noble lineage, went with Larissa to the implement table to have herself fitted up with a double dildo; the thing seemed to me the size of the handle of that wheelbarrow I used to struggle with behind Mistress Heather at Covent Garden market in London town. My eyes fixed on the rod of worn, stitched leather, I could see where the usual double-ended clit-chafer was riveted to the curved monster. True, I have had this sort of battering ram (I do not count Larissa’s, which was a delight) forced into me often enough but I always slacken the sphincter muscle and try to profit from the reaming; it is rather the curved prong that obsesses me – it hectors the clitoris appallingly and tends to bring me off too rapidly – especially if a second slave is hung facing me and riding the other end of the dildo, both bodies lurching under a fierce, double rump lashing. This too Mildred dislikes, although she does have a vagina ample enough to house almost anything. But here I doubt they will whip her rear too brutally, it being left to the noble lady’s partner to wreck her.
       What followed the prelude proved how wrong I can be. As the two overseers retired to the side, the visiting harridan, the dildo’s smoother end embedded in her flabby crevice, had Mildred’s ankles loosened. Immediately, the slave’s legs were raised to the woman’s hips for the shaft’s coarser half to distend the ringed labia and plunge into the drenched vagina. The blonde gave a sudden jolt as the metal knurl embedded itself in her vital point. Thrusting in up to the cervix, the ugly witch nodded to her lover who, slithering one hand up and down his erection, grasped a thick-bladed slave whip in the other. Stationing himself behind Mildred, he let the scourge drift over the welted buttocks, measuring his distance and lash-swing.
       “Hold on to the strumpet’s hams firmly, Suzanne,” I think he bade his mistress, “so I’ve a tight pair of cheeks to lash, although the whore’s not got much meat there. But it needs opening up, parbleu!”
       Accordingly, the old swine gripped Mildred’s thighs, so as to govern the slave’s jolts as her dildo started its plunges, the already lacerated curve of the arse and haunches braced drum-tight for the scourge.
       Something told me that the rear flogging about to be inflicted would surpass by far the circumspect preliminaries laid on by Magnus. It was clear, furthermore, that the whip’s reach was such as to enable it to snake round the flank and cut into the hip and even the creased belly but without endangering the atrocious harpy on the other end of the dildo – although she herself, I guessed from certain dark furrows on her own rump, was no stranger to being occasionally slashed by similar strands of bull’s hide. Whether the slave’s breasts would also catch the lash end, I could not tell but, judging by the length of the thongs and recalling my experience in my early days of misfortune back in England, I doubted it. In any event, the whole night was before the company and Francine’s precinct owned a variety of quirts more suited to ‘basting a bosom’, as Marie-Claire would say, when in one of her lighter moods, which are rare.
      Amid the dildo’s slushings and Mildred’s poignant groans, I held my breath as the man raised the soused scourge and, with a grunt, brought it hissing down into the already blighted half-moons of her rear.
      Mildred’s gasp, as her head lurched back, hardly moved me, I have to admit, since I knew she could take scores of such lashes and still hold her own – and because I believed she deserved what she was getting. I was more interested in watching her being flogged and dildo-fucked at the same time, for not even at Winscome had I seen this done. I find that in France they order such things better. And more theatrically.
      The flagellations and reaming accorded to the blonde, not only by the unprepossessing couple but by
several other invitees later, amounted to punishment the like of which I have rarely seen meted out to a chained nude – certainly not to me. Again, contrary to my vexation at having been jilted, I had to admire the fortitude with which my former clit-licker took her just deserts. But as further guests came forward to inflict their harrowings upon her, Mildred began to howl like a trapped vixen. What seemed to plague her more than the beatings were the inroads of ribbed dildos and strapped cocks into her anus and inflamed vulva. As I had expected, her rather commonplace mammaries came in for one quirting after another, Francine raising no objection even when two of her more breast-obsessed favourites trashed the puny bulges and nipples, scattering sprays of sweat, flecked with what I hoped were not drops of blood. Soon enough the blonde beauty – yes, she has at least the right to that compliment – had turned the colour of the claret the hostess had her scantily attired skivvies serve around. I would willingly have given one of my fabulous milk-churns (but not both) to the same tongs a beefy marchioness – booted and veiled but otherwise bare, less tempting than a cart horse – was now using on Mildred, for just a sip of that Bordeaux or failing that, a clot of thick sperm, my throat desiccated after watching was being done to our wretched reprobate of a ‘sister’.
      Indeed, had I been chained facing her, I would have eagerly licked up her dribbles of sweat and the droolings from her mouth, but the whip ends splashed the trickles wide as the thrashings continued, now at the hand of other zealots sauntering back to the centre of the precinct, after making do with the less attractive fare Magnus had left chained to the wall for occasional use. Clearly Mildred was the main feature of the evening, the others, including me, being accessories; for so far no one had condescended to whip, fuck me or have me fellate, a neglect that made me wonder if I too were not destined to follow Mildred, once she had reached her physical and sexual limit. If anyone were to succeed her, it should be that presumptuous Veronica, Francine’s favourite. But there was that one, acting as if she were altogether blameless for the victim’s plight, and making quite a show whenever a guest summoned her to tongue a cunt or drain a cock. And yet, if I had understood Larissa aright, she was equally guilty as Mildred of intrigue and subterfuge. I failed to understand why she was not being disciplined next to and in the same way as her sobbing blonde.
      The night’s lone sufferer continued to whimper as her strength began to wane but, being given a completely free hand, the visitors continued the persecution. Whenever the labia, clitoris or teat rings, now burdened with weights by the attentive overseers, were wrenched, twisted or whipped again, her strident cries of pain – and who knows, mayhap of remorse – rose and filled the chamber. She only quietened when penetrated by a stiff phallus or dildo, her yells rising to crescendo again when she was crotch-lashed further. Why she had not been hooded up and gagged, as slaves frequently are at Orgival when undergoing unrestricted ‘formal’ punishment, defeated me, but then many guests enjoy the yelps and groans of a slave being ‘erotically tormented’, as the euphemism has it here. And that until the wretch has nothing more to offer than an inert body, fettered with chains like the Holborn gates at sundown, back home in London.
 
      No one appeared to care whether Mildred had orgasmed and it was difficult to tell, for her utterances had become a long medley of oaths and screams, certainly of pain but possibly of fulfilment. Had it been me, I would have expelled gills of outpour long before being taken to the state she seemed to be in – and all the more so in my case if the missing Gilles de Clavaux had been present. But he, it seemed, was still with Elizabeth Postell in England, alas. Had he been around, I am sure he would have mitigated the punishment and even organized an enquiry, not only into Mildred’s part in the proposed escape but Veronica’s also.



      Yet the perfidious tart was showing courage, her whipped body still tempting, despite her disloyalty towards one named, yes, Janet – for in my time I had given her all I had, by way of lust, flesh and love.
 
 
Though it is now evening, I shall try to continue my account of that calamitous night in the precinct
 
 
      It was then that another hussy, one I recognized as part of the Vicomte de Bressigny’s stable, took over. Using a bamboo crop, the little bitch suddenly opened up another inflamed welt on Mildred’s right buttock but continued calmly, amid showers of sweat, to lash the body. Finally tiring and at a sign from her owner, the pampered slut crouched low and screwed her whip haft into the seeping rectum. As the sphincter muscle clenched round the ridges at the hilt’s extremity, Mildred shuddered, let out a rasping cry and turned completely rigid, anal goring being one of the violations she most detested – a hard cock, yes, but not a foot of hard, hollow bamboo or a gnarled hickory rod.
      Nodding amiably to Francine, who was enjoying the evening, bobbing delightedly up and down a particularly substantial erection belonging to a young newcomer among her clientele, the handsome Vicomte told Floris to release my wrists from the wall ring and bring me forward. Presuming I was to be strung up facing my moaning blonde sister, I stumbled into the candlelight, hoping my body would whet the company’s appetite at least more than Mildred’s; for she was now in a parlous state and far from enticing – although I should add, susceptible diary, that a well-whipped body rarely fails to seduce the type of guest Orgival caters for. It was then that I caught sight of the Vicomte’s whip, dangling by the haft loop he had passed over his superb phallus that had regained potency after using Mildred several times; the Inquisitor’s flesh-flogger, a gift to Francine from the Spanish ambassador at the French Court, had several knots along its length and, beyond the final one, the leather was slit into thin tails. Although a stint of prodigious pain from that weapon across my breasts would in no way cause me to abjure and turn papist, I had to admire the thing that I presumed I was about to share with the night’s main quarry. But what de Bressigny said there in that sweltering precinct proved altogether different from what I expected.
      “Tongue this disloyal sister of yours, Janet,” was what, unbelievably along with my name, I heard in quite fluent English, as I confronted Mildred’s reddened crotch. “From Madame de Clavaux, our hostess, and confirmed by her distinguished husband, presently abroad, as well as by yon loyal slave handler,” the whip, now in his hand, pointed to a terrified Larissa, “we gather that you and this desecrated length of whore flesh before us,” – the silver-hafted weapon flicked over Mildred’s breasts – “are given to indulging one another, or at least were wont to. Hence we assume you were lovers and apparently devoted to each other – a phenomenon which can, I suppose, come about even in the case of submissive flesh slaves, whose entire allegiance should be towards their owner and the whip. Be that as it may, we also learn that the pair of you at some juncture and place in England tried to escape your destiny.”
      Glancing at Francine, still riding prick, I noticed how she gave him a nod of confirmation which caused my teats to shrink to the size of hazel nuts, the precinct becoming eerily silent.
      “Now, here in France,” he went on, motioning to the guard Thibaut to lead me further forward to kneel directly before the rings quivering in Mildred’s crimson, bloated labia, “we believe in fidelity, and even occasionally in love, including that between slaves. But it appears that this whipped slut, along with your other compatriot over there,” his gloved, jewel-bedecked hand now indicated Veronica, “has again contemplated evasion. This is a gross affront to your caring Mistress, who feeds you and tends to your needs. And therefore even harsher punishment than that already inflicted is indicated.”
      Since he paused, I risked a glance beyond Mildred’s welted thigh and saw that our supercilious sister, she who thinks she can get away with anything, had turned paler than the tip of her ringed clit. She had abruptly left off masturbating the slack cock of one of our male slaves chained to the far wall; the lad had spurted a while back in her mouth at the request of a royal equerry, and was now required by Marie-Claire to render further service, this time to a waiting dowager, sprawled in a chair. (I mention this change in her mien and efforts since our senior inmate rarely neglects any work she has in hand.)
      “No doubt,” the elegant Vicomte continued, “you saw Master Magnus questioning your tow-tressed compatriot a while ago, while the whips and implements were being cleansed.” Though that had escaped my attention, I had noticed the overseer adding further weights to her labia and teat rings and speaking to the exhausted slave; this he did, following a further and particularly savage beating from an elderly noble. “Eh bien, she has just admitted to the breakout she and her partner were planning. In any event Madame de Clavaux has already decided, along with us, on the punishment to be meted out to both slags. It will take place this coming weekend, on the afternoon of the Feast of St Thomas, and in the closed courtyard.”
      He paused, watching me go to my knees to tongue the whipped cunt, its verges and trench livid, tumefied and throbbing from the quirt slashes and, before my very eyes, oozing viscous, glistening sludge.
      “From what we gather,” he added, “you were not part of their plot, which is just as well for your future, as well as for your abundantly fleshed body. All the more so since most of our dedicated and particularly demanding guests will attend the session in the enclosure. Nevertheless, the consensus of our meeting was that you too should be punished, by way of cautioning you, should you ever have the same inclination to leave Orgival.” I almost interrupted my lickings as I heard that.
      The soliloquy had obviously been prepared, probably at the dinner table, and presumably, although in English, its gist was already familiar to most, if not all, of the illustrious present. A few, however, paused to exchange remarks and then went back to flagellating such cohort slaves as were still chained to the wall or hanging, like Mildred, from the precinct’s vault. In any event, none of Francine’s clients present seemed to have any intention to miss her visiting vengeance on three English whores – heretics into the bargain – in the courtyard and what was more, in broad daylight. To my alarm, a rather attractive woman – if, in my opinion, far too heavily-breasted and concubine to some cavalry officer present – even asked if we were to be branded on the pubis or on a buttock, but failed to receive a reply.
      Very suddenly, Mildred, seemingly oblivious of what was being said, groaned and spent copiously over my septum ring and into my mouth. Clearly, she had not caught the mention of the courtyard or the branding, as Veronica certainly had, for she was even whiter now than ewe’s milk.
      “So, to close the evening,” the well-hung aristocrat informed me, “and before each of us is allotted her or his slave for the bedchamber or torture cell – you accompanying me and my dear courtesans to our quarters – we wish, Janet,” – again my name – “to see you wrench down the scheming slag’s teat rings and that through her clitoris, as you lick her off once again. See to it she comes well, for it will be some time before you’ll enjoy her again or she, that pierced tongue of yours.”
      With a silk kerchief that Larissa passed to him, de Bressigny obligingly wiped the earlier overflow of Mildred’s curd from my chin. “And,” he finished up, “may her further discharge help to bind you two together again to serve our hostess, her house and us correctly.”
      The likelihood of us two being ‘bound together’ disquieted me but, as ordered, I performed once more what is for me is the most delectable sexual act a helpless slave girl can aspire to. Making sure I did not allow my rump to descend on to my heels, I hooked a forefinger through each of the teat rings and, amid her spendings and translucent wads of sperm sludging out of the cunt, seized her clit ring in my teeth. Amazingly, her stalk of lust I knew so well but had almost forgotten, so long was it since I had enjoyed it, had again emerged from its sheath – but that it always does, despite her fatigue and being chained naked and taut, more whips and metal instruments awaiting her body.
      I cannot deny myself the pleasure, sweet, tolerant diary, of recounting the joy I derived from that additional delicious bestowal. After gazing up at her sleek indrawn belly, I set to work. Tugging on all three of her raw pinnacles, I felt her own and others’ discharges coating my chin. When she used to do the same to me, I would blast off, as I always put it, like a Roundhead’s musket. And so did she, expelling again the remnants of lava seething in her volcanic crater. Incidentally, I learnt these rather quaint Vesuvian terms from a papal nuncio of Neapolitan origin and blessed with a splendid cock but otherwise an odious individual, who visited Orgival to confess the slaves (but not me) and staff, and was paid by way of fellatio.
      Although overwhelmed by the aroma of her cunt, I held her off for a while, giving her time to simmer before she soared to yet another orgasm. After all, not only must she have spent repeatedly during the whippings, tong-torment and penetrations, but only a moment ago had inundated me with juice.
      Summoning up my courage, I begged Francine and the Vicomte to allow her ankles to be released again – which, with their consent, Thibaut did and even hoisted her thighs over my shoulders. Thus, after a long moment of twisting and jerking her three most responsive points – the swollen teats and clit – I licked the gully between her anus and the birth of the cunt – lapping and nipping every morsel of flesh I could reach. Then I knew she was primed again.
      Ah, precious diary, the fragrance and heat of that oval which had once been my tongue’s favourite pasture, carried me back to moments of pure ecstasy. It was almost enough to make me forget where I was – in a punishment precinct with countless pairs of eyes fixed upon me. I almost sank down on my heels before
the sight and under the load of reminiscences: Maveringham; the foredoomed escape over the Chilterns; the inn after capture; Winscome Abbey; and then, the sea crossing with Gilles, and even the Paris brothel… all of it returned to me. Suddenly, the flogged blonde cast back her head, screeched and emptied all she had left to her into my gullet. Truly it was like that ichor we used to jest about at the Manor, that ethereal fluid that flowed in the veins – and, we supposed, the testicles – of the ancient deities.
      Pulling her labia apart by the rings, I swallowed down her entire outpour, and then, though my head was wedged between her thighs, managed to glance at the Vicomte and Francine. The nods I received, as I dared lower a hand to my own flooded vulva, reassured me and, frigging my clit ring frantically, I brought myself off almost as roundly as Mildred – I say almost since so far, alas, I had not been put to the whip.
      But my orgasm was fierce, prolonged and, considering what I had witnessed over the last hour or two, long overdue. Although my face was again buried in her groin, I heard the company’s remarks well enough and marvelled how it was that Francine allowed two humble slaves – one whipped, tormented and drained to exhaustion, the other still unscathed, to reap so much pleasure. But then, I thought, what was I but an abject accessory on stage? The celebrity was this naked, scourged delinquent who wanted to run away from her captors. The sweet fool…
 
      Once I had been almost dragged back to my wall hook, the visitants, seeming well pleased with the séance, commended Francine and also, a little to her irritation, her principal guest, de Bressigny.
      “Well, I suppose that should suffice, dear friends, for this evening,” she announced, rising and with a
austere look, waved back her major-domo who had his service whip in hand, his beady eye behind the mask fixed on me. Summoning her two valets forward to release the almost inanimate slave and ordering her maids to serve the refreshments, Francine’s voice sounded strangely hoarse.
      “Let us relax and restore ourselves with some of my cook’s best rye bread, Roquefort and this Bordeaux I find kind to the palate.” (Indeed I, for one, could have done with a draught of claret, for Mildred’s spurtings, mixed with the rancid sperm in her vagina, had been astringent. But clearly the wine was not for us lot.) As Francine raised her crystal glass, I felt as though she was toasting the gathering with juice of hemlock rather than in St Emilion, for Mildred was in an appalling state. With an attempt to assure her clients that she was still in charge and by no means, however gracious he could be, de Bressigny, our owner announced: “Now, honourable guests, as usual, a slave will be allotted to each of you for use in your chamber or elsewhere. And I pray you recall that our entire retinue of lackeys and maids is at your service. They can help in readying, chaining and even dealing with the inmates. You only have to call on my two dutiful overseers.”
      The thought and smell of bread and cheese beset me greatly; I do not know now which was the more difficult to bear, my hunger for food or my craving for the whip. There was, however, no sign of either coming my way, the Vicomte’s enticing slave scourge again drooping from the root of his erection.
      While the gathering ate and drank, Magnus and the valets proceeded with charcoal to trace a number on the each slave’s belly, indicating the room in which the particular consignment of slave-flesh was destined to pass the night. We three foreigners, however, were left unmarked, Mildred finding herself, after being unshackled, handed over to Marie-Claire for further flogging and slave torment but, as the Slave Mistress pointed out, ‘fully available to any guest throughout the night in the Third Dungeon’. I was not surprised that further tribulations awaited her in those dark labyrinths below.
      The devious, conceited Veronica was also reserved, the Maréchal of Dragoons, whom we all knew from cellar chatter was due to leave for Utrecht a fortnight hence, having persuaded (bribed?) his hostess to entrust her to him. I certainly did not envy her, for that terrifying officer’s cock measures twice the length and girth of a normal whip haft. Most of us were only too well acquainted with it, and no doubt many a buxom Dutch housemaid would soon know it too. Gossip had it that at whatever inn the Frenchies requisitioned for their officers on campaign, he rarely retired before having his aide-de-camp strip off and bind a local wench to the bedstead for a hearty flogging and, among other sequels, the usual fellatio.
      I had the feeling that his temporary departure to serve His Majesty riled Francine, for he gave Orgival a certain martial standing. She greatly valued his patronage and that of other senior commanders, for they paid handsomely, as did he, for the almost unrestricted use of her slaves, short of disablement.
      As for me, it was confirmed that I was also ‘reserved’ and would pass the rest of the night with de Bressigny and his heartless paramours. Their chamber, I recalled, was considered to be one of the more luxurious of the tapestry-walled, candlelit rooms, being bountifully equipped with what Orgival was noted for – a choice supply of chains, whips, hoods and other articles that a ‘cunt-naked slave’ (one of Larissa’s terms) does not readily forget. This in no way indisposed me, for I had passed this entire evening without being flagellated or painfully coerced to spend, which I find most unreasonable.
      But to return to our conceited senior sister – by all accounts equally culpable as Mildred, but so far spared – I hoped the Dragoon officer would decide to use her in one of the bleak subterranean oubliettes in preference to his bedchamber. May our great Cromwell forgive me for such sentiments, but after all she has done me wrong. In fact, I would have enjoyed seeing her put to the Maréchal’s thick, well-plaited horsewhip – but such is a purely personal thought, and one I do hesitate to express here in your pages, virtuous diary. But I’m sure you understand my deep aversion over her robbing me of Mildred.
 
 
Penned after a paltry supper of leftovers remaining from that enjoyed by the overseers and guards
 
      And now, in view of the hour, I must conclude my account of that thrilling evening. The company, possibly glad to be relieved of the precinct’s pungent atmosphere, left to partake of further sustenance and wines the house always offers not only during but after a formal ‘punitive’ session. Indeed, the guests seemed in need of all the refreshment they could get, not so much on account of the fatiguing entertainments already enjoyed but rather as fortification for the pleasures awaiting them in the bedchambers that would last well into the small hours of the night. A dominant is expected to be as vigorous as we slaves are submissive.
      Of course, I knew that the sexual orgies and drastic tortures conducted in private or à huis clos, to use the Orgival term, are always more perverse and gruelling than in an ‘open’ session, the Slave Master and Mistress being rarely present, unless convoked. Moreover, for these ‘n camera’ rdeals, a slave is usually gagged so that the shrieks do not disturb guests who wish to rest before proceeding further. 
      Personally, being stifled detracts from my pleasure and the thrill of being a slave, and especially when, chained on a silken bed, one is breast-whipped and fucked at the same time. But I know that others, Fabienne for instance, prefer being hooded up. “I would sooner,” she told me one day, returning from a night session, “not see who’s whipping me and with what, nor who’s strangling my bubs and driving those damn needles into me.”
      That is her opinion. “As to me,” I told her frankly, “I want to see and follow every step these connoisseurs of slave flesh employ to kindle delicious pain and then that unbelievable pleasure rippling through my chained body, Fabienne. So I need to see, not just feel, that I’m a submissive slave and enjoy it.”
      What I did not dare tell her, cherished journal, was that, without that knowledge, I would never scale the rungs of promotion and, like Larissa, be promoted to the position of slave handler – my secret ambition.
      But what still astounds me and certainly you too, virtuous diary, as I write this, is that rumours of my colleagues’ plans to escape were confirmed in that open session, and that neither had dared utter a word in self-defence, their silence further denouncing them. Thus I grasped the significance of all those whisperings in the cellar and Larissa’s earlier remarks. So, now the cat – the proverbial not the nine-tailed one – is out of the bag. Again I thank the Lord Protector and the Almighty – or rather in the reverse order – that I have never been invited to share that stone slab of theirs and risked become party to their intrigues! And yet, despite my innocence and reputation as a compliant slave, I consider it unfair that I have been condemned also to the courtyard; yet I do rather look forward to the chance of becoming acquainted with it.
      I just ask myself whether, even after a few days rest, Mildred can take much more abuse. She must dread what has been discussed and fleshed out as penance for her. But at least in the courtyard she’ll have her brash cunt-sucker nearby – as well as me, innocent as I am. Also I wonder if, after all, those two are not going to be branded on the pubis with the fleur-de-lys….
 
27 June 156
      Larissa has just flabbergasted me by informing me of what is now apparently known to have been going on between these two sisters of mine. Several of the august visitors partaking of Francine’s hospitality at table had argued in favour of being presented at the outset of the weekend with an immaculate, unmarked body to work on as the central offering. This would have meant me being singled out for flogging, sex torture and general use. Thereupon a distraught, whey-faced Francine had risen to disclose, much against her wish, that one of her ’foreign’ slaves had been ‘tempting our senior inmate, also an alien, to escape. The very idea of evasion had brought a gasp from the assembly. How our Mistress had got wind of this still defeats me. Could it be through Fabienne, with whom Veronica sleeps when deprived of her blonde? Had Larissa caught a stray word when on surveillance duty in the unlighted, slumbering cellar? But recalling how Mildred had persuaded me in England to escape with her that fateful night on our way to Winscome, I guessed she had convinced her lover, equally devious as herself, to do the same here at Orgival. Could it be the privileged Veronica had reported her to Francine?
      The minute our owner had learned of the plan, she deemed my reckless compatriot to be guilty. According to Larissa, serving naked at table, the assembly had unanimously condemned the reprobate – she alone for the moment and naturally without trial – to this full night of disciplining in the Third Precinct. Thereafter, she would probably be consigned to a torture cell for hourly bouts of punishment.
      But what perturbed me more was what Larissa then added. “You remember my telling you about the walled-in compound? Well, all three of you are to be disciplined out there next weekend. That, I suppose, is because you’re all from abroad and suspect. I wouldn’t care to be in your shoes – I mean, chains – that afternoon. All the regular guests are being invited.” I felt my heart sink into the flagstones.
 
29 June 1656
 
      So far I have not been able to learn anything from Larissa when I have ventured to question her, following each day’s debilitating labour in the fields and surrounding copses. In fact, I am too worn out to summon up the courage to approach her after the close of work – work that involves some of the cohort being made to gather the sheaves of mown harvest, others, including Therèse and myself, dragging heavy wains to the hay loft. To be frank, we are in no state even to suck or fuck when back in the cellar – except, of course, for my two compatriots who continue to lie head to tail, licking each other off wantonly. I think that Mildred’s treks to the barn would have reminded her of a similar shed back in England where, alas, we met our nemesis. But no, she keeps kissing that bitch whenever they halt, as if her saliva is binding them ever closer together.
      It was when watching them that I recalled the one and only moment of pleasure I had had with this insolent Veronica: the memory of one night in some precinct or other returned to me vividly. I had been on my knees before her when the Vicomte ordered me to lick her off and drain her, as she began to shudder in the chains holding her taut against the whipping stake. Before I could get my lips round her clitoris and suck it to fulfilment, de Bressigny grasped me by the hair, wrenched me away from the bared stem and flooded crotch and made me attend to his erection. Pouting my sopping mouth, I waited for his thrust into my maw, wondering how deep he would go beyond my gullet – and wishing all the same it was Gilles de Clavaux’s prick that was drooling before me. In the event, I nearly choked when the thick discharge clogged my throat. It was so sudden that, gripping his scrotum with one hand and the jerking penis with the other, I could hardly swallow all of it down – and this to the mockery of the guests amused by my ineptitude. I have no idea what happened to the abandoned, chained Veronica. All I could glimpse was her pelvis and ringed cunt jerking forward in desperation from the stake that held her. Now I think of it, I’m delighted the bitch was left so.
      The foregoing, dearest diary, is just a recollection, one of many I have not recorded. But it is enough, now on my couch of stone, to make me bring myself off savagely, twisting my pierced teats and satisfying my clit by tugging on its ring; to have abandoned, at de Bressigny’s bidding, the insufferable whore just below the summit of her lascivious ascension gave me a wicked thrill of satisfaction.
      Again no one in our cellar seemed to heed my moans of appeasement – except the rapacious Fabienne on the next slab to mine who proposed joining me in a repeat performance. But I find her farther from what I desire as Orgival is from London town, and Mildred being now no longer mine; moreover, alas, this Fabienne rarely washes, her odour reminding me of unmarinated game, hung too long in the pantry…
 
 
 
30 June 1656
 
      The further days, including this one, preceding the courtyard punishment, due to take place on the morrow, have passed by so slowly, sweet diary, that I can hardly believe the courtyard is my next port of call. Yet the dawn to dusk labour in the meadows and woods has continued unceasingly under a broiling sun and the crack of whips. The same in-house routine prevails: each morning, after ablutions, the customary flogging to ready us, and a meagre breakfast, we are herded out, linked in pairs, prey to the guards’ moods.
      Although being out-of-doors enchants me, the sun darkening my naked flesh, the fact that I am again yoked alongside this equally robust, heavily breasted slave slut Therèse, continues to dismay me; not only does she have no English, leaving me to struggle with these Frenchies’ lingo, but she appears to let me do most of the work involved in dragging the cart. What surprises me is to see my two compatriots again harnessed together, allowing them, whenever clear of supervision and the scourge, to converse and probably – who knows? – conjure up further plans to escape, despite what tomorrow holds in store for them, as well as me. Little do they realize into what jeopardy they have placed me.
      But I have to admire the attitude both Mildred and her cunt-lapper seem to adopt, the first, after her ‘official’ ordeal in the precinct, having spent two further nights in the oubliette under the Slave Mistress’s whip and certainly more, the other slut emerging from whatever the Dragoon maréchal had done to her – neither treatments being particularly merciful. And yet again – forgive me, censorious diary, for harping on the fact – their slurpings and mutterings continuing apace. Incredible!
      The guards, I notice, seem to turn a blind eye to their illicit goings on, probably aware they are already condemned to the courtyard. As you will recall, punctilious journal, any slave is permitted to slip the holding chain, which is only a semblance of detention, and visit another’s berth; this is authorized even when a guard is on duty but at the subsequent price of a flogging and usage of both bodies concerned. But the two of them seem indifferent to the consequence which is never too severe and many a slave, like myself when I too need a cunt or a cock (the latter being that of one of the male slaves), take advantage of this liberty. But I must confess it surprises me that, during this week, neither Thibaut nor Floris, our usual custodians, have strung the pair up from the hook in the apse to thrash them. Had I been the guard – one can always imagine such an implausible notion! – I would have lashed them until my arm ached. So much, virtuous journal, for my righteousness and charity for two whores from my own land.
      As to the brazen, self-assured strumpet who goes by the name of a flower that certainly does not suit her, well, I have to admit she did at least have the heart to comfort the desecrated blonde – something I am no longer ready to do, even after enjoying her crotch in the precinct the other night. And of course I am right to hesitate, for she was at it again, alas, with that conceited bitch I wish had been sold to the fierce Dragoon. I am sure he would have docked some of her vulgarity and possibly, with luck, being one who enjoys binding a slave’s mammaries – and even the nipples – and using a pair of tongs on them, make her regret she had ever been born with breasts. (No, I take that back, principled diary, but if I try to erase it, I shall ruin the page. So I think we shall let it stand.)
      And so, I just leave them to slobber over each other and continue to whisper further treacherous words that are not for my hearing, leave alone that of Francine de Clavaux who, after all, purchased us.
 
Later that same day, anxiety as well as excitement apparent in the cellar
      A little earlier, trying to divert my mind from the morrow’s session and deprived of Mildred, I happened by chance to notice a newcomer, one that Larissa had brought down during the weekend on return from the fields. Now I have had time to look her over. She occupies a vacant slab next to one of the two male slaves and is clearly lost in her new surroundings and no doubt perplexed by what she hears concerning the coming session.
      She seems extremely nervous, weeping now and then, and I thought she could do with a comforting word – or even a caress. For she had a pretty face, and breasts that almost match my own in bulk – I could almost imagine how the cord would throttle those ample loads of lush meat, and the nipples seemed almost edible, so closely did they resemble whortleberries, ready to be picked. Indeed, they ought to react well to the quirt. But what surprised me more was that neither her teats nor, as far as I could see, her vulva had been loaded with rings.
      I left my chain and slab and went over to her with the idea of befriending her, knowing what it is to be a novice among a bevy of nudes seasoned by the whip and instruments. Her tearful eyes looked up at me as I took stock again of her body; not only was she devoid, as I say, of slave rings but still retained her pubic hair. As her thighs lay open, I studied her cunt. Despite the crop of curls, the labia were clear enough and resembled that sweet, jellylike substance they call Turkish delight here, an imported delicacy the maids offer round to guests resting while the overseers chain out a slave for further flogging and ‘erotic torture’. The slut was oozing generously, which made me wonder if she had not been fucked prior to her descent. And then it was that I saw two gem-headed needles that someone had thrust through her outer labia, possibly marking the sites where, after being shaved clean and pierced, the largest rings would be inserted and clamped.
      I felt it strange to be confronted with a slag in such a primitive state, for I could barely recall my time prior to being pierced and ringed by that gorgon, Stockton, at Maveringham. At any event, this forlorn waif would only too soon be bound nude as a worm in Marie-Claire’s preparation cellar and stagger out fully equipped, save for the tongue stud and nasal ring, for which she would have to wait until judged competent enough to merit them. What the slut could not know was that she still had to be stretched stark-naked on the whipping frame and broken in under the great Magnus’s six-thonged whip. I rather envied her mounting the first rung of the ladder of slavery, a point in time that again I can hardly remember.
      I believe she was grateful for my visit to her bed of stone and when I straddled her face, her head between my thighs, and gave her my cunt, she showed unexpected promise in her method of clit-licking and of drinking up my discharge, but clearly she needed tuition and encouragement. I think she was taken aback when she had my clit ring in her mouth, clinking against her teeth. But then, when I slid down to her shaggy groin, I found it heavily lipped and the clitoris almost as substantial as my own. Unfortunately, her nervousness seemed to thwart her orgasm, yet the silt she deposited in my mouth was unusually thick and tasted strangely; it was then that I realized she had indeed been fucked, probably by Magnus himself, prior to her descent into our midst. And doubtless, she must have fallen far short of what he demands of a slave.
      Thereafter, in a patois, probably of some rural province or other, that I could not follow, she posed scores of questions to which I could not reply – except by letting her examine my lengthy labia and how my sex rings were housed in fissures that I tried to explain had been elongated by chaining and weighting.
      I just hoped I had cheered her somewhat, for indeed the tears had dried away on her pale cheeks.
      Of course, dearest diary, I should have known better than to dawdle with her. The gruesome Jerome, being on duty, came by and accused me of ‘raping a novice without permission’. Refusing to listen to me, he ordered us both to the apse, hung us back to back and flogged us most virulently. The newcomer’s breasts and belly took it well, possibly my own silence during the whipping influencing her.
      “For a novice,” the brute remarked, releasing us, “at least she shows promise when breast flogged…”
      But, as she shuffled back to her slab, she was shedding further tears, as well she might. Heavens, I thought, she’d better get used to the whip, and the sooner the better. I regretted it was Jerome and not Floris who happened to be on duty at that moment. But at least, for some reason he did not fuck her – or me.
      To return to the preparations for tomorrow, I must mention one further measure that awaited us three condemned ones. It was a cloaked Marie-Claire, superbly attired in freshly polished riding boots and spurs, who came down later to the cellar, accompanied by Floris and Larissa, the latter naked, except for similar boots and a short cape reaching to the twin dimples above her coccyx. Pacing the chamber, the Slave Mistress made her announcement, first in French and then, for our benefit, in her stilted English.
      “The Council of Elders and your owner,” she said, looking at all of us standing, legs parted, arms behind the nape, each in front of his or her slab, “have decided that you three aliens will henceforth carry a cravache, that is,” she translated it into English, “a riding crop, hooked to the forward ring of the neck strap. This is to distinguish you in the eyes of our guests as contemptible, unprincipled, traitorous whores and different from our others. You will display the crop at all times, except of course when it is being used on your body. Any guest, overseer or guard can detach it and flog you with it and at leisure, where you stand. It is your responsibility,” she emphasized, now pointing to each of us foreigners in turn with just such a riding crop, handed to her by Floris, “to see it is always available, hanging between your ringed breasts and is returned to its place after use on you, and you have wiped off the sweat, blood and any sexual discharge you may have left upon it. Should you be found at any moment deprived of it, the penalty will be fifty-five lashes from the Slave Master or myself. For that you will be hung by the ankles, thighs fully parted. I hope this is clear to all three of you recalcitrant, scheming whores.”
      Nothing could have been clearer. At least we, or rather my two guilty sisters, were warned, for that many lashes over a naked body in such a reversed position was no mundane ordeal, even for a seasoned slave. I had reason to know this, having lived with the wide, deep bruises for days after being given the riding crop soon after my arrival at Orgival. The crop remains engraved in my memory not only on account of its effect on my more portly parts but because I was made to prepare it with saddle soap and spittle (in fact I used my own vaginal leakings) and, as I say, to clean it off after the beating. One never uses oil on such switches, I recall Gilles de Clavaux telling me, for it tends to soften the braided leather and hence its effect on the flesh and nervous fibres of a naked girl’s body requiring punishment of the utmost rigour.
      As Floris attached a weapon to the throat strap riveted round each neck, I noticed that our supercilious Veronica had, for once, turned pale, her cunt-sucker of an ally being already white as a sheet. As for me, I rather liked the feel of that inflexible length dangling between my superb breasts but I suppose my cheeks too must have lost some of their native colour.
 
 
1 July, 1656 – that sweltering day of ‘naked submission in servitude’
      This morning, I learned from Larissa that we three ‘foreigners’ were to be forthwith prepared for the courtyard session and that she had managed to inveigle Marie-Claire to entrust me to her, two maids dealing with my colleagues. Not only did this please me greatly but it gave me the chance to ask her to take care of the newcomer on the far slab.
      “You mean the young thing that’s just come in?” she replied, casually swabbing stale sperm out of my vagina. “Don’t waste your time on her. She’s just a cheap, destitute putain – a whore – from Nantes. Her parents sold her to Madame de Clavaux for just fifty louis. Seems she’s an idle bitch. Been beaten all her life, even for soiling her crotch rag with her monthly. Let her be, she’ll manage, as you’ve done…”
      “But I wasn’t a whore, although I did get whipped back in London for this or that, and…”
      “Forget her. She’s here not to be coddled but to serve in the precincts and bedchambers – you know, sex, whipping and torture sessions, and then hard work in the fields, and so on. She’ll manage, as everyone does here. Like you,” she repeated. “And so far you’ve done well…”
      “But I was already a trained submissive before I was sold to this place. How do we know if she’s like that?” I saw there was no point in pursuing the matter and anyway Larissa had her razor, comb and oil out.
      Painstakingly, the tempting slave handler removed such incipient pubic hair that had begun to appear over my crotch since the earlier shaving. Although a slave can well do this herself, it is the custom at Orgival to entrust this to a servant who also makes sure the more inaccessible areas – the armpits and anal crease – are also pristine. I lay back on my slab with a feeling of erotic luxury as the girl soaped the pubis and groin creases and passed the razor around the flesh rings; to provide myself and her with the maximum of pleasure, I stretched my body out on the stone, my arms extended. This allowed her to attend to the armpits and also to colour my areoles and teats with carmine. Then she had me draw back the legs, knees touching my breasts, for her to deal with my rear cleft and grease the sphincteral orifice. All the while, she chatted most amiably but evaded my questions regarding the imminent session in the courtyard.
      “You’ll find out soon enough, but remember you’re not the principal offering. You’re there because that’s what has been decided at the Elders’ meeting. After all, you’re a foreigner, just as they are.”
      “But I haven’t done anything wrong,” I protested. “I’ve no intention of escaping, mistress.”
      “Maybe, but apparently you tried it once, or so I hear, and they’re not taking any chances with you. Those two over there,” she nodded towards the other end of the line of stone blocks, where my two sisters were being seen to, “are the guilty ones and, mon Dieu, they’re really going to pay for their crime.” Then she said something that disturbed me, although I already knew it. “You see, it was I who heard them on two occasions at night muttering about breaking out. There was just the one lanthorn alight and I was nearby, attending to the redhead after her return from the whipping cell, and they didn’t know I was listening.”
      “And so you reported it to Francine…”
      “Well, not to her but to Marie-Claire later. I sleep with her quite often, you see,” – which was no news to me – “and that may get me a promotion. Anyway, she told Magnus, who told Francine.”
      “And that’s why our blonde was condemned to the precinct the other night? And why only she and not the other English whore?”
      “Because she’s protected by the Maréchal and is one of our owner’s favourites. You’ve never seen what the two of them do to her in Francine’s bedchamber, have you? That’s worth watching.” She paused to burnish my various rings, ensuring they turned easily in the flesh piercings. “But it was Monsieur le Marquis de Bressigny who insisted that both of your sister harlots should be assigned to the courtyard for correction. There was quite a scene at the dinner table but the vote went in the Vicomte’s favour. As for you, he merely proposed you should be included, as I said, just to warn you not to repeat what you tried somewhere else before you came here, and also because he’s mightily attracted by your body, and mainly your breasts.”
      Quite obviously she was too, for she grasped and lifted the mounds from where they lolled on my chest to stare down at their bulk. “I wish I had a balcony like this, such smooth areoles without a pimple and teats…oh, they’re superb.” Almost regretfully, she let them fall back outwards, the nipples swelling and lengthening even more generously than during the tinting she had offered them. She gave my eyelids a touch of mascara, the lips (of my mouth, not those drooping from my vulva, already cochinealed) a coating of brilliance and, after checking my tongue stud and septum ring, powdered me and polished my slave straps.
      “There, you’re almost ready to be exhibited out there in the sunshine to the gathering – and quite a crowd has already arrived to judge by the coaches before the entry. Just a thing or two more, beautiful,” – how I adored her French accent – “and you’re ready for the courtyard, once Marie-Claire has vetted you.”
      She went to the table and returned with several lengths of silvery chains, the ends of one, with her usual care, she attached loosely to the nipple rings, and two others dangling down from those in my outer labia. After shackling a further, far heavier linkage to the hasps in the ankle straps, she made me stand to clip my wrists to the rear of the throat collar and suspend the rigid riding crop from its forward ring.
      Taking her time and walking around me, the girl looked her handiwork over, smiled and left me where I stood as she strode over to inspect the similar preparations being devoted to my two guilty sisters.
      A while later, both Magnus and Marie-Claire came down to verify the preparation of all three of us, as well as the less assiduous attention accorded to the rest of the cohort. While we seemed to pass muster, the condition of several of our colleagues, particularly the two lads, was not satisfactory and certain refinements were found necessary: the redhead from La Rochelle, massively flogged two nights before in one of the lower chambers, required certain unguents on her breasts and buttocks; a dreary slut, previously a whore trading her hapless body on the streets of Paris, had to be scrubbed down again, like a lame mare in from the hunt, to remove mud – or what to me appeared like traces of caked spunk – from her carcass; and the new incomer whom I had tried to console was hastened to some underground chamber to have her more intimate parts summarily shaved (but not pierced and ringed, which evidently at Orgival constituted a session to which guests were invited) and fitted out temporarily with bondage leathers. The guard Thibaut received the Slave Master’s abuse for the delay in readying the wretched, sobbing newcomer, and this before the whole cellar – vituperations, I sensed, he would subsequently make the poor slut pay for dearly.
 
      The midday meal was even sparser than usual, leaving us three feeling we needed sustenance if we were to last out the afternoon. But the gruel and swede – they call it rutabaga here – and a mug of wine settled my nervous gut sufficiently to feel fit enough to face the ‘public’ ordeal ahead.
      When the sun, which we down here in the dark presume is still around, began its descent from the zenith of high noon, Marie-Claire came for us, and by us I mean we three ‘foreign infidels’. Although that is the term these Frenchies bandy around concerning us, I still do not really know my sisters’ veritable convictions. I just suppose they, like me, are or were dedicated to our Commonwealth and the Lord Cromwell – not that our Faith would spare us from what was clearly about to take place in the courtyard above.
      But to continue, for my hand is not too steady: the beautiful, half-dressed woman was accompanied by Floris and Larissa, the guard carrying what looked like a plaited bullwhip, the girl a length of heavy chain. Their appearance made my two compatriots leave off kissing, both of them in the same powdered state as me, with similar chains swaying from nipple and labia rings. Their time of penance had come.
      “Very well, then,” our resolute overseer said blithely in English, looking exquisite in boots and cloak, and so young to be a slave mistress dominating all that fell under her sway. “As you three seem to have had your recreation, we’re going to give you a breath of air and then our undivided attention, this time out in the courtyard. The session starts after the guests’ siesta.” She turned to Larissa. “Are all the inmates back from the bedrooms? The redhead freed from the oubliette below and the latest arrival presentable, even though lacking her permanent flesh rings?” She gave the terrorized, welted Bette a caustic look.
      “The whole herd’s ready, Mistress. Do you want all the bodies oiled or just those of the foreigners?”
      “I told you, wench, but I see these three have been made ready. So just check the others and they can appear as they are, as long as their lower entries are clean and greased.” She turned to the guard. “I assume the posts, breast-boards, gridiron and so on in the yard are ready, man?” The fellow took a step forward, bowed and nodded. He too was in freshly waxed boots and body straps, his heavy phallus, for once hanging flaccid, engirdled in an array of studded and knotted straps. I think he enjoyed these preliminaries, being next to the slave mistress, with the full cohort lined up, silent, anxious and pallid with fear.
      “Good,” the powdered one went on, “now you, Thibaut and the other guards, will take the three foreign trollops straight to the courtyard and make them wait on their knees until Madame Francine ushers her guests to their seats. Wrist chain the rest of the bunch as usual, outspread, legs apart, so that they can be whipped and penetrated without problems. Use the hooks on the west and south walls…”
      “The whole afternoon, in the sun, mistress?” Floris enquired. “Not against the cooler north wall?”
      “Certainly not. The Mistress wants them to sweat before they are used in the pause during which the
noble guests may refresh themselves. It’s the visitors’ chairs that should be in the shade, with the maids nearby with water, oil and towels. And Larissa, you’ll perform your duties in the nude, apart from a split pinafore, fastened with brooches through those old nipple piercings of yours. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Just like old times.” The girl nodded, her expression one of doubt, as she lifted her hand to feel a teat.
      “As before, you’ll be in charge of the implement table and the whips, including this thirsty monster.” The gorgeous one handed the loop of greased leather to the girl; it was as if she was making a present of a coiled adder, for Larissa flinched as she took it and, after holding it a moment between the tips of her fingers, laid it down gingerly beside other items she had placed on the cellar step. It was then I realized that this was the first time I had seen Marie-Claire without a scourge at her belt or in hand. She looked even more naked than in point she was; almost out of place in a slave cellar. But then, she was organizing an afternoon’s entertainment for lecherous guests, some of whom were sleeping off the fatigue of travel, others resting after the morning discussions with Francine and with the noble patrons from the Ile de France. Some of the exchanges related to what minimum to wear for the session, if indeed, in view of the clement weather, any clothes, apart from slippers, hose and veil, were indicated. There were, at the same time, the problems of sun affecting the blancheur of a visitor’s skin and complexion and the need for shade, and whether to wear a beauty spot on the breast in addition to that on the cheek. Some of the male guests enquired whether they should enter with the cock already trussed with the studded thong or wait until after the initial floggings.
      The sun, I realized, could be a foe for a stark-naked slave, even though, it occurred to me, their conceited monarch was known to these Frenchies as le Roi Soleil, the Sun King, the heavenly orb around whom all did move – but not our Lord Protector. Nor I, except that, stripped, chained and bored through with metal rings and studs, I had small chance of protection while in this land of rogues and blackguards.
      Hoping Marie-Claude could not read my thoughts as easily as she could wield a whip, I watched her giving the line of slaves a final glance before turning her cool, turquoise eyes on us three ‘outsiders’ – the sort that haven’t the breeding to shriek and plead for mercy in French when the breasts are being throttled with bowstring. I admit I was again fascinated by her gestures, her voice and even the way she walked – and if this Veronica compatriot of ours apparently had in the past somehow wheedled herself on to the beauty’s bed and body at the price of a belting and a few bodkins, I did not see why I could not do the same. But I will have to roll my sex dice carefully, as the Cockney maids in Lady Postell’s kitchen taught me to do with loaded wooden ones (the loser having to lick the other players off), if I am to win. Or rather, I should say, make progress here at Orgival, in a spirit of resignation and servitude and, at the same time, survive.
      I could not drag my eyes away from the overseer, as her jewels flashed in the candlelight. Although I am scared witless by candles, having had many snuffed out in my lower orifices, I thought she looked almost other-worldly there in the gleam; and yet, my frugal upbringing told me that so many candles for a handful of slaves was a waste of wax. But better it dripped there from the brackets to the floor than on me.
      It was again the guard who received what was the closing command. “Take the rest of the cohort up to the courtyard, Floris, and chain each body appealingly and fully taut against the wall. Get Thibaut to help you. Master Magnus and I will see to positioning these three bawdy sluts.”
      Bawdy or not, it was clear again we were being used as heretical merchandise from abroad – and because possibly rumour of our, or least my, strict religious upbringing had spread.
      Turning to leave, Marie-Claire gave Mildred’s thrashed body a dubious look, and refrained from returning the timid smile Veronica nervously tried to give her, from which I again guessed the raunchy bitch was no stranger to the overseer’s bed. And yet, there she was, the sly, devious slut, condemned to the courtyard! I just hoped, whatever was to befall me, I would be able to watch what was inflicted on her.
      At the foot of the stairs, the Slave Mistress halted a second, eyeing the pair of slave lads. “And you two whippersnappers,” she snarled, taking hold of each limp but meaty penis in turn and slicking back the foreskin off the glans, “get your juicy shank erect like a mallet handle. And keep it stiff until the canes have done with it and you’re allowed to spurt and told to get down on your knees to lick it up. So, watch out, you useless, godforsaken bastards, if you want to keep your fucking-spigot in workaday order…”
      Pious as I am, I was left aghast by her language, for in England our swearing laws of 1649 would have sent her to the pillory. Also, I’m glad sometimes I’m not a male, for life can become trying when faced with and menaced in this wise by an elegant but imperious, iron-fisted woman who knows exactly how to treat a man, and also how to punish a stiff cock.
      Then I watched her breathtakingly splendid buttocks pass from sight up the stairwell.
 
2 July 1656 – several carriages already leaving, their liveried flunkeys mounted behind
      Yesterday’s afternoon will remain in my memory – and here in my journal – for a long time to come and I feel obliged to record it, if only to recall the degeneracy of these Frenchies. In fact, I was unable even to reach for and open you, my diary, let alone write a word, until the afternoon of today. So I can now set it out.
 
      The courtyard into which we three were led was indeed frightening, although the sunlit area, enclosed by high walls, gave me a weird, thrilling sensation, the like of which I have not experienced since my entry into the Orgival domain. Against the rampart to the right, the other slaves, stark-naked, of course, were already aligned, their arms chained aloft, legs parted wide, as the Slave Mistress had ordered, their flesh rings glistening in the sun. Most of the inmates bore signs of recent floggings but such were the remains of previous encounters with either the visitors or the guards. Compared with us three, kneeling on the gravel, the others seemed accustomed to being exposed in such a manner, the only exception being the half-readied Bette whose inviting body sweated and trembled visibly. The two youths, their impressive cocks, foreskin peeled back off the domes, acceptably erect after our overseer’s threats, were placed at either end of the row, each torso tensed, the midriff hollowed from ribcage to pubis and the root of the throbbing penis, the muscles shimmering under the hot rays descending from the sun in a cloudless sky above.
      Trying not to look at the various constructions occupying much of the enclosure’s space, I focussed my eyes – so far free of the blindfold certainly to come – on the female bodies outstretched against the wall, and attempted to recall each girl’s name; some – Therèse, Fabienne, Carole, the redhead whore from Rouen, Bette and others – were as familiar to me as Mildred’s, while some I knew only by the taste of their cunts.
      Mildred, kneeling between her whore and me, was clearly attempting to control her nervousness as well as trying to be civil with me, as once she had been. She even dared to address mutterings to me under her breath. One such remark, that sounded strange coming from her, concerned the handsome lad chained nearest to us and stretched enticingly against the wall, the slit at the tip of his stiff penis already leaking.
      “Just look at that cock over there, Janet darling,” she whispered out of the corner of her mouth. “That’s the sort of rod you fantasize about every night, no? Unless, of course, you still dream of me…”
      I declined to answer her but true enough the male slave, who had come to my aid once or twice with his cock when I was returning to my slab after seeking a drink of water in the alcove adjoining the cellar, was indeed well-hung. Not that the phallus could compare with Gilles’s but it was, all the same, a fine one.
      Glancing at him, I saw that he was being attended to by one of the maids, a pleasantly fleshed subordinate to Larissa; she was attaching a chain, terminating in a small wodge of iron, to the root of the youth’s ball-sack. This, I knew, was devised to level the stiff penis so that the lady visitors could cane the shank directly, without it being too upright and jerking around, and continue until it was bloated and then shot its load. Once in the Third Precinct I had seen this done to the other fellow, who seemed to relish it and indeed pumped his ropy spurts of semen well out across the flagstones, then to be released from the stake and, as usual, made to lick it up. I did not envy this one doing the same amid the courtyard’s gravel, but supposed he and his mouth were used to it. Anyway, the youth would have to obey, unless he preferred to be chained by the genitals to the nearby post and take forty-four lashes from the bull whip across the buttocks.
      “Do you think we’ll have to suck those two off, Janet?” My Mildred was no great imbiber of spunk.
      “Maybe, but I wager you’d rather be on your knees, drinking down your lesbian strumpet’s slime.”
      Immediately I regretted my remark that was hardly gracious, for the flighty bitch in the past had ingested quarts of my output and with delight gulped it down avidly – just as she swallowed that eau de vie they gave her when she passed out under the crotch torment administered by Francine’s father confessor.
      Here, I have to admit that most of the guests – but not Francine and Marie-Claire – not only allowed but encouraged us to climax, most of them preferring drench to drought. This was precious and formed one of the few points on which the lascivious slut Veronica and I agreed, when she deigned to speak to me.
      Made to wait on our knees in the gravel for the guests’ arrival, the three of us did what we could to look our best, confronted, at least as far as Mildred and I were concerned, with the array of some of the most fearsome contrivances we had ever seen. Some of them appeared so bizarre that even I, who had known much back in England, was at a loss to envisage their use. It was one of the few times I wished I had been alerted to what lay ahead, when I had had the chance of speaking with Veronica. Now it was too late and in any case I had no intention of risking involvement with her and her clandestine scheming with Mildred.
      It was, however, clear that the devices set out in the courtyard presaged a memorable afternoon of hardship and, if the Frenchies showed the same clemency as the customers at home in England, perhaps moments of pleasure. Although some of the punishment structures indeed frightened me, I was by no means averse to adding another chapter of pain to my chronicle of slavery, especially as the spectacle was to take place in the open air and before a sizeable company of visitors. I merely hoped orgasm was permitted here.
      A stealthy glance at the implements Larissa and another wench were laying out on the table confirmed that we were indeed in for a ‘special’ session. And here, for memory’s sake, precious diary, I shall note down what I saw on its surface, including some of the items I could not believe were destined to be used on a slave girl’s naked body. Apart from the customary collection of whips, it was a strange piece of equipment in the form of metal curves and short chains that first caught my eye. It did not take me long to realize I was looking at these Frenchies’ version of what at Maveringham we called ‘breast-clamps’. This alone was sufficient to cause my nipples to shrink, the mucous membrane of my vagina to constringe as it does when I begin to mount towards the state that readies me for my climax.
      Spellbound, I stared at the appliance and then down at my prestigious breasts which, apart from an occasional morning quirting from the valet on duty in the cellar, had been deprived of what they and I yearned for – an exhaustive, thoroughgoing beating, preferably outstretched by the teat rings or, better still, corded round the root, thus almost doubling their dimension, the teats brimming with imprisoned blood. So far only Honorine at Winscome Abbey had really known how to throttle a pair of hefty mammaries like mine and thrash them until the sweat and drops of gore splattered my body, and then, sliding her whip haft through the nipple rings, almost wrench them from their slots… Yes, she had learnt how to bring a fine breasted slave off without even touching or whipping the cunt. No one else, Hawkes, Mercer, Stockton, Bragg, no one quite grasped how to use a slave’s breasts as did that Honorine. And Marie-Claire? Possibly equally competent? I regretted not having questioned the experienced Veronica, before falling out with her.
      But enough of memories. I get carried away, dear diary, and again wasting more space in your pages.
      And yet I continued to peer at the array on that table. And sure enough, there were the flesh tongs – long-handled, with jagged jaws. I could almost foresee the metal pincers avoiding the rings and clamping on my labia, the clit, the nipples – whatever succulent part of me attracted the guest – and twisting the flesh. As though already gripped, I seemed to feel those extremities throbbing when released, my shrieks filling the courtyard… I hoped at least they would gag me, as again I had to hold myself in check, kneeling in fear.
      But there was more on the table top. Beyond a pile of ropes and straps, stood what I had half-anticipated – the crystal goblet of purple liquid with its host of bodkins and needles, each topped with a ruby jewel that soon enough would be jerking once their lengths had sunk into the breast lymph, and probably directly into the teats. I dared not imagine the sight of my pubis and vulva, equally stabbed through, between the parted thighs… And yet, how many times had I experienced this torment and finally learned to enjoy it!
      To the far rear of the wooden surface, Larissa was carefully aligning the flesh rakes, those objects Mildred loathed. They were enough to make me too turn my eyes away. Despite the sun’s heat beating down on the yard, I felt gooseflesh congealing my body that soon might be abraded with long, scarlet lines.
      Still awaiting the appearance of the noble guests, I looked at the contents of the walled yard itself. Well clear of the lofty, ivy-clad wall beyond the hydrangeas and rose bushes, the terrifying components stood aligned facing the line of thrones and chairs reserved for the visitors and our owner, Francine; as was again to be expected, there was no vacant seat next to hers, as in the drawing room, Gilles de Clavaux being absent and no doubt by now in Elizabeth’s arms. I envied him mightily and yearned for his return.
      “Fret not,” he had told me at his departure, “I shall return, once the further shipment of matchlocks and culverins has arrived over there.” Although the arms were for the enemies of the Commonwealth, I desperately wanted him back. I felt starved without that superb cock of his and the feel of his pointed beard. But the days were passing and now I was to share in my sisters’ punishment without him being present, alas.
 
      Nearest to where we three knelt in abeyance lay what was clearly a flogging block, for at its corners were bolted the usual shackles to pinion down the body stretched upon its brief length: the dimensions, I assumed (rightly, Larissa later confirmed), were such as to allow the nude’s head to be chained downwards over one extremity, the wrists bound to one set of iron rings, the legs wrenched back to a similar pair, with the buttock meat crushed over the forward edge. Whether the breasts would be left to slope sideways or joined tight together by the chain linking the nipple rings, I could not guess, but one consequence of the position was unmistakable: the victim’s ringed cunt – or, in the case of a male slave, the firm prick and sagging scrotum – would be fully available to be worked upon or used. The height of the block was well calculated for access to the mouth and, in the case of a female, the extended groin, the entire stretch of flesh from armpits to knees available for flogging and probably the rakes. It was a prospect I, for one, rather favoured, all the more so since I was in dire need of a flagellation, along with the chance to perform fellatio and take a fucking, having been deprived of such attentions now for many uneventful, dreary days.
      Beyond the bench there reared two further features to which in my time I have become accustomed in my role as a trained submissive. The yard’s whipping post with its outsized dildo-shaft, fashioned with a wealth of reaming rims chamfered out along its length, was far from discouraging me, having become inured to similar shafts, both at Maveringham and at Winscome Abbey back in England, my long-lost homeland. However, this monster was different from such as I have previously encountered; not only, as I say, dear diary, was the shank larger and coarser than any my lower entries have so far experienced, but the shape of the summit added a further, if inanimate, reminder of why we girls have a cunt: the crest was fashioned to resemble the crowning glory of a slave’s existence – the globe-shaped helm of an erect penis. These Frenchies, I thought, certainly make a female slave, impaled on a whipping post, conscious of her portals…
      If you will bear with me further, patient record of mine, since now we can have some time together, I must describe yet another article of bondage devised by Orgival for the entertainment of its distinguished clientele. The breast-frame was no novelty insofar as Mildred and I were concerned but represented on my part a construction I detested greatly, for at Winscome I had indeed learned to fear a similar contrivance – although, I must say, the position it imposed and the pain it inflicted never failed to precipitate my orgasms.
      The scaffolding was hardly different from that at the Abbey, except that it was larger, more menacing and set not in a torture cellar but out here in the burning heat of day. In the precincts the hiss and thud of the whips upon the back and buttocks, together with the slashes over the imprisoned breasts and the slave’s groans, ricocheted resoundingly back from the masonry and down from the vaulting. Here, under an azure sky and the lascivious gaze of some dozen visitors, slave masters and mistresses, maids and masturbating valets, the effect would, I knew, be very different. A slave would be lost under the infinite bowl of heaven, the sound of the lashing and her shrieks hovering a moment before dying away into space.
      I dared not glance at my sisters as I contemplated the evil, vacant doorway. Its upright struts, fitted with manacles to which the slave’s wrists could be chained on high, were bolted to a rough platform that, at its far end, had short stanchions, clearly designed to part and hold the ankles. Thus the body would hang curved, the back and buttocks upwards. But it was rather the double wooden crosspiece set halfway up between the posts that, despite the heat of the day, made my blood run cold, gelid sweat crawling down between my breasts and over that accursed riding crop suspended from my neck strap.
      The lower of the two boards had twin, shallow depressions gouged out on its edge and, to my distress, the semicircles glinted with short, sharp barbs, but far more numerous than those sprinkling the similar object on which I had been tortured at Winscome. Above this bar, hinged aloft, there was a similarly shaped upper spar, also rife with honed points, its extremity fitted with a hasp to fasten it when lowered to meet the opposing batten. It did not require of me much reflection to realize that this was the notorious ‘breast bench’ two of the cohort slaves had griped about one evening while eating supper at the cellar table, prior to a night session in the Third Precinct. I tried to imagine my precious bags of lymph being crushed between the planks, in what, they had confirmed, was a barbed hole no larger in diameter ‘than a whip handle’. And I recalled one of the more ample-breasted Orgival inmates, called Stephanie, showing us her bristols (as we English call our bosoms) one night on return from her visit to the courtyard and then the apothecary room where Larissa had treated the beauty’s punctured and welted breasts with St John’s balm.
      I had listened intently, eager to follow her account, related in Languedoc patois, of how the overseers had wedged the root of her udders between those boards for a group of illustrious guests to flay the swollen bulges with the quirt before wrenching them with the breast-tongs and inserting the needles. Her breasts were indeed in a sorry state, and I was particularly distressed to gather she, like Larissa, had been captured in the Protestant ‘desert’ of the Cevennes and subsequently sold as a slave to Orgival.. Indeed I had seen her praying before being chained on her stone slab, and, realizing she is one of the Faith, I have not deemed it right to lie with her, at least not until I know her better, and – perhaps – only to recite parts of the Bible…
 
      But to revert to the flowered compound and my furtive review of what awaited me and my two colleagues, I looked further afield, attempting to disregard that threatening frame. Such was by no means easy, for I knew my breasts, surpassing by far in beauty and size those of my deceitful sisters, would in the guests’ eyes be prime candidates, alas, for throttling between those spiked boards. I just hoped I would not be the first of the trio to have that bar slammed down upon what I valued like my soul. 
      What I secretly desired – and may I again be pardoned for the sin of revenge – was to see that senior, arrogant bitch of a compatriot having her breasts clamped and whipped, even if, as she says, she rather likes it. For, I reiterate, dear journal, she has deprived me of my Mildred and thereafter treated me with contemptuous disdain. And further I sense she makes light of our Lord Protector’s efforts on behalf of the Commonwealth back home.
      Giving the dreadful breast-frame a final glance, I tried not to visualize my body slung between the wooden uprights and ankle posts; nor the ring of spurs embedding themselves into my breast roots while being mercilessly flogged from coccyx to thighs, my strangled bosoms being punished at the same time.
      The other items I was able to discern from where I continued to kneel alongside my two treacherous colleagues were fairly ordinary, if also disturbing. The sharp-toothed, iron harrow, that I thought would be far more useful out in the surrounding fields, even if we had to drag it across the loam, stood propped against the wall surrounding this garden of torment. With shackles attached to each corner, the harrow seemed ready to ram its rows of points into whatever body might be condemned to writhe on its surface. This, I knew from hearsay, was a preferred choice among the elect, paying Francine munificently for the chance of flogging a slave, stretched arse forward over the prongs, and then having an obliging valet turn the body round, so that the same could be done to the breasts and the rest of the front, by that time well bruised by the prongs.
      Having already, at Winscome, experienced ‘harrow-thrashing’, I rather savoured flagellation in this posture since, leaving aside the cruel thrust of the teeth, it set off most erotically the contrast between an outstretched, naked body and the grid’s harsh iron bars and spikes. To be whipped, first over the back and then be reversed to endure the same over the front, the flesh already stabbed by the prongs, never failed to inflame me. My persecutors, watching the sex curd sludging out of me as I orgasmed, whipped it off and, uttering the vilest of remarks, continued to drive me back into sharp barbs. I do not, sweet diary, blame them, for I must have been what slave-floggers dream of when wending their way from Paris to Orgival…
      What additional structures lay further afield were beyond my vision, and probably just as well, for my mind’s eye had ample to contend with already, and my body was taut and tense as a viola string.
 
4 July 1656
I scrawl rather than write this correctly, two days after that unforgettable courtyard ordeal
It was beyond my ability, laid out as I was on one of the trestles in Larissa’s healing chamber, even to converse with the attractive slave handler and even less so with Mildred, sniffling on the nearby trestle to mine. Veronica, on the other hand, was nowhere to be seen, which suited me well, as it left the other alone with me. Despite our condition, I intended to resolve the problem of her infidelity once and for all. But Larissa’s presence prevented conversation and so I decided to postpone my discussion until we were back in the slave cellar. (Added later: Little could I foresee then the incredible event that was to come about the following week. Had I known, I would not have even risked being found talking to this halfwit Mildred.)
      Once ministered to and my welts treated, I have now rejoined the cohort below and, since no one seems willing to converse with me nor I with my neighbour, a slut from Montauban, I seize the opportunity to catch up with you, my loyal journal. The confrontation with Mildred never took place since Veronica, now returned to the cellar, after having her own body tended to, managed to have her moved to the adjacent slab. The couple’s mutterings and, in spite of both being welted and suffering, the cuddling and moans of pleasure took up again, to my exasperation. Jealousy again became my bedfellow and, to comfort myself, I invited Bette and the Cevenole girl to my austere ‘bed’ to talk and maybe share a chaste fondling…
      Thereafter, I took you up again, tight-lipped diary, to recount some of what took place that afternoon two days ago, thus bearing witness to what these Frenchies had the gall to perpetrate on an innocent foreigner who has fallen into their clutches. Had Gilles de Clavaux been present, I think that at least I might have been spared some of the tribulation that exercised my endurance to the utmost limit a naked girl can withstand. If by sundown that day I did find my body and spirit still animate, I considered myself fortunate. But all the same and contrary to my two miscreants, I am guilty of nothing, apart from tending to enjoy much of what I am subjected to as a sex slave, but that is not my fault. I accept in my state of slavery and, unless I really fall in love with someone (Larissa, for instance?), I see no real reason to seek anything else.
 
      I return to the events of two days ago. 
      It was mid afternoon when the party filed out from the building, followed by Magnus, Marie-Claire and the entire retinue of valets and staff. First, Francine designated Magnus to prepare me, alas, for the breast boards, Marie-Claire to stretch my arch enemy on the harrow and Floris to impale Mildred on the column, in accordance with what had been decided earlier. The flogging block seemed to be overlooked.
      “Thereafter,” she stated to the company in that hoarse voice of hers, first in French and then in English, so that we understood, “they will be changed around, so that all three sluts have a taste of each of our devices. As agreed, we shall start with the well-fleshed slave and then continue with the other two in turn. My Larissa over there is in charge of the implements, unless, of course, dear guests, you wish to use your own. You may commence, Magnus, – and strap that cock back to your belly, so it’s not in the way. ”
      Once the company was seated in the shade of the courtyard elm, the Slave Master came over to me, grabbed hold of the riding crop attached to my neck strap and with it dragged me to the lofty appliance to which I was assigned. Ordered to kneel before the indented slat, the brute’s rigid cock grazing my flank, I felt my entire body turn frigid as my wrists were freed.
      “Thrust thy ribs against the lower board, slave,” he instructed me in his frightening Scottish accent, “head back and place the bubs in the troughs.” Trembling, I hefted my breasts aloft and as far as possible over the crosspiece. Holding my breath and uttering a silent prayer, I let the globes subside into the spiked hollows, as Magnus leaned over the front of the construction. There, with one hand he drew out further the flesh by heaving on both nipple rings, slammed down the upper bar with the other, and locked the hasp. Never in my life, sweet journal, have I felt such pain as the points, meagre as they were, stabbed into the choked roots. I believe I let out a shrill cry of distress, for the Slave Master slapped my twin, blue-veined bulges most violently. So tightly were they clenched in the boards, they barely juddered under the blows.
      “Keep that throat of thine quiet, whore!” he advised me, “at least until the whipping starts.” With that, he remounted the platform to chain the wrist straps to the upper bar, spreading my legs and fettering my ankles to the rear struts. My nude body, from head to heels curved backward, held firmly by the clamped breasts. “One more yelp, bitch, and I’ll clip an iron gag to thy snout ring an’ ram it down thy throat.”
      The posture I found myself in only added fuel to the fire in my breasts – all the more so when the brute raked his studded, gloved hand over them, then over my buttocks and, on bended knee, sloshed about in my drenched vagina, a thumb gouging deep into my anus that I strove to keep from clenching. The insertions told me that not only was my rear end going to be flagellated – to which I had no objection, for it needed beating – but also that both of my lower entries were destined for penetration, hopefully by stiff cocks but probably also by a host of female dildos. It was rather the pain afflicting my breasts that distressed me. I knew they could not last long under such tension and would soon need freeing to avoid necrosis.
      All the same, I gradually reconciled myself to the pain afflicting the breast roots and waited patiently while Magnus informed his employer that ‘this strumpet, ma’am, is ready for use’, if I heard him aright.
      It was then I was able to glance at the preparations being accorded in the compound to my guilty sisters. I have to admit that to see our ‘senior colleague’ now chained to the spiked harrow, gave me great pleasure, not only since she was to flogged both sides and deserved it, but more strangely because she did look in fact astonishingly beautiful. Her breasts, though diminished by the chained arms tugging on her pectoral muscles and deltoids, appeared superb, the ringed nipples fully erect on either side of the statutory riding crop hanging from the neck strap. The rib cage, arching above the flat, withdrawn belly, ran with sweat, and there below was the vulva with its outer labia drawn down by weighted chains attached to the rings. For a moment, I understood Mildred’s obsession for the bitch, and Marie-Claire had prepared the calculating vixen exceedingly well. But at the same time I hoped the guests would flog the thieving bitch beyond the pleasure she always seems to garner from the whip. And possibly I would have the luxury, if I were still conscious, of seeing her breast-throttled between the boards that, for the moment, had me in their grip.
      The position in which the overseers bound Mildred held me even more spellbound, despite the atrocious pain afflicting my garrotted breasts. Her posture was one I had experienced in the flogging precinct: all four limbs chained back to the whipping post, the upslanted, studded shaft, bolted to the stake, curving the body outwards as it pierced her rectum and traversed the bowels, the thrust of the domed head distending the belly out like a hillock. The weights suspended from her labia only increased the strain she had to contend with. Then the whips began to flay the tensioned, arched slave. When the succession of floggers had done with her, I knew there would be little flesh unmarked. What perturbed me, apart from her yells and groans, was the prospect of my having to take her place before the day was out. (Strangely, I was to be spared – through the Vicomte’s intervention? – for which I am grateful, if a trifle disappointed.)
      But in the breast-boards I was far from being left unhurt. Unfortunately, the ordeal was such as to stun me, leaving me in a state that prevented me from observing much of what followed. For I was dealt with by three barely clothed women of noble birth and prestige; two of them mounted the platform behind me to flog my buttocks, accepting Larissa’s proffer of a dressage whip and a double-tailed bullwhip wherewith to lash the cheeks. The third, a most licentious widow and connoisseur of the female breasts I was to learn later from the girl, used the crop hanging from my neck strap on them, and indeed used it hard.
      Now in retrospect, patient diary, I have no intention of describing all the floggings I received, not only from those three devotees but from several others, including the Marquis de Bressigny, who seems to relish whipping my breasts with much the same enthusiasm as the absent Gilles, both never failing to bring me off. But this was different. Suffice it to say that, after an untold number of lashes, the sweat flowing plenteously over my rump and tits, I was put to the flesh tongs and needles. I believe I passed out after achieving several delicious orgasms, brought about particularly by a noble architect, engaged in the construction of Versailles, who had the consideration of giving me a final climax by filling me up behind with a remarkably rich wealth of turgid sperm, the like of which I have rarely had pumped into me.
      Thus I was in no state to observe what thereafter was done to my two colleagues. At least their utterances and screams told me that they, like me, were being punished rather than being afforded the pleasure they are used to. When the time came for us to change places, Mildred taking mine, I reeled, half-dead, from the platform, my whipped and tortured breasts still bulging dark red, despite their release from the vice, their roots circled with a ring of lacerations where the honed points had entered the flesh. Vaguely I saw Veronica, no longer self-assured, being chained to the cock-stake, as I was dragged away to join the row of ordinary slaves, to be used most tritely for the rest of the afternoon. Larissa removed my flesh weights, smeared unguent on my wounds and welts and even gave me a sniff of smelling salts, telling me I had done well and that my part in the al fresco entertainment (dixit the Orgival priest present) was over.
      It was much later that I met up again with my two sisters, this time in Larissa’s healing chamber and indeed they looked as though they could do with treatment with balm and balsam. I refused to exchange a word with them, and rightly so, for that evening the blonde whore was back on Veronica’s slab, both in tears but muttering again to each other. I just hoped they had learnt their lesson.
 
7 July 1656
 
      This trivial note concerns the newcomer I mentioned previously and whose name is Bette. I was this evening being led by Floris to one of the lower dungeons for use by one of the original life members of the Orgival clique, when we happened in the passageway to meet Marie-Claire and Magnus, accompanied by another valet. The man was dragging this Bette along by a rope round her neck, the four of them heading for the Third Precinct where the piercing and ringing ritual, besides flagellation, takes place. As I passed by, also in tow but, of course, heavily shackled and linked to my guard by the usual chain, the pitiful newcomer cried out to me, probably the only living soul who had befriended her, begging me to save her – as though I could sprout wings, put on armour and draw a sword! Naturally, I barely turned my head, only to be halted at the Slave Master’s order, and I feared the worst. Whereupon, the slut having had the temerity to speak in his presence, Magnus had the valet bind the cord round her breasts and hook them to a nearby hasp high in the wall (there are rings and hooks everywhere in these underground galleries). Flat against the rough stone, the girl began to weep, enough to break my heart – but not the others’ since they possess no such thing.
      “Gag the shrew,” Magnus instructed his beauteous Marie-Claire, “and flog her to the blood.”
      You know, cherished diary of mine, the innumerable number of nude slave girls I have seen whipped but what the Slave Mistress gave that luckless strumpet surpassed most of the flagellations I can remember. After removing her glove and ramming it, doubled up, into girl’s mouth to stifle the screams, it only took a couple of dozen lashes from the yard whip to slice her open and another score to have the broad out cold – or rather the buttocks red-hot and bleeding, her head against the wall, the legs no longer supporting her. With that, Magnus gestured Floris on and I followed him down the flight of worn steps to my own date with destiny, which, as I am fully hardened to the leathers, I hoped would not be too dramatic.
 
      Also my dearest diary I must report that only once, when coupled with Therèse and engaged in the far spinney, pointlessly carrying logs back and forth, have I risked sliding my leather neck halter round to the rear so that the crop ceased to hinder my work. For that, one of the guards on duty, this time the churl Jerome again, unharnessed me from the cart shafts and from Therèse. In the tool shed, I was laid over the rickety table, my four limbs bound to the uprights, to receive thirty-three horrendous cuts from nothing other than this atrocious cravache. Though the bastard, to compensate himself for his expenditure of energy, thereafter plundered my anus, I was not fully conscious of it, the welts being such as to numb me completely. Being unable to sit for the three following days, I had to lie on my belly to sleep, and stand or kneel to feed myself at table. Whereas I generally take pleasure in a good beating, the riding crop is difficult to enjoy
      Thereafter, I kept the plaited length of cowhide conspicuously visible between my dugs, though the very feel of its crisp length and latch loop still makes my buttocks congeal and my vagina clench like a fist.
 
 
12 July 1656
 
      More or less recovered, we three were today teamed up again with the other inmates and sent out to collect and load the mown hay, hauling it, long with heavy logs again, to the barn. For some reason, I and Bette, the newcomer now fully shaved, pierced and ringed, were summoned to the guards’ shed. There we were hung from the usual cross beam, whipped, fucked by Thibaut and then made to fellate the two others on duty. Bette did her best but fell short of what the lout Jerome expected, and so her flogging continued. Though I am used to such interludes and am drawn to them, like a moth to the light, the wretched Bette is not. Some of the things done to her were appalling. Finally she was lowered to the floor, sobbing pitifully, I trying to console her. Meanwhile the valets swigged wine, instead of directing the work outside.
      I suddenly sensed a strange silence among the slaves labouring strenuously in the fields outside and that without the slightest supervision from the abject valets enjoying our bodies as well as our sufferings.
      The incredible had happened. I did not see it but Therèse certainly did. My two compatriots from England had ridded themselves of their chains – how they managed it still defeats me – and made off into the woods! It was only later I learned of the escape when the overseers emerged from the house to whip us indoors, counting us as we passed the archway. The like of Dante’s Inferno breaking loose, flogging leathers lashing left and right, Francine herself appeared on the scene with her two senior servants, the overseers.
      “This is unheard of, Magnus,” she cried, distraught. “How did it happen? Bring the valets here and question them. Despatch everyone with a horse into the countryside immediately. They must be found. They can’t go far, being naked… and manacled. Saddle the horses, man, and send out every servant who can ride. They must be brought back by nightfall, otherwise… in the name of hell, I’ll wreak revenge on you all.”
      That was all I heard, as we others were hustled down to our cellar in an incredulity my dazed mind and stabbed, whipped body could not master. So that was what all that whispering in the cellar had been about! I might have guessed, knowing Mildred and our futile attempt at escape at the inn on the way to Winscome, back in May. I had to admire not only her audacity but her manipulation of Veronica, given the reputation that one held in Orgival. Incredible, to say the least! As they were sure to be caught, I imagined the punishment awaiting them on their return in chains, one that would be carried out before all at Orgival.
 
19 July, after a week of stress, whipping and atrocious treatment
 
      In the absence of the Slave Master and Marie-Claire, appropriately attired to scour the countryside in search of the absconders, so Larissa told me, the tension within Orgival became unbearable. Being a foreigner like the two runaways, I received foul abuse from the guards, despite my protests of innocence. Having been included in the courtyard ordeal was taken as a sign of my guilt, it being said that, since I happened to be in the tool shed at the moment of the breakout, I had merely been ‘prevented from joining them’. No one addressed a word to me, save the naïve Bette who did not grasp the gravity of the situation. Only once before, I learned from Larissa, had a slave girl escaped but she was caught in Paris at the Porte d’Italie, barefoot, in sacking. Bestially flogged, she was sold off to a schooner captain for use by his crew.
      Today, towards evening, a harassed Francine descended to the cellar. She was clothed in a bodice and skirt, more unbecoming than anything I had ever seen upon her slender body, hair unkempt, eyes still burning with fury. Behind her, returned from yet another fruitless search, came Magnus, fully clothed, his riding breeches buttoned tight for once over that resolute cock of his. His dour look augured ill, plainly expressing his anger at the incompetence of the guards on duty that fateful day, the cohort labouring under the sun while they killed time whipping and using me, Bette and others in the shed.
      Accompanying Francine and the incensed Magnus, came a new valet I had not seen before, possibly replacing Jonas, now in disgrace. The whip the man carried made the cohort tremble, for its lashes terminated in those deadly lugs we all knew too well. If vengeance was to come, that thing would, I guessed, play a leading part. But for now Francine merely strode up and down the line of what was left of her brood, her glance resting on me more than once. What she announced in both languages was clear enough.
      “You sluts are quite aware of what has happened in our midst,” she began, those blue eyes narrowing dangerously. “Evasion from my safe keeping is a crime I cannot forgive. Are you not housed, fed and cared for,” – she did not add ‘clothed’, for since arrival none of us had worn a stitch – “and allowed to enjoy yourselves with eminent guests? Do your bodies not reap pleasure from your service? And what do I receive by way of gratitude? Treachery, perfidious treachery! But the stab in the back that I, your loving mistress, have received was delivered not by natives of this great land but by thankless, execrable foreigners.”
      A soft gasp came from the line of nudes by way of expressing dismay and sympathy. As for me, I swallowed what saliva I had in my mouth, my nose ring and the metal through my tongue freezing in terror.
      “We have, however,” she went on, “one of the three heathen reprobates still with us, she having failed to break out with her damnable whore-sisters, scum that will, I assure you all, be hunted down and punished as no slave has ever been disciplined at Orgival.” The substitute valet, called Reynald, as Larissa told me later, slid his hand along his lengths of flogging leather, as though to endorse his Mistress’s words.
      I do not know, dearest diary, what drove me to defend myself but I did so as distinctly as I could, in English, and this amid looks of horror at my temerity, no slave being permitted to speak without permission. I was aware that my recklessness could well earn me fifty lashes, hung by the ankles in the Third Precinct; I had had it once – I cannot now recall when or why. But again I took the risk, the nipples puckering on my areoles, my vagina shrinking like the flesh of a Billingsgate oyster receiving a squirt of lemon juice.
      “But, august Mistress, I was unaware of their wicked plans, I swear to God, until Larissa told me and also Monsieur le Vicomte, as he can confirm.” I hoped the Eternal on high was listening and that the two mortals would affirm my innocence. “I was being flogged during the escape. Truly I had no part in it.”
      “Is that so, despicable whore? You dissemble as callously as you lend that gross body of yours to the whips. You are a lying strumpet. Is that not so, Magnus?”
      “M’lady,” came the reply, equally in English but less fluent, “from what I gathers, yon slippery bitch was indeed in the tool shed, being corrected for idleness. Methinks yon Larissa and Monsieur le Vicomte knew of the plan, different from this ‘ere trollop, that hasn’t the guts to side with… er, them jailbreakers.”
      His charity astonished me and I supposed I would have to recompense him for it one coming night in his chambers. But it was clear that I was blameless, even though I had been in that shed at the moment of the breakout. Desperately I looked at Larissa for help but she turned her eyes away, not daring to risk her reputation in my defence. Francine wanted a culprit, a guilty party. An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth…
      “Put this lying whore in the far oubliette, regardless, Magnus,” came the order, “and flog her nightly until she confesses her guilt. I shall query the Marquis when he returns for our weekend recreations, which must continue. And you, Larissa, come and see me in the drawing room this evening, naked. Bring a martinet with you. If you seek promotion, you had better tell me what you know and let me have the truth.”
      This time, the girl did look at me and even gave a smirk. I had the feeling she would not let me down, particularly with the chance of her advancement in view. On the other hand she apparently had not told Francine all she knew, and the Marquis’s remark in the precinct must have escaped that attentive ear.
      “Now,” my owner added, addressing her major-domo, her wrath seeming to abate a shade, “let me inform you of our decisions regarding the three trollops, once the pair has been found and returned to Orgival. You will arrange for this portly object” – she pointed her delicate, ringed hand at me, “to be put in confinement for the time being, before being conveyed, gagged and chained, in the tumbril to our other place at Rouen to serve there as whipping and sex meat, but at the lowest level. Mistress Sandrine has been informed that she is arriving. As to the blonde bitch of a truant, she’ll be auctioned off at the Paris slave market, when caught, the other traitorous swine continuing to work here, Magnus. Never must she leave the lower oubliette – you know, the one with the ladder leading down from the trapdoor in the ceiling – except for guest usage. And recuperate the riding crops from their neck straps, if the two fugitives still have them.”
      Her faithful Slave Master nodded, accustomed to such orders and seeming pleased that someone other than he, Floris probably, would make the journey to this other of de Clavaux slave-whore holdings, for I suppose Magnus had no wish to leave the good life and comforts of Orgival on a further tedious search for a couple of cheap whipping whores – both lousy lesbians and one far too intimate with the Mistress for his liking – who could be replaced at the drop of a hat, like this recent arrival, Bette, who had only cost thirty louis. True, the poor runt needed training under the scourge, but that was something he enjoyed doing in the precincts, night after night, using every appliance and whip until the slut was brought submissively to heel.
 
      Here, since I have some space left on this page of my journal, I might add that two innovations, I gathered from Larissa, had been introduced by Francine. The first – the other I’ll mention later – involved pricking each slave’s pubis with a permanent number in indelible ink. Done out in the compound, each slave was chained down in turn over the flogging block, which strangely had not been used on that day of grievous memory. Being the first to be labelled, I received the digits 106, that made me wonder where most of the hundred and five previous inmates had gone. If Francine and her retainers think being so identified would discourage a slave from escaping, I had my doubts. Although homesick at times, I was quite happy to continue as an Orgival slave until my condition warranted my being sold off.
 
23rd July, recuperating on my slab in the cellar
 
      My long sojourn in the oubliette had been painful but not unpleasant, since it allowed me to make the acquaintance of this Reynald fellow, replacing Jerome or maybe Thibaut, for he quirted a juddering brace of slave breasts with fervour, forehand and backhand, without any attention to my groans or to my sudden orgasms, which he seemed to take for granted. Where Francine finds such men astonishes me, for they certainly do not walk the streets of country districts like these around St. Germain-en-Laye, from what I had seen when passing through on my transfer from Paris. Moreover (and apart from being able to play, I was told, the viola da gamba quite competently), he boasted a really attractive cock that discharged powerfully and was stiff again in next to no time, even before you could gather your strength to come again. He gave me a further score of lashes and was into my cunt afresh, never complaining, as certain guests did, of my abundant downpour or of the semen already spewed into me. And I particularly relished the fact that, when I was chained to the wall, he left my legs free so that I could writhe and then lift them aloft for him to penetrate me both fore and aft. I sensed our Slave Master had a rival here, except that Magnus was Magnus and this youth his junior, and probably had much to learn when it came to breast-binding or prising a slave’s labia apart with the splaying chains. But that, I am sure, he will learn soon enough, and if he proves friendly, I could probably give him a few hints, for he seems taken by my body and likes to talk…
      It was he, incidentally, who managed to introduce the second innovation I referred to above, namely having one of the slave’s wrists drawn down over the buttock cleft, the other over the ringed vulva, with a brief length of chain linking them; as the links cut incisively into the cunt trench, perineum and birth of the anal cleft, the slave was kept in an perpetual state of excitement. Should orgasm result, the offender was punished with twenty-two lashes, delivered over the one uncovered breast. Francine had willingly, but to Magnus’s annoyance, adopted the idea, at least as a novel way of keeping her flock alert. I rather approved.
      But here am I, dear diary, again wasting precious pages, when I should be worrying about my future.
 
 
The same momentous day, the 23rd of July
 
      It was shortly after my return to the cellar, where I was able to flush myself out and talk with Bette, that Marie-Claire appeared to announce my imminent departure for Rouen! Rarely have I felt so excited, not regretting leaving my colleagues who anyway still refuse to address me and avoid me as though I had the pox. But I made up for their contempt by getting Bette to suck me off slowly, which she does quite admirably; and now, with my help, she is beginning to enjoy Reynald’s morning floggings, although she still has to grow accustomed to this ‘perineum bondage’ and to an occasional visiting noble libertine or prelate whipping her breast in that posture. I also had the time to explain to her the advantage of having one’s legs parted by the iron stretcher bar when being struck directly up into the cunt. This she has never experienced, but she told me that yester evening in the Second Precinct, she managed to orgasm more satisfyingly than ever before.
      I think she will make a dedicated, submissive slave, as long as she can surrender her body to the whip and instruments without doubting her sexual competence. In a way I’ll be sorry to depart from her, for she rather resembles Mildred, and as Slave 119 will certainly make progress. The only reticence she seems to have is the prospect of being hung by the roped breasts to undergo flagellation, but I assured her that she would be allowed to have her toes on the flagstones, at least to start with, only at a later stage finding herself hoisted higher. She does not seem convinced by my comforting words but promises to do her best. So much for one of the few at Orgival to whom I have taught something.
      Then I watched Marie-Claire’s tempting buttocks swaying as she departed. Once again I licked off the trembling Bette, who wept at the same time as her neat vulva gushed out her spend that tastes like honey, so different from Therèse’s that’s meagre and tart. Again, I’m almost in love, as with my Larissa!
 
24 July and still 1656, their calendar being, I assume, the same as ours in England
 
      The sun had barely crested the horizon when my preferred slave handler came for me and, bidding a final farewell to Bette and even giving a nod to the other slave girls and the two youths, I followed the delicious Larissa up the winding stairwell and out into the front courtyard. This quad was very different from that to the rear of the house! Moreover, it was for once devoid of phaetons and horses but not of a strange-looking cart, harnessed to a single gelding; obviously I did not merit a carriage for my conveyance hence to Rouen. My ideas of having at least a roof over me speedily evaporated, but to see that it was not the demoted Thibaut but Floris who was to be the driver revived me somewhat. And all the more so when Larissa told me that she would be accompanying him. This was a pleasure beyond all expectation.
      She gave me a rough cloak of sacking to cover me and a couple of cords, one of which she fastened to my throat strap to hold the rank material up, the other about my waist, after which she bade me mount the wain and sit against the side while she chained my ankles together, linking the end to a hook in the floor. My wrists were clipped to the back of my neck, together with my beloved diary that she slid into the strap under my tresses. Then furtively she placed some crusts and a water flask by me to sustain me on the way.
      “But, Larissa chérie, how can I partake of this with my wrists tied?” I asked her by way of thanks.
      “Floris will stop now and then to let you relieve yourself and he’ll free an arm. And, pour l’amour de Dieu, do what he says and don’t try any tricks. In principle he has the right to tie you to the spokes of the wheel and flog you, but I doubt he’ll do that as you’re meant to arrive whiter than white. Yes, I know you won’t quibble at being stretched on a wheel or hung from a nearby tree for a beating, but I don’t think it’ll happen, which disappoints me, for I adore watching you being flogged! And I doubt he’ll let me lick you off. But he’ll want to sluice into one or more of those appetizing potholes of yours, as he’ll do with me. All the same, don’t forget he has a horsewhip with him.” She gave me an enchanting smile. “O, Janet, I’m so glad I’m going with you! It took some convincing – and a lot more in her bed – to get Francine to agree…” And, since no one was in the vicinity, she gave me a hug and, passing a finger over my clitoris, kissed me.
      Once the valet had appeared, he and Larissa, both fully dressed for the journey, mounted the driving seat and we moved off out of the gates into the first rays of the risen sun. I felt saddened that neither Francine or Magnus, nor the beautiful Marie-Claire, took the trouble to see me depart. Had Gilles been present, I’m sure he would have risen from his silken sheets, at least to wish me a pleasant journey or, if not pleasant, at least uneventful. I think it was he, although still abroad in England, I was going to miss the most on leaving Orgival. 
      Something I overheard Francine saying to Marie-Claire a day or two before my departure did hint that the husband was fully aware of the darstardly desertion that had taken place, and might well have returned to use his influence with the Dragoon marshal who could call on local troops and the octroi to track the fugitives down. This meant that he might have left Maveringham to assist with the search. Who knows? Maybe I might see him again…
 
      “The journey,” Floris told me, seeming pleased to be out of Orgival, “will take four days, or less if we press on into the night. I’ve done it many times before. We have to follow the river some of the way and stop near Mantes la Jolie and Les Andelys. As for Rouen, we’ll skirt the town – that’s where you English bastards finished off not a Janet but our Jeanne d’Arc,” he added, as though I had been responsible for her hearing Voices. “But you’ll arrive safely, for sure, and Madame Sandrine’s waiting for you. And if I’m right, I think you’re going have a shock when you get there. Now, no more chat,” he said to Larissa who had not opened her mouth (but was sure to do so later for him and for other reasons than speech). “We’ve a way to go, some fifty leagues, and this damn gelding takes his time. We’ll stop three times for the night and the whore can sleep on the cart where she is. And maybe I’ll give not just you, Larissa, but both of you, a nice swig of spunk as a nightcap. But,” he added warily, this time to me, “if I do spunk you, whore, you’re not to say a word either at Beausite nor when, or if, you ever get back to Orgival, otherwise I’ll take you down to one of the whipping precincts and skin your arse raw. Understand, bitch?”
      From this banter, which I vaguely understood, I gathered I had to be in good condition on arrival.
      And so the long trek passed, he and Larissa together at night under the cart – what took place down there I can only guess from the groans and screeches as I tried to sleep. Curiously I was neither molested nor whipped, which puzzled me, not that I was in any mood for either. Probably he had indeed orders to deliver my body, my sex prong, nipples and the rest in precisely the same state as on departure.
 
28 July 1656
 
      The arrival at Beausite was less exciting than I had anticipated. It was late afternoon when we stopped before the pair of wrought iron gates. Leaving the cart outside on the gravel drive, my two custodians made me descend and, releasing my wrists, told me to straighten out my folds of sacking, thereafter leading me up a driveway into a palisaded courtyard (I quail again to write that word), sheltered under aspens and yews, a shrubbery opening on to the great house ahead. Though austere, the half-timbered walls, that Larissa told me were typical of Normandy, reminded me of some country seat in England, except that here I was confronted not by a chaste stately home but another of Francine’s slave holdings, this one, as I say, called by the name of what it was externally – Beautiful Site – but no doubt less beautiful within.
      A sharp jerk on the lead fixed to my neck strap – for once, not to my septum ring or one of those threaded through my labia or teats – made me halt before a broad flight of steps leading up to a pillared portico. There before the archway, in the shade, stood a woman, clad in corduroy breeches rising from riding boots, a silken bodice open well down her front. I noticed one of her jewelled hands resting calmly on the balustrade, the other, as I might have expected, caressing the haft of what we slaves know as a tawse, originally, Gilles had told me during the voyage across the Channel, a French word and now English for a broad length of leather, slit into strips at the end. A pair of buttocks, I well knew, does not forget a tawse.
      The figure facing me in the solemn entry could be none other, I guessed, than Mistress Sandrine, in charge of a bevy of female slaves, who were much sought after by the roués of Rouen and others dwelling in the rich mansions scattered around. Her chestnut-brown hair, drawn back to a bow behind a strong neck, framed a hard-featured face, heavy-lidded eyes gazing down at Floris and me.
      Forthwith I curtsied as respectfully as my length of burlap allowed, feeling unwashed and reeking of sweat – and other fluids that had seeped out of me as I listened enviously to Larissa’s nightly whimpers under the cart as she was taken in her lower vents, along with slushings when she sucked Floris’s erection.
      The commanding presence before me was not one that aroused my spirit and, as she continued to look me over, glancing back over her shoulder now and then as if expecting someone to join her, I found myself comparing her with other women I had encountered in my time of slavery – Lady Elizabeth, my first owner in England, who always held herself with a gracious elegance that seemed absent here; and then that cruel madonna, Honorine, at Winscome; Francine, to whom as slave chattel I presumed I still belonged; Marie-Claire, flaunting breasts like my own, each feature lending her an appearance of vicious power; and even Larissa standing behind me, with her head of cropped hair and a body like that of a youth… each woman seemed less malignant than this slave mistress with an air of dominating all that confronted her.
      “While we wait for our worthy guest to come down,” her heavily accented English sounded gravelly and mean, “strip yourself naked, whore. Remove that obnoxious sacking so that I may take stock of your flesh, which I am told is lavish and most suitable for healthy, hard flagellation.” The order did not distress me, for I was only too eager to rid myself of the filthy garment that had enshrouded me for so long, but at the same time I was loath to reveal my body in the state it was, unkempt and covered with sweat, dirt and also abrasions where the corse burlap had chafed my buttocks. “Strip off, slattern,” she repeated viciously.
      Larissa helped me to unknot the cords and discard the sacking. As she did so – may she be ever remembered for this – she grabbed my diary from the neck strap and enfolded it in the rolls of jute which, it seemed, were to remain with me at Beausite, why, I had no idea. “We’ll retrieve it later,” she muttered.
      Then I deliberately pointed at the Slave Mistress my breasts and their already ‘tumescent nipples’ – another of dear Gilles’ essential prerequisites when about to beat them with the quirt – and drew in my belly, hoping, despite my filth, I appeared acceptable and erotic enough to receive what she had mentioned, a healthy, hard flagellation, and hopefully more, depending on what a new arrival was entitled to in this Norman hideout. If only I could express myself better in French to save her from striving in English…
      Aloof and austere, the woman looked me up and down, ordered me to turn and then face her again.
      “So, it would seem you’ve not been flogged for some time, faggot,” she remarked, alluding to what probably was an unusual state for a slave in her custody. “Good. But the stock whip will remedy that anon.”
      I hoped Floris, having spared me the cart lash throughout the journey, would reply and explain that Mistress Francine wanted me to arrive as undamaged goods – for reasons that also escaped me. But about to speak, he was halted by what was, at least for me, one of the greatest surprises I think I have ever had.
      Who should come out of the entrance hall but Gilles de Clavaux!
      He gave me a disarming smile, at the same time kissing Sandrine’s hand. I stared spellbound at the tanned, sharp-bearded features, my cheeks and neck flushing scarlet, my strength ebbing away. With my knees growing weak, my hands moist with sweat, I felt my vagina clench and then secrete its first juices that had gathered within me. Seeing him in those tight riding breeches and spurred boots, the silken, full-sleeved blouse rippling in the evening breeze, I tried to remember when it was I had fallen victim of love at first sight and how, each time I saw him or even thought of him, I was smitten by his good looks. Ah, the way his satiny groin bulged as his phallus thickened when, at Maveringham, he used to watch me being chained naked before him to receive the whip! And there under the porch I imagined his superb shank of purple-veined meat gouging my three tunnels of pleasure in turn… And his prolific gift of thick, creamy semen filling my mouth… I almost fainted with erotic yearning.
      Regaining my senses, it occurred to me that, having learned of my untrustworthy sisters’ escape, he had evidently made the journey from Maveringham and Elizabeth’s bed to console Francine and help in the search. But why then was he here, leagues distant from Orgival? Had he halted just for the night at this other of the de Clavaux establishments before continuing on? And how was it his manner was so leisurely, so relaxed? And further, had he been present at Beausite while I had been journeying hither? If so, surely he should still be roaming the countryside between here and Orgival or combing the roads to Paris.
      “So, we meet anew, Janet,” he said, also greeting Floris and Larissa, both bowing courteously. “I am right glad to see thee once again.” With that, he stepped forward to raise my bosoms in his hands, gazing down at their bulk, probably surprised to see them devoid of whip welts and the tong’s contusions. Breasts, as I have told you, companionable journal, are for him by far the most attractive part of a slave’s body. Then, after squeezing the engorged teats and passing a finger through the rings, he turned to his hostess.
      “Do you not think, Sandrine, it would be well to have this delicious thing cleaned up and made more presentable, particularly considering the surprise we have in store for her? Quite apart from what I may inflict on her later, I should like her to be in flawless condition before entering the dungeon.”
      Presuming I was to become painfully acquainted with the cellars of Beausite or whatever the manor’s foundations had ‘in store’ for a newcomer, I did desperately want to be cleansed before being put to the whip and, no doubt, undergo a bout of erotic torture, as was his custom at Orgival. In any case, it was now some time since I had been thrashed and persecuted. If it was de Clavaux himself who was to show me the chambers below and use me, I could not ask for more. To service him after a flogging, however exhausted I might be and whichever of my entries he chose to use, was for me the supreme reward of being a slave. As to Beausite’s contents underground, they probably would not fall far short of those at Orgival.
      But the mistress of Beausite merely nodded, summoning from within the hallway a young, veiled woman in black stockings, high-heeled court slippers and little else, apart from, I did notice with a qualm of anxiety, a thick, plaited scourge that was hooked, as is the custom, to a belt sloping across her broad pelvis.
      “See to her, Florence,” Sandrine said in French, slowly so that I could understand. “Clean the body thoroughly, inside and out, and then strap the usual flogging cincture – the broad one - over the lower back so that she’s not damaged there during the celebration Monsieur de Clavaux wishes to organize.” Then, addressing her illustrious visitor whom she seemed to know intimately, she added, “I suppose, Monsieur, this slut from your other abode can take a hundred lashes from the triple-thonged slave whip, half and half?”
      Assuming she meant front and back, I looked at Gilles, hoping it might be he who would flog me and, knowing me well, would pause now and then to bring me off, in the way he was wont to do.
      De Clavaux nodded, confirming he would do the whipping. “Only a hundred? More, if necessary, Sandrine, for with this slave I start fairly mildly until she’s hotted up and then really lay into her. Quite apart from the spendings the whip stirs up in her vagina – like you in the past when you were among our finest pieces of flogging flesh, before your promotion – this one’s body responds admirably to pain and to the pleasure that ensues. I know of few females who fuck like this one in the wake of a resolute whipping.”
      Enchanted by the man’s compliment, which was true, and surprised that the woman had risen from the ranks, I glanced at Sandrine to judge her reaction. Her lip had curled with a look of arrogance, making me wonder whether she in her time of slavery had known the euphoria of being flagellated and used by de Clavaux himself. For, if anyone could bring a woman to orgasm under the scourge, it was he. I assumed the session would be by way of a rite of passage into Beausite and as such would make my recent, weary journey well worthwhile. Thus I would not regret leaving Orgival.
      My veiled escort, Florence (the name strangely kindred to Floris), then addressed me, in French.
      “Follow me, slave-whore,” I think she said, these underlings loving to use such terms as putain d’esclave to those more lowly than themselves. She hauled on the leash she now attached to my nipple rings, drawing my ‘milking paps’, as she called my fabulous breasts, together and out from my chest. Thereafter, receiving a brutal tug, I was led into the house to traverse a marble-tiled hallway and corridor leading to a washroom with a slanting laundry slab in its centre. In silence, the woman made me stretch out, face down, over the grooved scrubbing stone and went to work, turning me over, once my back was decent, to concentrate on my foreparts, and rinse my hair. Her final attention was devoted to my fork, for which she had me draw aloft my parted legs to allow her to deal directly with all between pubis and coccyx. The flushing out of my groin and polishing of my cunt rings excited me greatly and set me leaking, but she made no comment, not even on my outer labia, their length always intriguing those who take a hand in preparing my luscious body. Though regretting it was not Larissa scouring out my orifices, I found this creature Florence most competent; even when peeling back the hood off the clitoris, she avoided rousing me further.
      After fastening my wrists to the rear of my leather collar, she led me back to the vestibule and halted me before a handsome portal, where, my flesh shining like a Roundhead’s drawn sabre, I wondered what was afoot. I do admit, understanding journal, as I write this later in the day, I was quivering with excitement.
      Finally, de Clavaux, whom I supposed was still my ‘slave master’, arrived with Sandrine and Larissa, both freed of most of their clothing. All three commended me on my appearance, after which the Slave Mistress with a gesture of her service flogger instructed Florence to unlock the doors of the descent to the cellars where I supposed I was, as usual, to be bound, brutalized and beaten to the blood – soaring through one climax to the next. Being made to loiter is, of course, one of the ways of priming a naked slave.
      As I waited for the door to screech back, I wondered again what Floris had meant by my having a ‘shock’ here at Beausite, and why de Clavaux was present. I assumed the valet’s remark referred to the infamous stock whip, Gilles’s presence auguring his use of it on my breasts. I would find out soon enough.
      “Now, let us go down,” Sandrine announced, taking a lighted candle from her assistant. “I shall lead the way, Monsieur, and the three girls can follow you, if you agree.” How Larissa had been allowed to accompany us thus far and all the way from Orgival, truly baffled me but I was delighted she was there. “Watch the steps,” the Slave Mistress warned us, “for they are steep. And,” she glanced at me, following on behind Florence, “you, slag, may like to see our disciplinary cells where we seek to correct some of the failings and vices noticed among our slaves. I believe only one is occupied at the moment, Florence?”
      “Yes, madame, by Number 51, for misconduct. She spat in her gruel and cursed the maid.”
      “Alas, Monsieur,” the half-clad but, to my mind, generously fleshed overseer lamented over her shoulder to de Clavaux, “such things happen, even here. But the slut will not do the same again. You will notice that our punishment cavities are similar to those at Orgival, except that we prefer barred gates to those unmanageable oaken doors, even if yours have a judas by which the slave can be kept under observation. We find that the rods allow the guard or wardress on duty to have a constant eye on the penitent while she is under correction. We also use these crypts for those in menstruation – which is rare here – in which case the whippings are doubled, for disrupting normal service.”
      “Indeed I recall the decision,” the man replied, feeling his way down the steps. “It would be useful, Sandrine, to show our Janet – and Larissa too – a disciplining cell, if you have one currently occupied.”
      “With pleasure, Monsieur. As you will see in a moment, the delinquent can either be hung from the hook in the vaulting or else chained against the iron entrance portal. The latter position allows the guard merely to open the gate to deliver the routine floggings without having to foul his boots in the sodden straw. Use of a rodded gate is not, Monsieur, the way Madame Francine sees things at Orgival, as you know. She prefers having the body outstretched against the wall, with the metal band locked round the throat, over the neck strap. And, again as you know, her culprits are usually hooded up, with a tongue depressor thrust into the maw. Such items, of course, reduce the groaning and shrieking when the carriage whip is used, and can be removed when the delinquent is being questioned. We are thinking of adopting the same procedure here.”
      Feeling ill at ease, I wondered what Larissa was thinking, only to remind myself that she must have seen much the same at Orgival in her current function there as an assistant. At the mention of the carriage whip, I was surprised that Floris was not with us but no doubt he was being recompensed for his fidelity by being allowed to use not Larissa but a scullery maid, in a stall next to where his gelding was stabled. Anyway, he no doubt had first-hand knowledge of the cellar and its range of methods of inflicting pain.
      Doing my best not to allow the hobble chain attached to my ankle straps to hinder my progress or cause me to stumble, I was pleased when we gained the lower passageway where a further candle in a wall bracket shed more light on things. It was then that we reached a row of what I took to be the ‘correction cells’. Before one dark cavity, Sandrine paused to show us – or rather me – the body of a naked, gagged girl stretched out against the gate of metal bars, one of the struts splitting her welted buttocks apart so that they bulged out either side into the passageway. “We turn the body round every few hours,” the Slave Mistress added, “so that we can wrench out the breasts and chain them together this side of the bars. Thus both sides of the body can be whipped without the duty flogger having to enter the cell. We find this most convenient.”
      Immediately, I felt my cunt pucker, the clit shrinking like a frozen button, for the naked body on the gate had been severely whipped, probably both sides, although, since she faced inwards, I could not see the breasts or belly. But I observed the chain dangling from a teat ring for bondage when the body was reversed.
      To my surprise, Sandrine reached in and wrenched the lolling head back to the bars by the hair.
      “Enjoying it, 51? Let this be a lesson, once again, to behave in the refectory,” she said, if I understood the hoarse voice. “And let’s have less playing with your clit ring too when you’re at table. The next time, we’ll have you staked out in the courtyard for the crows to peck at those greasy tits. So watch your step.” The warning was familiar to me, as a grunt of remorse or protest came from the plugged mouth.
      We moved on further into the candlelit depths until the Slave Mistress halted to unbolt a heavy, studded door – this time as at Orgival – and invited us to enter. Gilles smiled and ushered me in, as he did that night, now so long ago, when he welcomed me into that upstairs bedroom in the Marais brothel in Paris. But this round, windowless chamber, lit by a lanthorn suspended from the low, vaulted canopy, was very different from Francine’s rich boudoir; there was no pungent fragrance of jasmine and lavender – just the reek of sweating flesh, amid spirals of smoke rising from a brazier, set to the side of a stone platform.
      What my startled eyes then saw will, I think, remain for all time engraved in my memory.
      Mildred and Veronica hung totally nude, oiled and striated with lash marks. Despite the heads being confined in a leather mask with eye holes, and an iron frame crossing over the mouth, I recognized them at once. Their arms were stretched to hooks above by chains that ran through a block with a double sheave and thence to the rear wall. The legs were fully parted by other restraints. Only the rise and fall of the would-be deserters’ breasts confirmed the two wretches were still breathing.
      “There they are, Janet.” The voice, de Clavaux’s, seemed to come to me as though from far beyond the vault. “Captured by the Rouen militia while trying to scrounge a passage to Honfleur on a fishing boat. And dressed as nuns in vestments stolen from or given them by some convent or other,” – even if the robes had concealed their slave rings, I tried hard to imagine the two of them in religious garb! – “but you see, what pure folly it is for a slave to try to escape her lot in life, depriving an owner of her rightful property. Why don’t you welcome your colleagues? I’m afraid they’ll not be able to reply, for their hoods have a metal brank holding down the tongue - items I’ve had brought by Floris from Orgival, on loan, one might say, from our obliging Magnus. They can see through their hood and are surely glad to set loving eyes on you again. So greet them, for after all they are compatriots of yours.” His irony distressed me mightily.
      Dear diary, I almost collapsed to my knees at the unexpected spectacle and it took both Florence and Larissa to hold me up. I could not bring my parched larynx to utter a word. My throat was dry as a bone, my goose-fleshed body enveloped in a cold shroud of dismay. I felt like a corpse I’d once seen in London stricken by the plague. And then I remembered when I too, with Mildred, had been captured. What a poor fool she was to attempt it again and this time with a bitch no one could trust… I felt like lying down and crying my heart out, that is if, as they often used to tell me at Orgival, I still had one left. Instead, I looked at Sandrine but saw little of her expression, for she had drawn down the veil over her hard features; then, since Larissa and Florence didn’t count, I turned to de Clavaux – only to receive a distant smile. To my delight, I have to confess, I saw him take in hand Sandrine’s offer of her tawse, while she bade Florence pass her a riding crop from among the chamber’s weapons hanging on the wall. The plaited length of leather creaked as she bent it in her hands. Only too well did I know what was about to take place.
      “Now, we shall flog your erstwhile sisters, Janet,” the bearded one confirmed, stripping himself of his silken blouse, “which should give you pleasure, since we all know from the Marquis de Bressigny that your sisters decided to forsake you. As you can see, they have already been well thrashed and I do not wish to imagine what my dear wife, along with Magnus and Marie-Claire, will do to them, once our devoted valet Floris has lugged them back to Orgival. So this now is not to punish them for desertion – that I leave to Francine – but rather because they played you false, and left you partly to pay also for their offence.”
      I could hardly believe what I was hearing. True, it was on account of the breakout that I had suffered that terrible stint clamped in the breast-frame and was now reduced to serving at this Beausite place. But perhaps it had been worth it, for here was I standing next to Gilles, of all people, and facing my villainous sisters. Unhesitatingly I agreed – forgive my contemptible meanness, dear diary – an unmitigated flogging might prove invaluable for the pair of them, as long as they knew the reason for it. And I said so to Gilles.
      “Certainly I shall tell them, and with pleasure, for I cannot bear perfidy, anymore than can my Francine and Monsieur de Bressigny, who admires your body and your intelligence.” He let me digest that and then added, “Perhaps you yourself would care to flog these two obstreperous whores after we’ve had our turn, for I believe you have the makings of a future slave handler, like our Larissa here. Moreover, Lady Postell at Maveringham agrees, and sometimes tends to regret relinquishing you to my dear spouse …”
      “Lady Postell!” I stammered, disturbed to hear the name of someone to whom I had been disloyal. As to wielding a whip, I felt myself unqualified to try my hand at that: my raison d’être was to receive it.
      “Yea, she indeed. And by the way, you will not remain here. It has been agreed to return you to England. Whether you like it or not,” – this was, I think, the first time my views were even considered to exist – “you will serve again at the Postell manor and, now and then, at the town house in London. Moreover, although Orgival will regret losing her, we have agreed to our Larissa here being also transferred to Maveringham, or rather into Lady Postell’s care, where there is a place for her and her competence. Her price is being added to the cost of the arms being shipped from us to your embattled Royalists.”
 
      Beloved journal, I can hardly continue to write, recalling how astonished and overjoyed I did feel by what he said. It was as if my prayers, which I have lately, I admit, omitted to say, had been heard and granted, if not by heaven, at least by our Great Protector who is meant to harken to them too. The thought of having Larissa with me left me speechless and, although the girl smiled, I had the feeling she already knew of the arrangement. I almost thought of kissing Gilles – and Larissa – but this was not the moment for effusions of exultation, but I could almost see her among the elms and sycamores beyond the lawns at Maveringham and the expression on dear old Mercer’s face at seeing her again – although probably he also knew she was coming. As for Mary Stockton, I trusted she had been retired off or at least had been put out to pasture.
      “Hence,” de Clavaux continued, “I have thought of calling off the session planned for tomorrow. But we shall still leave at the same time as these two vile whores are carted back to Orgival for their official punishment.” He emphasized the word, I regretting the cancellation of what had been a promised whipping.
      His and Sandrine’s scourges were now at the ready, Gilles strolling to take his place to the rear of the tensioned bodies, the Slave Mistress measuring her whip-swing by trailing the tip of her crop over Mildred’s belly. But the man continued to speak, at the same time unbuttoning the flap of his silken breeches and bringing out an already stiffened cock. “I shall take you back, Janet, along with this little French tart of yours, in Madame Francine’s coach as far as Fécamp where Mercer will meet us, and thence, as long as the sea is calm, over to Deal in England. You remember Mercer? Well, it’s he who’s also arranging to have us conveyed in Lady Elizabeth’s phaeton to London. How does that suit you?”
      Lost for words of gratitude, I tried to smile, not only at the prospect of returning to my beloved country with him and Larissa but more importantly at having, I assumed, been forgiven for falling short of Elizabeth’s expectations. At the same moment, I was surprised it was to London rather than to Maveringham we were bound. But I supposed such was his wife’s decision. I could almost sense the smell and hustle and bustle of my home city, and wondered what awaited Larissa and me on arrival.
      Thereafter I was propped up in a corner of the cellar where I could behold what was about to be inflicted on my former sisters. When it began, I was surprised how little noise, apart from the hiss and thud of the whips, arose from the two delinquents. True, they were firmly gagged but I had expected something more than smothered groans, for the simultaneous floggings, both fore and aft, were laid on with prodigious force and lasted a long moment. For me, the scene was such as to bring me to my usual state of erotic euphoria as when I myself am flagellated.
      Not only had Gilles’s cock risen to its full height, the veins pulsing delectably down its length, but the slit in the helm, cleared of foreskin, was already exuding a string of liquid that to me seemed utter wastage. He concentrated, I noticed, mainly on the two sets of buttocks, while the veiled woman’s crop lashed the victims’ forward areas with equal force. The punishment continued until the couple of slim bodies ceased to shudder, I meanwhile folding one thigh over the other to restrain myself from coming.
      The sweating Slave Mistress then had the pair lowered by Florence and Larissa, ordering them to drag the sluts to the rear wall and stretch them out, again face forward. With professional skill, no doubt the fruit of her training at Orgival, Sandrine then hooked short lengths of chain to the outer rings of each slave’s vulva folds, passed the links round the thighs and clipped the ends to a hasp set in the head of an anal dildo – it was when she wrenched the hips round that I saw the rear plugs; they had been inserted really deep in the hind orifice. This was for me nothing new nor for Veronica, whose rectum was trained to house anything that was rammed into it. But Mildred seemed too fatigued to react either to the cunt chains or to the spigot.
      The beatings then took up again, the overseer’s crop now dealing directly with each sex crotch in turn, de Clavaux’s tawse flaying the breasts – those slack, flaccid bags he infinitely preferred to flog.
      To my relief, I was I not invited to participate in the whippings, which I think was just as well, for in my brief coma, I had decided to forgive both of my former colleagues. When finally I was led back up to the hallway, leaving them behind, silently I had the magnanimity to wish them bon voyage to where they rightly belonged. The arrival at Orgival after the journey along the long, tranquil river Seine would not be pleasant for them. On my side, I dreaded yet another channel crossing. That was even worse than receiving the tawse.
 
29 July I believe and the great day of departure onward to the coast
 
      Having passed several delicious hours upon silken sheets in Gilles de Clavaux’s chamber, Beausite’s guest room, I awoke to find myself alone, my wrists no longer chained to the headboard or the ankles to the posts at the foot of the bed. After rising, somewhat painfully, and cleansing myself, a maid led me down to a sunny breakfast room where she served me what I considered a copious and well-earned meal that indeed broke my fast most agreeably. I had never been treated in all my slave days with such consideration.
      Thereafter I was able to scribble this account in you, my patient diary, the book and writing lead having been handed back to me by Larissa; she appeared, wreathed in smiles, to confirm again that she would be accompanying me to England. Apparently the decision had been taken by our businesslike Francine, although her husband must, I thought, have been consulted.. I could hardly believe our good fortune, for to leave behind this short-cropped head of hair and delicious body would have been a loss hard for me to bear.
      Somewhat taken aback by the welts our master had brought forth on my body, the girl attended to them most gently, questioning me on what had happened last night. To be honest, all I could tell her fell far short of the incredible pleasure I had received during that heavenly, candle-lit night, stretched out naked upon his luxurious bed. As she wanted to know every detail of my encounter, I tried to recount how he had caressed my entire body, commenting on each feature, prior to taking up his whip. By raising my head a fraction, I had watched him strip off completely and use his superb cock’s precursory liquid to souse the thongs. Then he had given me one of the most ferocious, but gratifying, flagellations I have ever received.
      “Where did he start on you?” Larissa wanted to know, as she stood listening in a beam of sunshine.
      “Over my thighs and belly. Then he worked up the midriff,” – I drew a finger over the sombre marks scored across my rib cage – “before lashing the breasts…” I did my best to explain that he liked me to buck and writhe, to the extent the chains allowed any movement at all, and tug desperately on the four lengths of links restraining me. The more tensed I became, I told her, the harder did he whip the rods of muscle contracting along my limbs and those on my rigid abdomen, and how I feared my sweat and the outpour from my engorged vulva were, alas, saturating the priceless sheets.
      “Quite so,” she said, as one who, previously as a maid, had spent endless hours of drudgery at the scrubbing slab, “as long as one doesn’t bleed. Blood’s hard to get out of sheets. So, then? Go on.” I noticed her hand descend to that neat crotch of hers. The impatient questioning was accompanied by a quite discernable swelling of her tempting teats that I wouldn’t have been averse to taking into my mouth or, what we had done so often, having her rub them, each in turn, over my clitoris. But what if Sandrine entered…?
      “What did he say when you spent?”
      “He’s not one, dearest, to quibble when you come under the scourge. He’s not like Magnus and Marie-Claire who make you wait until they are ready to discharge. You would have enjoyed it!”
      “With him?” she pouted. “I’ve never had the privilege, like you, of being used by such a one. The most I’ve had the right to in my slave days at Orgival, Janet, was from valets, occasionally from Magnus and those accursed guests. I envy you, I really do. Do you think in England I’ll be put to the whip and…”
      Very suddenly, the door of the morning room leading from the passageway opened and there was Gilles himself, fully clad for travel. He was accompanied by a weary-looking, still half-attired Sandrine.
      Without greeting either Larissa or me, the Slave Mistress announced that Floris had just left with my two colleagues for the return to Orgival. Wondering whether I would ever see them again, I was saddened not to have been given the chance of bidding the sordid sluts even a modest adieu.
      Our escort – or I should say, our owner – seated himself at the table and took a pinch of snuff. I had to admit he looked no worse for wear after the energetic night spent with me.
      “I bid you good-day, Janet,” de Clavaux on his part did acknowledge my existence, as he gave my body and the previous evening’s welter of whip marks a passing glance of approval. And again he had used my name! “We have a slight change in plans. I have decided to organize with Sandrine’s help and by way of thanking her for receiving us so hospitably, a little gesture of farewell before we leave.”
      He leaned back, pushed my diary aside and crossed his booted legs on the table top. “Early this morning, after seeing Floris and your unhappy sisters off, I visited the stables where the Beausite slaves are kept. Sandrine here prefers to have her brood lodged in separate stalls outside the house, for propriety’s sake. Here,” he went on, “all the inmates are females but probably not of your class, though one or two are quite attractive. We have chosen a relatively sturdy, well-fleshed girl, not unlike you in stature, to partake in a flogging contest with you. Sandrine assures me that this… what’s her name, my dear? ah, yes, Rosaline or Slave Eleven, one who takes – and apparently wields – the bullwhip well. Here she’s a prospective candidate for promotion, having in some former slave farm been trained also to use the tawse.”
      The very mention of the terrifying article that had been used on my doomed sisters the previous night perturbed me greatly, but not so much as the ‘contest’ he had in mind. Had I heard him correctly?
      “I also met again,” he continued, “Sandrine’s assistant, a reliable-looking fellow, called Vincent. He’s in charge of the stables and slave pens, and also of greeting the Beausite visitors, several who have just arrived, apparently most eagerly, from nearby residences to attend the event, no doubt staying on after our departure to participate in a little slave torture to be organized later tonight. Am I right, Sandrine?”
      “Indeed, monsieur. Many of our members are keen on combats and like to bet on the contestants.”
      “So, Janet,” my bearded favourite went on, “we’re going to have you compete with this Rosaline creature. True, a morning encounter may not have the same attraction as one held in the evening, but we must be on our way. I’m sure, knowing you, it will give you great pleasure. Sandrine has arranged for it to take place in the slave shed. Now, Mistress, you may wish to add a word as to detail, for time advances.”
      “The two of them,” the barely-clothed harpy stated slowly, so that I fully understood my fate, “will fight, facing each other, cunt-naked,” – a new term, as far as I’m concerned – “the right ankle attached by a short chain to a stanchion in the floor of the shed. The right arm will be freed to wield the whip – we have some real beauties of the best rawhide here, of medium length. The first slave to fall to her knees will be declared the loser. As such, she will later, be hung from the stable’s rafter, receive the stipulated fifty lashes. It is I myself,” she concluded imperiously, “who will administer the penalty…”
      “Of course, should it by chance be my slave,” de Clavaux put in, glancing up and down my body with what I took to be a look of lust, “who gives in first – which I trust will not be the case, Janet – the sentence will be carried out when we arrive at our destination, as we cannot tarry here much longer if we are to meet Mercer’s boat on time at Fécamp and catch the tide.”
      The sullen Slave Mistress raised an eyebrow, as though ruffled, but said nothing as her guest added, “I’m sure you will win, Janet, for the guests are laying wagers, and so have I. You would not dare, I know, to disappoint me. I am betting fifty louis on you.” I began to tremble, conscious of my inadequacy with a whip, and yet at the same time recalling my sudden victory over Mildred that day in the Winscome courtyard, except that there, she had let me win. Such was unlikely with this Rosaline – a tough nut to crack and at the same time seeking advancement.
      “I suppose your wench is right-handed,” Sandrine added, “like our contestant?” To that, I thought the least I could do was to nod. But then she asked a further question that disturbed me profoundly. “And is it your wish, Monsieur, for the encounter, to have their crotch rings weighted with our usual metal lugs?”
      Removing his feet from the table, my owner stood up and, to my intense relief, shook his head. “No. The slave has been sufficiently used in that region for the time being. But do what you think best, Mistress, with your whore. Now, if you think all is ready, and this Vincent of yours has prepared and stationed your contestant, I think we can assemble in the stables and proceed.” He turned to Larissa. “Take our contestant down. And see to it the valet fellow fits her out in exactly the same way as he does the other. No cheating.”
      About to pass through the garden doorway, I motioned to Larissa to take care of my diary, Gilles took me by the arm. “Listen,” he muttered in my ear, “in the state you’re in and without training, you’re not going to win against this mass of muscle. It seems she’s quite one with that sort of scourge in hand. Moreover, she’s on her home ground, seeking advancement, which you are not. So, just do your best. And then we leave.” He gave me an encouraging slap across a buttock and joined his hostess.
      I followed the two, with my Larissa behind me, into the sun and down a pathway that fortunately was not bordered with nettles as at the atrocious Winscome Abbey – and we entered a low-roofed stable.
      To the side of the straw-strewn space, where the unequal match was to take place, sat a few visitors who rose to study my already welted flesh with professional interest before laying their bets with Vincent. The youth noted them on a card he drew from a pocket of his open riding breeches that gave us all a fair view of a brawny phallus. That it was girdled with a knotted leather thong, added to my anxieties.
      De Clavaux and his hostess took their places on a bale of hay, a nervous Larissa standing behind them. The valet and a pleasantly-breasted skivvy – no doubt his assistant and probably his concubine when he was not fucking a slave – proceeded to attach a chain, linked to a planted stake, to my right ankle leather. I realized that I was allowed little chance of manoeuvre.
      It was then that I saw my rival and that frightened me far more than the rest. Only a few paces before me, she was already in position, preening herself, the muscular legs wide apart. Indeed she was hefty enough to intimidate even an experienced opponent, such as Veronica, had she been there instead of me. The oiled torso and a full set of flesh rings flashed as they caught the sunlight streaming in from the doorway and cobwebbed windows. In one hand she already grasped the spine-chilling bullwhip, her other, as was mine, being clipped to the rear of the studded neck strap. Also like me, her nose septum was loaded with a metal circle that dangled over the lips’ cruel curve like a ring in a sow’s snout. My coming defeat was as clear to me as the glint of the false jewel they had pinned in her navel. I felt my spirits and courage sinking like the moon I had seen setting last night beyond the cypresses.
      Beyond where she stood, the rest of the Beausite slaves, staring at me, were chained by the throat to the mangers behind them. There the valet handed me the single strand of bull’s hide; it felt heavy and cumbersome in my sweating grasp and immediately, despite the heat of the stables, I felt my body tense with goose flesh, as it always does at the sight of a scourge. Such was my consternation, dear diary, I almost wished I were in that tumbrel with my doomed sisters wending its way back to Orgival and judgement.
      “Flog, whores!” came the order from the Slave Mistress, more heavy-lidded than before. Almost instantly I heard the hiss of my enemy’s thong. Even now, as I write this, I cannot say which I sensed first – that only too familiar sound of leather rending the air or the blinding pain in my flank and left buttock. The blow almost felled me. Two more lashes sliced into me before I could use my own weapon, only to have my slash deflected by a raised arm – which my dazed eyes noticed was gloved to the elbow! With a fierce backhand, she struck me across the breasts, driving the ringed nipples into my bulges; it was a stroke worthy of Marie-Claire at Orgival who, when in form, could easily split a teat with her riding crop. I nearly passed out. But the cries, or encouragements (?), from the onlookers drove me on, hopelessly outmatched, to try for her groin. Each time I thought I had gained what – now recovering and writing this – Hamlet called ‘a palpable hit’, I received another blistering cut that spattered my sweat out over the stable’s bed of straw.
      I do not intend, patient diary, to try to describe the torment and despair I went through, lash after lash, until I could endure no more, no signs of pleasure in sight, to say nothing of the usual thrill a flesh whipping brings about in me – though my sex slit was oozing, like sap out of a tree in Spring when you lance its bark. She seemed to deprive my muscles of their vitality. As a wielder of a whip, I was an incompetent amateur compared with this ferocious bitch. I think it was mainly my breasts that let me down. To my distress, traces of blood were now colouring the sweat dripping from the teats at each savage lash.
      In desperation, since I was failing de Clavaux, I dared take my eyes off Rosaline for a second – something I knew was dangerous to do – to glance wretchedly across at him. All I received was a glazed stare above Sandrine’s bobbing head, as her mouth slid up and down his gleaming phallus. That, along with the swine’s further lashings up into my sex rings, was too much for me. With a plaintive wail, I slumped to my knees and, dropping my whip, keeled over, my lone hand shielding my vulva and then my breast meat. But my collapse did not halt the flogging – only after emptying his thick load of spend into his hostess’s gullet, did the bearded Frenchie bring the ‘fight’, or rather the massacre, to a close.
 
      Once it was over, de Clavaux approached my sore, prostrate body, turned me over with the toe of his boot and, probably for the benefit of Sandrine, her guests, the servants and startled slaves, blatantly disparaged me. “I thought you would do better than that, trollop. You hardly landed one telling lash on your opponent, did you? I enjoyed watching you being whipped, but if you ever want to advance up the ladder of power at Maveringham, you should learn how to take the initiative and thrash with all your might. Yes, Janet, you have still a long climb before you.”
      Too distraught to claim the contest had been unjust, I found myself consigned to the lissom Larissa to have my blood-flecked flesh treated. For that she laid me out on the mounting block in the yard to smear me with balm, and this amid the cawing mockery of the rooks in the elms and the gaze of several maids huddled at the casements and watching from the house. It had been one of the worst experiences of slavery I have ever had to undergo, tempered only by the presence of my owner and Larissa.
 
 
July 30 Written during a halt made by the coach on the way to what the driver said was Fécamp, wherever that may be
 
      So, I now revert to our departure. I was in no state to partake of the midday meal but, after Larissa and Florence dressed me – once again, in the cloak that, alas, did abrade my flesh abominably, my spirits revived. Despite being made to lie on the floor of the coach between my owner’s boots and Larissa’s slippers, I recalled that previous journey to Paris, during which nothing could have presaged the pleasures and pain awaiting me (and, of course, Mildred), once under the dominance of Francine de Clavaux.
      But now, here was I heading back to my England! I was in state of exhaustion, wondering whether de Clavaux had not changed his mind and decided not to return me to Elizabeth but rather sell me off, for instance, to a portside brothel… One can never be sure of these Frenchies’ ways, however handsome and cocksure they may appear to be. Humming to himself, our escort seemed equally content to be returning to the fleshpots of Elizabeth Postell’s domains. On my side, it took some suspension of disbelief to realize I was returning to our Great Protector’s England that I had missed so much. There at least I could understand the orders given to a slave.
 
      Once we had set out westward in the direction of the coast, my proven ineptitude in handling the whip, together with my condition, did not, however, seem to alter my owner’s attitude towards me nor stand in the way of his fucking me at each halt. If not me, it was Larissa who took my place but for some reason only being used in the mouth. All in all, I think we served him (and also the coachman) rather well, despite my discomfort from the welts and lacerations that had been visited on me twice in that brief and strange sojourn at Beausite. Although I would not have minded finding myself tied on that fancy bed once more, I had no ambition to see Mistress Sandrine or her stables again, and least of all, that revolting whore, Rosaline. May she never be promoted but rot away in the damp straw of that stall of hers, bitch that she is…
 
31 July and still, I suppose, 1656
 
      After spending a brief, uneventful night at an inn outside somewhere Larissa told me was Yvetot, a small township where we were left to sleep in the same barn as the coachman and his horse, we rose early the following morn to trundle on towards that abominable sea I fear so much. To dispel my terror of the crossing and not being permitted to talk while Gilles pored over papers, I thought back to my recent experiences in France: the nocturnal arrival in Paris – that city which Francine had told me possessed over ten thousand prostitutes, like Isabelle and Olivia, working hard in steamy brothels and whipping cellars; the sight of revelry that abounded, the dances, masquerades, dissipations and luxury – all insults to God; the Frenchies’ filthy language that in England the Swearing Laws of 1649 had curbed; the lack of sobriety that reigned at Orgival, along with the irresistible lure of its whipping precincts that luckily rescued me from boredom, as did the guards’ boisterous after-supper floggings and penetrations of us slaves; Marie-Claire’s comment one night to me, ‘Why have pious convictions when you have no morality and come so well under the whip?’… And so much more, dear diary. But now I should turn to the future, not dwell on the past.
      What awoke me from my reveries was a sudden halt, de Clavaux bidding the driver, an evil-looking dog withal, to draw up in the shade of some oaks. Leaning casually against one with low branches, he ordered us two to strip off and prepare to receive the coach whip.
      “We’ll take the skinny one first, Gérard. Use the spare rein or the martingale to hang the body by the
wrists with a bowline, as she has no manacles. Sling her up from yonder bough. Then, Janet,” – this to me, as he took off his jerkin and shirt, “I’ll thrash you, over the breasts. You’d like that, would you not?”
      Folding up my cloak on the grass, I nodded, without daring to look at my colleague who still objected to being perversely treated as a slave. Strangely it was pleasant to be rid of the rough covering, the soft air of summer wafting over my body. And so I stood, close to the coach, as the driver knotted the bridle round Larissa’s wrists, allowing her to grip the leathers without them tightening unduly. That, I thought, was a considerate gesture, and yet, although I know the road through hell is paved with good intentions, I hoped that the tie would not damage her unduly, for I would need her hands to comfort me during the long voyage ahead. The sight of her slender, naked body stretched from the limb of that tree excited me so, that I could not wait for the flogging to commence. She resembled a thin, white stalk of celery, there amid the immense tree trunks and overhanging foliage, or rather, like a forlorn animal about to be skinned. But as one who never tires of watching a nude bint being scourged, I had to keep a tight rein (pardon the pun, sweet journal) on my own erotic reactions. There was something primeval in the way she hung there in the vastness of nature, rather than in a stifling subterranean precinct.
      To my surprise, it was this Gérard flunkey from Beausite who was told to use the coach whip on her sleek nudity, and that he did with evident pleasure but woeful incompetence. At this, Gilles advised him finally to fold the length back to his grasp and lay directly into the shuddering buttock blubber rather than try to encircle the loins. Larissa quavered and blanched, not having had, I suspect, a doubled-up lash before.
      “Slacken that arse, girl,” de Clavaux instructed the victim. “Hast thou forgotten thy training and how to take the scourge? Don’t brace the cheeks. Let the whip have flabby flesh to flog until the orgasm begins. And, Gérard, lay on the lashes less hastily, as surely Master Magnus must have shown thee – we do not sail for yet a night, so take thy time, man.” (I render in English for you, my journal, what was said using the familiar form which, oddly, he rarely employs when speaking to me.) “Let the loins enjoy the pain before tusking the bitch. She’ll come all the more rabidly, being a cheap whore, promoted before her time.”
      The remarks upset me but I knew how men react when directing a flogging. The coachman did as he was told but seemed unable to hold himself back: hardly had he laid on a dozen strokes than the spurts of semen shot out from his cock like grapeshot from a musket, to land on Larissa’s scarlet rump, the dollops sliding sluggishly down over the contusions. For me, as usual, it was a delight to watch but I cannot say whether my new partner came or not. She seemed paralysed with pain.
      But when, at his master’s order, the man drove the whip haft into her anus, I almost accompanied my beloved one into her unbelievably powerful orgasm with one of my own. Flinging her head back and moaning like a lost soul in the Underworld, the thrust made her lurch forward and then sag. The driver released the body, letting it fall and sprawl at the foot of the tree, his master nodding with approval.
      Now it was my turn. The ‘blissed out’ (one of Veronica’s terms) Gérard, was about to suspend me in
like fashion, when de Clavaux, his throbbing, blue-veined phallus in hand, halted him sharply.
      “No, my man,” he ordered, bringing out his heavy scrotum also to swing free. “Release her ankles and wrists. I want this one to take the whip, free of bondage.” I think at that I must have looked more startled than the lackey. “Approach, Janet. Slam your fine buttocks and back against this tree and stretch your arms above you. Part the legs well back on either side of the trunk. I’m going to try you out without you being shackled for once. It will prove your devotion to the whip and the homage you owe to me and the lash.” He paused while I did as ordered, my teats now fully swollen. “I shall now flog and fuck you as never before, by way of a fond aurevoir from our noble France that I’m sure you regret to leave.”
      As I took up the unfamiliar position, I wondered nervously how many further welts across my forefront I could endure, unbound. But de Clavaux came across to me and clutched my breasts. As if we had all the time in the world – with no Mercer’s yawl awaiting us – his right hand slewed aside my cunt rings for the thumb to reach up into my flooded vagina, his middle finger exploring my anus. With all five digits, separated only by my internal membrane, squelching and clenching deep inside me, he looked into my eyes, as though taking possession of my entire being and all its sexual power.
      “It’s seldom a man finds a body like yours,” I heard him murmur, “one that pleases him to the degree yours attracts me. By now, I think you can take a flagellation untethered. That, for me, is a slave at her best. So remain so till I’ve done with you. You’ll spend only when I’ve flogged and filled you.”
      Dearest diary, I did my submissive best. As the coach whip slashed me from arm thews to thighs, after only twenty strokes I crossed that threshold where pain is no longer pain. Ten more and I felt the sleek, velvet dome of his penis parting my ringed labia, at which I thrust my cunt down along its divine length.
      My head thudding against the tree trunk, my finger nails tearing at the bark, I came uncontrollably but luckily at the same time as my bearded owner, squeezing my breasts, filled me with semen. My cries of lust towered into the dense canopy of branches and leaves above me, my belly and breasts flattening as his thorax crushed me. Now I had no fear that, if ever we were to reach Maveringham, the seductive little Frenchie, Larissa, might usurp my reputation as one of the best sex slaves – if not the best – around. I hoped my Lady Elizabeth’s vexation would abate when he shared me again with her in that feathered bed upstairs. My only fear, cautious diary, is that jealousy might rear its ugly head in Larissa…
 
      The rural pause in the woods over, we were hastened back into the coach, Larissa being made to return the reins to Gérard, as he regained his driving seat. Since our cloaks had not been restored to us – they lay in a heap on the floor of the carriage – I could enjoy a further, no less stimulating sight – that of the girl’s tongue swabbing off de Clavaux’s genitals before he packed them away within his silk breeches until needed again. It was indeed pleasing to see her breasts jouncing as she licked his wilting prick and scrotum free of his and my residues, amazing me by almost managing to take both of his balls into her maw! Then, wiping herself clean, she tongued over and into my cunt, slurping up such gobbets of semen she could reach, almost making me come again. She even dared giving me a long kiss that tasted of an amalgam of all the different liquids she had mopped up. Our owner only grinned and turned back to his papers. I sensed that all the travellers, even he up there on the driving bench, and we two, throbbing from the effect of the whip, seemed relaxed and content as we moved off after this halt, the last before arrival at the port of Fécamp. (The word port, let alone that salty sewer that lies beyond, does not sit well with me.)
 
 
First day of August, after halting again, far more restfully but where, alas, I could smell the sea
 
      Standing in their yawl moored at the little harbour quay were Mercer and a crabby coxswain in what seemed to be difficult conversation with two octroi officers. I hardly recognized the Maveringham major-domo in oilskins, for, during my time at the Manor, he rarely wore more than boots, straps and a brief cloak. But there he was – Mercer, my old overseer, he who was always faithful to his calling, if a little brutal at times – punctual with our means of sea transport to England. As Larissa and I descended from the coach, he recognized me – we were by then clothed again – and greeted me not unkindly, his eyes also surveying my companion whose timid smile was enough to stimulate even a cadaver’s cock. Then he saw de Clavaux and, despite the sway of the boat, managed a courteous bow. After a brief discussion with the octroi, who also bowed and then departed, our proprietor dismissed Gérard and the coach, the whip now reverting to its normal function, the mare slowly starting the journey, and that on enviable firm ground, back to Rouen. I regretted to see it leave, for now I was confronted with this damnable mass of heaving water that had to be braved, woe is me, alackaday! De Clavaux bade us mount aboard. Ensuring my cherished diary was safe in the pocket of my cloak, my heart sinking at the prospect of the voyage ahead, I was told to remove my slippers. Barefoot and slipping on the deck, we followed the coxswain, or perhaps he was the skipper, along the slithery boards. God, how I loathe boats and all that goes down to the sea in them!
      To my dismay, the seaman staring at my nose ring, fortunately the only piece of metal visible, we were made to sit against the mainmast where we were roped to its base, ‘so you slags don’t go overboard’, we were told. At that, Larissa began to complain at the way she was being treated. De Clavaux and Mercer took no notice, as the boat was oared out before nightfall for the accursed sail to be set and catch the wind.
      Come sundown and high tide, the hellish vessel forged ahead, rolling and pitching, and sure enough I began to feel seasick, my dread of water returning to plague me. Give me any number of nights chained to an Orgival or Beausite whipping wall and fifty-five lashes, a turn under the flesh tongs and needles, or whatever else they usually inflicted on me – anything rather than this torture by water…
      Being released occasionally to descend below for obvious reasons – and for scant meals that, contrary to Larissa, my retching guts could not possibly share – only increased my nausea. To be thrown against the cabin bulkhead was worse than being tied on deck. I begged to return to the mast which was readily granted, although I felt the coxswain eyeing me again, despite me being ready to throw up. It was Mercer who took pity on me, and yet I still suffered hour after hour, taunted by the screech of those hateful gulls, like the rooks at Beausite, I thought were waiting to peck at my nipples. Not only was I soon drenched with spray but worse still – forgive me, patient diary, for such details – flecked with my vomit, salt spume stinging my whip cuts.
      Although our owner came up now and then, probably to see how I was weathering the elements, he certainly did not comfort me. Larissa, however, seemed thrilled by the voyage, at least so far, and it was not hard to see, even with my jaundiced eyes, smarting with brine, that she had enjoyed something more than a noggin of brandy from Mercer, and no doubt also from the coxswain, when she staggered back on deck. (The thought of brine also reminds me that Sandrine soaked her whips in the same at Beausite, which was enough to make me beware of salt for all time.) And as Larissa wrapped her sodden cloak about her, I could see quite plainly that she had been whipped and, to judge by what was leaking from her lower holes, well squandered, and not just once. That, and her joy to be out for the first time on the high seas, dispirited me further, particularly as she did not even attempt to commiserate with me. I don’t think she grasped what I meant when I said, trying to make myself heard against the wind, that I’d rather be in Charon’s boat ferrying the dead to the Underworld across the Styx, than on this watery abyss. What particularly annoyed me was her remarking she much preferred a salty wave sousing her to having three or four Cavaliers at Orgival masturbating and spending their sour sperm over her tits and face. Well, I suppose each of us has her partialities – mine were to get off this dreadful ketch or yawl or whatever it is called – this floating coffin, as soon as possible, and lie down and die…
 
3 August 1656
 
      And so, damp, smudged diary, the hours passed by on that boundless infinity of squally water under the louring welkin above until today, after a third sleepless night, I saw on the horizon beyond the prow what had to be the chalk cliffs of Deal. At last! They seemed to rise out of the sea like a welcoming embrace.
      The voyage had been horrendous, long and dreary as the month of Lent, until the bow and then the keel ground into the pebbled beach; and there floated the seagulls like guardians of my homeland, greeting me, now with friendly cries, so different from those at Fécamp. After wading ashore through the shallow water, I lay on the wet sand and, though drenched and good for nothing, said a silent prayer. Feeling the fall and rise of that ghastly sea still sickening me, I knew I was as pale as those sheets on Gilles’s bed at Beausite – or perhaps I should say, under the circumstances, white as those escarpments towering above me.
      It was de Clavaux who made Mercer hasten Larissa and me, barefoot – we had left our sodden shoes aboard – across the beach and up a steep pathway cut in the cliff. The wind, no warmer than in France, tore at my locks, my sweet colleague’s being too short to be blown about – and mention of Larissa’s cropped head of hair reminds me of how often I had envied her for that, as it could not in her slave days be used to tie her to a slave hook at Orgival for a whipping. What’s more, it was already dry, the fortunate little bitch!
      Finally we reached the crest of the bluff and, crossing a field, still of dunes but now stippled with beach grass, I saw the phaeton-and-four standing on the sandy pathway, the Postell crest on the door seeming to wink at me as I battled through the gale towards it. And there was Tensdale, Elizabeth’s coachman, looking not a day older, pacing up and down; he must have been there some time, but knowing our date of departure from Normandy and the hours of the tides, would have arrived well in advance. He paid de Clavaux a gracious welcome, as Mercer had done at Fécamp, and nodded to me, seeming surprised not to see me naked and chained, my everyday state at Maveringham – but this was not any day… Then he glanced at Larissa. I cannot vouch that his cock stirred in his leather britches but it may well have done, for she was most becoming, even in the wet, uncouth cloak concealing her delicious body.
      The sun had mounted high over the ocean when everyone was seated in the phaeton, we two having our ankles chained to the floor boards of this further conveyance, but this time surprisingly allowed to sit on the cushions, facing our owner and, next to him, also seeming relieved to be on dry land, a wind-blown Mercer. We were told that we could converse but not caress one another. Surprisingly, our hands were left free and their first duty was to open our capes so that all from neck to knees was displayed before the men facing us, the two exchanging mutterings regarding various features of our bodies, as well they might.
      Something told me that the further journey by road to my original slave holding would not pass without us being taken out and, if not flogged, at least well used by both, if not all three, of the men, and probably in all three entries. As it would certainly be for me to entertain Gilles, I hoped Larissa would again appreciate Mercer’s phallus, as aboard the boat; I had often described it to her previously at Orgival when comparing the erections we serviced there. Naturally, she could not know what might be in store for her on arrival at the Manor, nor for that matter did I. Furthermore, there was the question of her rank, once installed at Maveringham. But I sensed her excitement returning, and was about to describe to her what Elizabeth was like, when with a lurch we set off, Mercer falling asleep and snoring abominably.
      De Clavaux settled back as usual to peruse his accounts and lists of purchases on behalf of the Royalists – although, caveat emptor, I imagined one could never be sure of arms dealers and a Frenchie to boot. But it was obvious that the deposed Charles and his forces, rather than my lionhearted Cromwell, were the beneficiaries of his trade. The thought of our Lord Protector made me wonder, now that I was back in the Commonwealth, if new laws did not preclude one from being the sex and whipping slave to a foreign papist. If that was considered a felony and if her lover wished to use me, I supposed Elizabeth would have to keep him out of sight and me under lock and key. It was for me a question of allegiance to the Lord Protector, on the one hand, and to Lady Postell on the other. I was sure I could live with loyalty and lechery at the same time. And yet I wondered how I would be received at the Manor, even if accompanied by a girl as attractive as this Larissa. But being brought back by de Clavaux must surely have been agreed to with Elizabeth – despite my foolish attempt at escape, which now I do truly regret. I might even be promoted…
      With these considerations in mind, I duly noted down my sentiments at each halt, Gilles elegantly allowing me to do so, again admiring my literacy and perseverance. After one stop at an inn for exercise and nourishment, he asked me to lend him my little book. This I did willingly, there being no adverse remarks regarding him or Elizabeth therein. After leafing through several still humid pages, smiling to himself, he read out portions to the unlettered Mercer, who seemed to enjoy some of the things I had recounted. Gazing occasionally at me and at my ringed cunt, the Slave Master listened attentively, at one point – where I described being breast-whipped in the Orgival stocks – even asking me to enlarge on the punishment. I think Larissa also enjoyed that excerpt which, of course, she recognized, having officiated in that sunlit yard.
 
The seventh of August, the day of arrival at what I thought would be the gates of Maveringham Manor
 
      I have to admit that the gossip during that interminable coach trip was for me a veritable delight, for I learned much from de Clavaux’s occasional conversations with us, or rather his monologues, the gist of which I set down in these few remaining pages of my journal. It is true that on two occasions on our way to London, after being allowed to relieve our bladders, Larissa and I were in turn put to the whip by Mercer, who naturally had ensured the necessary ropes and whips were among the bags of food, books and Gilles’ overnight clothing, installed on the roof of the carriage. Again it was done in an isolated area near, I believe, a place called Chatham. Once the horses had been put out in a neighbouring field, I was relieved of my still sodden cloak and roped by the wrists to the upraised shafts of the coach. The evening air was far cooler than in Normandy but that soon became immaterial, for Mercer flogged me into a length of blazing flesh, my groans even causing the grazing Suffolks nearby to look up in surprise. Of course, I have had hundreds of beatings in my time but somehow this one over my salt-caked skin nearly took me to the limit of my stamina. The short slave scourge lashed me from head to tail, Mercer being urged by de Clavaux to lay into my buttocks and breasts without what he called ‘complaisance’ – whether the man understood what was meant, he certainly lashed me into a string of welts that opened up anew the flesh that Gilles had flogged at the previous stop on the way. I felt myself sagging from the shafts and, since I use that word again, realized I was being shafted again from ringed labia to cervix by de Clavaux’s matchless erection – and, aware of my continued good fortune, I spent violently and gratefully, adding to the spunk already liquefied within me.
      I really cannot render an account of what Mercer thereafter inflicted on the delectably slender Larissa, nor describe what he did to her two lower orifices, but her screams and then the moans told me she had reacted in more or less the same way as I, only that, after lashing her, the trustworthy Slave Master had rammed his whip haft up into the vagina and used it not only to bring her off again but to distend her dividing membrane to pleasure him as he sodomized her rectum. After being released and despite my prostration, she was marvellous to watch. De Clavaux, along with the coachman, seemed to agree, for each was leaning against a tree, the menial masturbating vigorously. As I was not, alas, asked to fellate my owner, I made do with Larissa’s shrieks and, abusing my clitoris, frigged off amid Gilles’s seeping semen.
      Now, as I write this, I think that interlude was one among the more erotic moments of my slave days.
 
Evening of August 8th, traversing the outskirts of London, my beloved hometown
 
      When I realized we were not heading for the Manor, the prospect of meeting Elizabeth elsewhere than in her sumptuous residence, with its casements opening onto the estate, stressed me greatly; but I dared not question de Clavaux, for fear of vexing him, why we were to conclude our journey in the Haymarket rather than out in the sunlit Chilterns, among the meadow-sweet and dark-blue columbine.
      But, as we entered the great city with its evening crowds, its bustling traffic and the cries of vendors, my spirit revived. How had I missed the vigour of my hometown with its smells and even the posses of Roundheads patrolling the streets! I could not wait, to Gilles’ amusement, to point out the edifices and bridges to Larissa. What above all I wanted her to see were those steps and doorway in the Haymarket and the cool interior of the Postell mansion where I had been stripped deliciously naked and engaged in Elizabeth, Countess Postell’s service – sweet heaven, how long ago it seemed.
      And so, the coach drew up before the pillared dwelling of my first owner – for whom I had laboured with such pleasure under Hawkes and the pretty Annie. So excited was I that I could not even speak to Larissa as de Clavaux and Mercer led us up the stairway and into that hallway I knew so well, and thence, despite our condition, into the high-windowed drawing room. The scent of summer flowers almost overcame me, despite the stench of my hessian cloak, Larissa’s being redolent not only of sea water and sweat, like mine but also of less savoury odours that recalled the nauseating reek of that coxswain’s crotch.
 
 
Here I must start on a new page, the occasion of my return being of such moment
 
      “So, there you are, Janet.” The voice came from the silken figure reclining in a high-backed chair, an ivory fan in one hand, lorgnette in the other. Once again I encountered those crystal-blue eyes that I shall recall until my dying day, Elizabeth seeming not to have changed a jot since that fateful night of Mildred’s and my capture on our way to Winscome Abbey. Closing her lorgnette, she rose gracefully to greet de Clavaux, who kissed her hand, receiving in turn a flirtatious caress on his sunburned cheek. Apart from her opening remark, we two were ignored.
      “I’m so glad, Gilles, you have arrived safely,” she beamed. “The journey must have been long and wearying for you, my love – and for you too, Mercer. I’ll see to it, man, you’re rewarded for your work.”
      Seeming conscious of his shabby appearance, the Slave Master bowed, pushing Larissa forward.
      “Thank you, esteemed mistress. May I present what we have bought from Madame de Clavaux.” With a hand on the girl’s neck, he made the purchase kneel (on the boards, not on the carpet), her face grimacing as she was forced down. “This one weathered the voyage well enough, better than the other slut. Both sorely need a scrubbing and their holes purged out – and maybe a welt or two attended to. Is it your wish that Hawkes and Annie take them in hand forthwith, Countess?”
      “Certainly. But first I should like to see what their bodies look like. Have them strip off.” It sounded very much like Sandrine at Beausite. While both of us undid the waist rope, she looked at the septum ring dangling over my upper lip. “I see they’ve added to this one’s appurtenances, Gilles. So much the better. But I notice the short-haired bint has no rings, but that poses no problem for the moment.” Her handsome partner nodded and told me to thrust out my tongue.
      “And I pray you, Liza, note your former possession’s adjuncts. As you know, the stud and ring greatly enhance the effect when she fellates, and also, I presume, when performing cunnilingus – that I wouldn’t know. From what I gather, Francine insists on her slaves being pierced through both septum and tongue. Perhaps you should adopt the same practice on a regular basis, for instance with the other two you have had chained in the cellar, as well as this newcomer here. That is, after you have carted all four of them to the Manor, once the way is safe, to take up service.” We being a couple, the count of four puzzled me.
      Our gracious mistress merely smiled, repeating her order to us to strip, this time to her major-domo and Annie, now also present and, happily for me, still in her service. “Denude them and let us not procrastinate over details. I wish to see the state of their flesh.” Again it could have been Sandrine speaking.
      For me it was pure pleasure to be rid of the rough cloak, stiff with salt, and I suppose it was the same for Larissa. Yet I sensed the girl’s uneasiness as Annie – who gave me a quick, friendly wink by way of welcome – helped us to peel off the pelt that had preserved us during the crossing. It was not, I felt, the prospect of having to present herself naked that distressed my companion, that being a state she was used to, but rather that she was being treated in the same offhand manner as was I – like a common slave.
      It took us only a moment to discard our filthy shrouds, abashed by our despicable nude condition. Larissa glanced nervously at me, at which I gave her a reassuring smile, urging her to do the same as I, for who knows better than I how Elizabeth likes her slaves to stand before her? Our wrists being still free, we raised and grasped them behind the neck in order to heft the breasts aloft. Then we parted the legs according to the custom when facing one’s owner. The elegant one approached the two of us to prod the belly and buttocks with her fan which, given their state, did disconcert me mightily; it reminded me again of a certain 17th of May, the evening of capture after that foiled escape. My previous and now current proprietress again, commented first on me and then on Larissa, as we stood stark-naked before her.
      “Of course, Gilles, I recall only too readily this bulk of flogging flesh, but do you honestly consider the other thing, the skinny strumpet, merits the price we have paid for it? Personally, I would have much preferred a further keg of gunpowder, delivered dry and ready, like the lot that was landed last week at Herne Bay…”
      “Possibly, Liza chérie, but she’s hardly worth that, and anyway that shipment has been paid for already, and in gold louis. This whore is by way of a gift to you on my part, and she’s already pierced and fully trained to take the whip. She spends competently, without too much tumult. She also fucks well.”
      The noble lady, or rather intermediary in the desperate search for arms for the Royalist forces, seemed to accept Larissa in place of muskets and powder, but reluctantly. “Very well. But I hope she will serve adequately, despite the paltry breasts and rump. This other one,” my right teat received further sharp digs from the folded fan, “I gather was quite a success at Orgival, or so dear Francine wrote. The length of the labia, the weight of the mammaries and size of the clit apparently attracted ready spoilers. As I understand, she was constantly being given the braided rawhide. Is this so, or another case of Francine gilding the lily? Has the trollop made such headway? As to your Frenchie, you remember that cowardly redhead Francine sold me – the one who couldn’t even take a baker’s dozen over the teats without passing out? Well, I hope this one… anyway, you’ll tell me all later in my room, dearest. In any case, I’ll soon find out when I have her rump flayed with the whalebone.” She turned to me and for the first time addressed me directly. “Naturally I remember you, but let me warn you: I’m taking you back only because Monsieur de Clavaux has cajoled me to do so. One slip, one more show of disobedience, and your meaty body will regret it ever came near me. I’ll see to it in the torture precinct at Maveringham that you rue the day you and that blonde bitch had the insolence to dupe me and try to escape.”
      I lowered my eyes to show my remorse, murmuring that never would she have cause to regret my return to her loving arms, at which she ordered Hawkes to take both of us down to the ablution chamber for cleansing, preparation for formal flogging and, in Larissa’s case, insertion of the slave rings. She referred to her as ‘a little Frenchie slut with the sort of trim twat that my dear Mary always liked to punish with the tongs’. 
      As we left the celestial presence, I glanced at my discarded cloak on the floor, worried about my diary, only to receive a nod from dear old Mercer as he collected up the cruddy garments and slid the booklet into his pocket. Though he was long on cruelty and short on pity, he was a thoughtful being withal – even when binding the roots of a girl’s breasts. I just had time to return his gesture, silently assuring him that I would repay him, when the time came, by mouthing his balls – which in size resemble the stone one finds in an avocado, this foreign fruit the French fleet has begun to ship back from the New World or somewhere… O, yes, I would roll those spherules of his and suck his flesh rod until he had no longer the spunk (force, I mean, dear diary, for I would have voided him of that thick cream of his and swallowed it down) wherewith to flog and torture me further. It pays, attentive journal, to have responsive friends among the powerful, does it not?
      As Elizabeth and Gilles retired – no doubt to celebrate his return, either in bed or at table, Larissa and I were led down by candlelight into the cellars that I knew so well but which, strangely, seemed to scare the little Frenchie, for she begged me incoherently to help her to assert her ‘rightful status’, poor lass!
      “What can I do, delicious?” I whispered back. “I’m the one who humiliated my owner, and I fear you’re going to have to share my punishment, because you happen to be with me. But I’ll try to talk to Gilles, if I get the chance. So, just be spunky,” – once again that term, which I am sure was beyond her grasp of English but I thought it suited the situation. “After all, you climbed the ladder back at Orgival.” There too, I regretted my words for, like me, she must have been stretched naked over many a set of rungs to received the stock whip from Marie-Claire. But I do not think she was listening to me.
      In the ablution apse, Annie chained my wrists to the vault hook while Hawkes, who was ready for us, did the same with my sniffling sister. Thereafter our ankle straps were shackled to the same old hasps in the paving that I remembered so well, so that the leaking cunt, perineum (Annie had learned the word from me) and the anal trench were fully disclosed for the scouring out. What pleased me greatly was that we were extended facing each other on opposite sides of the chamber, thus allowing me to lap up – I imply visually, at least for the moment – the sight of that slender body in all its taut comeliness. Once again, after Annie had flushed her out, the absence of slave rings set Larissa markedly apart from me, until Hawkes wrenched on each labial fold, and then the nipples, with flesh-pincers to insert a brand new set. As he did so, he mentioned that it was for Mercer, once back at Maveringham, to see to fitting the nasal ring. Once the seven disused piercings were harnessed in turn, the major-domo clamped the circles with a far more professional skill than that of the witch Stockton. I even had the pluck to tell him so.
      “Oh, I’m getting used to this,” he remarked. “But then your little Frenchie wench is holed already. Doing them two sluts in the holding chamber was another matter. Vicious whores, both of ‘em. Had to use the gag. About dislocated the jaws. But they’ll get used to being pulled around and hooked by the rings for flogging. And no slave’s going to risk,” he added, jangling Larissa’s vulva, “having ‘em ripped out. Right, Frenchie? And you didn’t need the skewer! So no need for healing time, lass. Ready to be chained by ‘em and fucked right away, eh?” Furtively, I gave her a look to reassure her that English or French cocks were much alike. In fact, I believed Hawkes was about to bring out his monster when a half-naked skivvy came down and, dropping a vague curtsy, told him he was wanted in the kitchens, the dinner preparations requiring his supervision. After running a finger between Larissa’s lower rings and tasting whatever her refurbishing had occasioned, he settled his erection upward in his tights and followed the maid toward other duties. 
      I mention the kitchen filly, patient journal, merely as an incidental observation, for I did notice not only did she have a tempting pair of buttocks but that they had been heavily beaten, and very recently at that. At least the lower orders now seemed to have their share of the slave-cane, something that in my days was restricted to slaves. To be frank, heedful diary, I must say that, were I to be promoted and allowed to wield the cane, I would not mind practising on a luscious behind like that owned by the slut there present.
      Hawkes’ mention of other victims ‘in residence’ in the stately town dwelling had rather taken me by surprise, for as far as I knew, a slave was only held here temporarily, pending transfer to Maveringham; otherwise, there was only the staff serving Elizabeth herself and the occasional visitor – such as Francine, her husband or a favoured guest. It was again Annie, once Hawkes had left for his other tasks, who told me in strict confidentiality, that indeed there were two other slaves under the same roof as us, strumpets recently acquired from a Bristol brothel and guaranteed to be ‘prime flogging meat’, also destined for the Manor. Their permanent relocation had had to be postponed, it seemed, in view of the Roundhead trained bands patrolling all the roads leading from the city to the Royalist west. Exceptionally, certain guests who normally frequented Maveringham were meanwhile being invited to the Haymarket residence, after swearing to secrecy and wearing masks, to whip and desecrate these two who were kept chained and, as Hawkes had said, gagged, in a further chamber adjoining the cleansing room – a venue I had never visited.
      “It may be,” the talkative one informed me, “Elizabeth will let you join them now and then, instead of using you in the dining room. Down there she likes to be entertained by lusty floggers with hard cocks and by docile but staunch slaves. Like the last time you were here. But conditions outside seem, with this war, to be getting perilous, and God only knows what would happen if the trained bands find out what goes on here – all the more so that this Gilles character is a foreigner. Anyway, if you do go to the dining room, not to mention the holding cellar, you’ll be gagged. It limits the noise to the slash of the whips, and being completely hooded up, prevents you seeing the visitors – and anyway they too always wear masks.”
      Listening to the girl and setting down here all she said in more intelligible words, I was astonished at the risks she said Elizabeth was running, but all to the good, I thought, for it meant I would not be deprived too long of a whipping and especially Gilles’s breast quirt – and that fabulous phallus of his. Apart from that, Annie assured me there was no reason, as far as Lady Postell was concerned, why I should not enjoy Larissa’s body in the attic dormitory at night, as long as neither of us was called to service Elizabeth, with or without de Clavaux, in her quarters. “That is,” she added calmly, “unless you have to join the two in the holding chamber for a beating and whatever else your owners and guests feel they would like.”
      Her information and warnings were more than useful but I wanted to know what was to become of Larissa, whose unjust reduction in rank I regretted, and with whom, let us be frank, I have fallen in love.
      “Oh, she’ll be treated as a slave, both here and at the Manor, like you.” As she said this, I heard my sister opposite utter a deep sigh; she had obviously caught what was being said and sorely regretted Francine de Clavaux’s lack of consideration in selling her off into a foreign land where her past service at Orgival went unrecognized, her future resembling a pathway of nettles, like that I had trodden when being hastened under the whip to a certain slave shed I would now prefer to forget…
      Then from Annie came a remark that was like a bolt from the blue, even more unexpected than being told by Gilles at Beausite that I was to return to England. The girl came close to my ear – I could feel the soft touch of her teats against my own where I hung outstretched, now clean as one of those pins I’ve had so often thrust into my breasts: “From what Hawkes heard while serving at table, it seems Elizabeth’s thinking of making you, despite your earlier crime, a junior slave mistress under Mercer at the Manor.”
      I caught my breath and stared at her, not knowing if I had heard aright, totally tongue-tied (I mean dumbstruck, dear diary, not trammelled with a lingual clamp, as at Orgival, to curtail my screams). I could not believe what she said. And again my uncertainties returned – yet, I must admit, what also came back to mind was the sight, a moment ago, of that kitchen maid’s horsewhipped buttocks. Was advancement really what I wanted, or did I merely seek to pass a moment with someone like that wench tied to a post, for me to flay her breasts, belly and those rear cheeks? Should I happen to be upgraded, far better would be an evening alone with Hawkes, or preferably Mercer, to be tutored in the art of flagellating a naked female, well bound and, if possible, with heavy breasts like mine. Again, if advancement came my way, I would need tuition in how to strap on a double dildo and at what point during a flagellation it was appropriate to penetrate and bring a slave off. So far as a subservient, I had after all only suffered extreme bondage, flogging, so-called erotic torture and the penetrations – all taking me to well-earned climaxes. But how to inflict such in long sessions on a chained nude lay beyond me without training, I would simply have to masturbate or be fucked, so erotically stimulated would I become after delivering only a dozen lashes…
      It took a while to recover my wits as I tried to put the prospect out of my mind. What helped me to set aside Annie’s gossip was to gaze at a distraught Larissa refitted with sex rings. And I considered it a sage decision on Lady Postell’s part to delay piercing the septum and adding the nasal attachment, for such would be the only one visible to a Roundhead officer halting coaches on the road – unless of course we were made to descend and strip for searching. Then the rest of a slave’s appendages would be seen, inviting further inquiry and prosecution. Females of our sort would probably end up in the stocks or chained naked over a whipping bench in Bridewell. I dared not think of the fate that might descend upon our little Annie.
      Later Annie confirmed the recent retirement of that vixen, Bloody Mary Stockton, with a donation from Elizabeth to allow her to purchase and maintain a slave of her own in her Wiltshire cottage. Rarely has any disclosure pleased me more than news of that retirement, for I doubt, knowing my Larissa’s sensitive tits and meagre labia, and despite her training, the girl would have lasted long under that swine’s flesh pincers and whip.
 
      Cleansed, we were allotted bunks in the attic, where I tried to console my weeping sweetheart, telling her how beautiful and tempting she looked with glistening metal hanging from her teats and labia, the items returning her to the totally submissive role she should never have relinquished. I could hardly wait to see her most sensitive erotic points sagging under the weight of the iron lugs on the end of chains she would again have to endure as in her slave days. Furthermore, I yearned to watch her straining on tiptoe as she was attached by the rings to the wall hooks at the Manor for merciless, full body beatings from guests or valets.
      Hardly had we been hastened up to the attic under the training whip than a maid, yet another one, ordered us to descend again to the dining room. There, finishing dinner and sitting close together were de Clavaux and our owner in tender conversation, each with a hand burying the other’s crotch. My senses alert, I know not, dear diary, what irked me more – to hear the bearded guest taunting his mistress by praising Larissa’s slim beauty, or to catch the aroma of the meal that had been served, the remnants tempting us. That quandary was soon replaced by another: the maids were told to clear away the dishes, glasses and remains of the meal, Hawkes in wig and silver-buckled shoes being instructed to have us mount the table and lie sideways, head to tail, across its centre. While Elizabeth charged us to tongue each other off, the major-domo was directed to flog our bodies. It was fortunate that we liked nothing better than licking each other’s cunt and clit, although I had never done so with a ringed Larissa and while being whipped. But my main hesitation was whether they would let us orgasm together when the dressage lash had welted and readied us, particularly me, having been unreasonably starved of enjoying that tongue flicking my clitoris.
      Our arms locked round each other’s buttocks and reaching between the thighs to splay her partner’s labia, we shared the lashes in pure delight as the juices spilled out over our tongues and I tasted Larissa’s first juices on my lips. (It was later in the attic Larissa recounted that no sooner had I received my first stroke than her chin was covered with my preparatory outflow, and I told her it was not just her sap that caused it but being beaten next to her. I think that pleased her immensely.)
      With the man thrashing us alternately from left to right and then the reverse, it was I who exploded first, Larissa having discharged earlier in the cellar when her clitoris ring was being inserted. But I brought her off again, as the final blows fell. Her response was a long wail of delight, uttered with my clit ring caught behind her tongue stud. But her duty was not over. When the beating ceased, she was made to rise from the table top that was slimy with our sweat, discharges and saliva, to fellate our flogger. With a twinge of envy – for I could have done with a swig of sperm – I watched her kneel, her sweet, cropped head bobbing as she slid up and down the massive erection, until she had drained Hawkes of his seemingly inexhaustible supply of creamy nourishment. On his departure with Elizabeth and her lover, Larissa came back to me where I leaned, my hands on the edge of the table, and kissed me most lasciviously, her studded tongue sharing with me her clogged mouthful of the major-domo’s deluge. I felt I should take that as a further token of her love, her desperate desire not to be separated from me, who can lick and fuck with the same competence, if not better, than that I command in speaking my own language. “You’ve got to learn more English,” I told her, “because no one here, apart from Elizabeth, realizes there’s another tongue than ours.”
      “And my tongue,” the wench smiled, wagging it, “does that not speak a language you understand?”
 
      Since our flogger and also the two at table had retired, either to bed or down to the holding chamber, it suddenly occurred to me that we had been left alone, an unusual circumstance which caused me to glance out of the casements at the street beyond. And what might be the chance, I found myself thinking, of us two escaping or rather, eloping? Perhaps at a price, Annie would unlock one of the doors, back or front. But we had no clothes, no shoes, no money and nowhere to go – and, above all, my diary was with Mercer.
      The ludicrous idea promptly faded as a heavily-built bitch - Hawkes’ other concubine or Stockton’s replacement at Maveringham? - suddenly entered, I noticing the long whip curled up in her hand. Hazel – such was her name – gave our buttocks and flanks a brief, dismissive look, as though she had been promised better. Somehow I suspected we were destined for the holding cellar and the white-hot slashes of the quirt.
      “That flesh doesn’t need to be cared for,” she remarked. “So, upstairs with you two smug whores.”
      To my surprise, she made us mount to the attic and with a charity that also astonished me, left us together on one of the bunks, indicating a second free one beyond. “The other sack’s over there. If you want to bathe your arses, use the water in this pitcher.” She pointed to the jug on the floor, and then left us alone.
      We cuddled up lovingly on the soiled mattress ,our mouths smelling of crotch and also, of course, of Hawkes, the little Frenchie making me swear never to abandon her ‘in this terrible land, so far from home, and crawling with troopers’. I do not recall what I replied but, passing a hand over her hot, welted buttocks, I murmured in her ear, “Now avow, since we’re nicely welted and assuaged, isn’t it good to be a ringed slave again, and have someone take your clit and its ring into her mouth? You look so superb and erotic, as Gilles says, when you’re being lashed. I’ll wager you’ve almost forgotten how to…”
      But she was asleep in my arms and remained so, even when the staff came up and the usual sound of creaking beds, slurping and moans of pleasure began, continuing into the night. Then all was quiet.
 
 
The 10th day of August , 1656 – a date neither Larissa and I wish to live through again
 
      Over the last three days, the Countess Postell, our Elizabeth, has, I notice, become nervous and morose, Annie telling me that suspicions have become attached to her name. It seems that an Ironside commissioner had summoned her to the courts yesterday, inquiring into a shipment of arms seized somewhere on the south coast – at Herne Bay? I wondered – and asking questions regarding certain rumours concerning the Manor out at Maveringham. 
      To be candid with you, considerate diary, I would not have been dismayed if the justices had sent Elizabeth to the Tower where, stripped and stretched naked, she would have been put to the whips and instruments of torture. Visualizing myself in the place of the imaginary floggers, confronted with that elegant body, still provides me with untold pleasure. Her relations with a certain Beatrice de Troville, resident at a place known as Winscome Abbey, were also being scrutinized. But above all, I learned it was the name of a Frenchie, by the name of Gilles or Gilbert de Clavaux, and his possible connection with various illicit traffickings and smuggling of arms, that kept cropping up among the Commonwealth’s investigations. I presume the charges were probably dismissed…
      How the simple but astute Annie knew of all this is beyond my comprehension, except that she has a lover working as a purveyor for the Model Army, who attends the assizes and meets her clandestinely when she goes to the market, fucking her behind the Admiralty – for her a hazardous relationship, to say the least. (This gossip comes from the well-buttocked kitchen maid, apparently out to replace Annie in her position.)
      As to my secret journal, Mercer has handed it back to me before risking a return on foot (!) to resume his functions at Maveringham, mentioning that it is ‘a dangerous document, politically’, whatever that implies. Thus, through good fortune, I can bring my little account up to date and hide it away again.
      All this commotion has cast a strange atmosphere on the house, which seems to be no longer visited by the favoured guests with their mistresses and whips. But it has not prevented Larissa and me being treated most cruelly, and this alongside the two prisoners in the cellar, still awaiting their removal to the Manor. As though to relieve Elizabeth of her anxieties, both of us, a day ago, were fitted with what here they call ‘punishment drawers’ – a pair of knickers, no more than thongs and lined with sharp spikes – that are strapped tight onto a slave’s crotch, causing incredible pain whenever one takes a step, sits or, worst of all, when one is whipped over the crotch and tush, as Annie terms the behind. The thing keeps us in a permanent state of sexual turmoil, for it crushes our rings into the flesh, spearing the pubis, vulva and buttock vent. I hardly dare move under the torment, fearing that the relentless orgasms will result in blighting me…
      Larissa cannot bear it and, although we are not permitted to speak, begs Hawkes, each time he takes us down to join the cellar sluts for suspension and flogging, to spare her; but all he does is to tighten the straps a hole further and screw barbed clamps round her breast roots. She even pleaded outright with Elizabeth and Gilles, to no avail. Indeed, its stress on my clitoris and the rest of my groin makes me spend time and again, but worse was to come. When they came down to watch us being flogged, it was as though they were alleviating themselves of their anxieties at our expense. For their enjoyment we were suspended parallel with the flagstones by wrists and ankles, like a hammock, facing the petrified pair of naked newcomers, and whipped unmercifully over back and buttocks, as well, mainly in my case, as across the drooping breasts. With that ghastly crotch truss savaging our most delicate sexual parts, Larissa and I will, I think, never forget that night. Nor probably will the two distraught novices looking on.
 
 
11 August, the day of days
 
      The greatest shock came tonight, late in the evening. Already we, or at least I, sensed that, despite the summer calm outside, an ill wind was moaning down the chimneys of the great house and its cellars.
 
      The locked door was flung open, Hawkes striding in, with a pallid Hazel and a scared Annie in tow.
      “Clear these two bitches out of here,” he fulminated, pointing his service whip at Larissa and me. “Into yon street with ‘em, cloaked. The other two, to the servants’ attic and gag ‘em, so they can’t prattle.”
      A moment later, with chisel and hammer the major-domo had hacked off the ankle chain, while Hazel peeled away the ghastly crotch leather off our groins, prising the spikes painfully out of the flesh where they had buried their points. Thus disencumbered, we were rushed up the stairwell to the rear entrance of the house where Annie handed us the same stale garments we had worn on that appalling voyage from Rouen. Bidding us to put them on quickly, the frightened girl hastened us across the deserted kitchen, cautiously opening the back door ajar to peer out into the dark street.
      Bewildered but able to transfer my tattered journal from behind my neck strap into the cape’s mildewed pocket, I found myself descending the steps into the deserted lane behind Annie, with Larissa clutching my hand, my heart beating as a Trained Band’s drum routing the Royalists out of London in 1642.
      “Now, run for your lives and hide somewhere,” Annie muttered under her breath. “Get someone to saw those rings off and cut the straps, but run!” It was then, glancing left towards the front of the mansion, I saw two things in the same second: Annie heaving a satchel onto her shoulder and fleeing northward, and, by the light of a smoking flambeau, a posse of armed troopers approaching the front of the august home of Elizabeth, Countess Postell. My heart, after pounding, suddenly seemed to seize up.
      Watching Annie – without so much as a goodbye or a kiss – making off into the night, her gown fluttering about her attractive body, we two fled southward by a route I know well. It was indeed an abrupt parting but one I have no reason to regret, for though I greatly admire our Commonwealth’s forces, I had, and still have, no wish to be arrested. Nor has my little Frenchie, Larissa, who seemed scared like a rabbit. The last thing I now remember was seeing the Ironsides mounting the steps to the Postell entrance and breaking open those ornate, oaken panels, of which Elizabeth was always so proud.
      It was quite a way through Smithfield market to the Skinners’ hovel but we arrived without meeting mounted troops, another Trained Band on patrol or even a living soul, the city silent under curfew.
 
 
November 1656– in our one-room lodging in Tanner’s Lane, Cheapside, a short walk from London Bridge
 
      How I and Larissa, who has let her hair grow and speaks adequate English now, with a cockney and Frenchie accent, set up a stall together on Holborn and sold leather straps and riding whips (imported from France), and how, with Harriet Skinner’s unexpected help, we found this garret to live in, I have also written down, but in a brand-new notebook. The entries so far, my companion says, are not particularly interesting, compared with my former scrawlings. I tell her she should, each evening, pen her own memoirs for me to read, even if in French. And who knows, maybe she’ll do so, when she learns to write, and finds the time – instead of asking me nightly to tie her up and whip her across that fleur de lys she has on her left haunch. It was a mark, not to mention her delicious buttock bearing it, that our regretted, long-lost Gilles rather liked to caress.
      We often wonder what became of that bearded one with the handsome cock.
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