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 Foreword
  Having been left in England by her destitute parents on their departure in May 1650 for the colonies in America, their young daughter by the name of Janet Mason was entrusted to the care of her uncle, a certain Mr Tobias Skinner, until such time as they were settled abroad and could pay for her passage to join them. It was unfortunate that Tobias Skinner and his ruthless wife, Mistress Heather, had no great wish to look after the waif, for they were poor, obliged to work long hours at the market down by the Thames. Nevertheless they took the girl in, giving her a corner to sleep in behind the bales of vegetables destined for sale on their street stall, feeding her with a minimum of victuals, mainly turnips and an occasional stale flounder. Being greatly overworked themselves, the Skinners used her to carry sacks and burdens from the delivery cart at Covent Garden to the domestic hovel and thence to the market stall. Averse to spending hard-earned coins on her clothing, the couple provided Janet with a simple smock, covering her strikingly handsome figure to the thighs that, like the rest of her body, became sturdy and seasoned by the labour forced upon her. The slightest dereliction of duty, the merest glance the eighteen-year old gave to a male or passing lecher at the market – leave alone her despicable nightly habit of masturbating in her bunk, groaning aloud – earned the swarthy lass a bestial flogging, delivered usually by Mistress Skinner herself. The family name indeed fitted the energy expended on such beatings that frequently left the outsized buttocks skinned and raw. Being thus dealt with naked and laid over the corner of the kitchen table, her crotch driven into the sharp edge with each lash, began to give the well-fleshed slut strange sensations of excitement; it was not so much the pain induced by the stern floggings that stimulated her entrails but rather the effect of being stripped nude, the cunt and unsheathed clitoris rasping on the angle of greasy wood. The punishments were all the more rousing for Janet when her uncle, if not far-gone in drink, grasped her wrists to provide the entire stretch of her back, buttocks and thighs for the leather lash which his wife normally used on her donkey. Thereafter, with plaintive sobs, Janet would stagger to her filthy mattress, chastened and scarlet, only to frig herself off, stifling her cries of relief in the straw bolster. Such further sins seemed to pass unnoticed by her guardians as they settled down, satisfied with duty done. Items her foster parents, however, did not object to were Janet’s ability to read and write, gifts she shared with her parents who, being strict Puritans, had encouraged her in adolescence to learn to read the Bible. The Skinners used that aptitude of hers to keep accounts and read out to them local broadsheets issued by Cromwell’s austere Protectorate. They even provided her with pencil and paper, with which she kept a secret diary. What follows is part of that journal, picked up recently at a Cheapside bookstall.
 
  The Journal
   4 February 1656
  The weather is so bitter that it bedevils me, even when abed. And I have to rise well before daybreak to ready the cart, my poor body barely clothed against the frost. All the same, Ma Skinner, after some discourse on the need to train myself to the rigours of wintertide, has provided me with a pair of potato sacks to tie round my shoulders and haunches. They help to ward off the cold but, should I have been thrashed the night before, the rough material proves most painful, chafing my backside at every step I take when pushing the cart up Seething Lane. She refuses to salve me with unguent as she used to do, saying the smarting will remind me of my wickedness. Yet this morning they did give me the remains of a collar of brawn and a jar of gin to keep me on the move. It is now six years since my dear parents went hence on that ship to the New World and my sorrow is great. I dare not think they have forgotten me and I know they must have scant monies wherewith to pay my passage by brigantine to wherever they now reside. I only trust they are still alive, as I am – despite the grinding labours I have to perform here in this hovel. My mistress will have no tarrying and the whip is always there and used on me regularly.
  I have to admit that the beatings do warm me up and, to be honest, being stripped more or less bare and now being stretched from a hook high in the wall – they claim my crotch leaves sticky outflow upon their table top – begins to give me strange pleasures. Such feelings I do invariably satisfy, once abed, by parting my long labia and frotting the impudent stalk of pleasure, as it emerges from its protective sleeve. I keep, of course, my breathless groans to myself for fear of further lashings. Then earlier this night, without my having in the least offended the household, something truly unusual came to pass.
  Ma Skinner returned from the countryside around Hampstead with a load of beets to sell. Her absence had provided her pig of a husband the chance to sup with a pair of friends, or rather scoundrels who made me afeared, so drunk did they become. Having to serve them, after lighting the candle, I was much disturbed at their prating and the fondling of my oversized breasts and capacious buttocks, of which I am exceptionally proud; compared with the meagre mounds possessed by most of the other market girls and scullions, my body outmatches them in terms of ripeness and – forgive my boasting, sweet diary – in terms of beauty.
  Alas, the evening waxed disconcerting. Lit to the gills, my crapulous guardian did order me to divest myself of my sole garment and stretch apart my slack sex-lips so that his skunk-drunk guests could fumble and probe my lower orifices. It was Skinner himself who then – may our Great Protector take note of what an innocent maid must suffer at the hands of the godless – separated my rear cheeks with his thumbs and commented most vilely on my anus. Thereupon, amid even viler brayings, I did see the rascals’ tumid pricks spring from their breeches. Latched to the wall-hook, I was first whipped in turn by all three of them, each using the house scourge. My midriff and loins took most of the strokes but then I was turned around and never had anyone, not even the Skinner bitch, flogged my rear so brutally. Nothing was spared. And, shuddering from the lash, I was again made to face them for my splayed sex to be reamed by all three of the drunken curs. I felt my tunnel being filled with bolts of thick sperm and prayed I would not be fertilized, for I feared the local Haymarket hag who performed the abortions. Neither of my entries was, of course, new to such penetrations for, since my first raping a year before, pinned to the ground by two ruffians in St. Giles’s Fields, I had yielded to innumerable erections – more, I have to admit, than I can count. But what was done to me there in the hovel truly surprised me, especially when my guardian called me a ‘cruddy whore’ as he bored into me with his bloated club of sausage meat. I cannot pretend to you, dearest diary of mine, that I did not enjoy it, even when much later, brought down to kneel before the men, my throat became clogged with further discharges. Although I felt like the sewer at the foot of Bridewell by the Thames, I let myself spasm time after time, each of my shrieks resembling the crowd’s demented yells at Tower Hill greeting the Protector Cromwell’s birthday. It was then again that I realized how many times a woman can spend compared with the male emptying into her. O, Lord, how I shall remember this evening, and chiefly how submissive and jubilant I became under the whip…
  When suddenly Mistress Heather strode in, dragging sacks behind her, the orgy ceased with her peremptory fury filling the hovel. There was I, slumped on my side, having swallowed the last spurts of turgid sperm and well-welted, staring at my employer. But seeing I had had sufficient for one night, I was consigned to my pallet, exhausted but I have to admit, strangely elated. The wassail continued far into the night, Heather joining the men in guzzling beer and porter. I could well have done with a swig to wash down the remains of what had been pumped into my gullet and to assuage my larynx, hoarse from yelling.
  Again suddenly, the old bitch, not to be outdone, rose unsteadily from the table. “So, you think you know how to flog a whore?” she croaked, her speech slurred but her intention only too clear. “I’ll show you lads what a stalwart arse like hers can take. Hand me the old riding crop over there, and stretch that hussy up for a real flogging.”
  As Tobias, also teetering with drink, corded my wrists to the hook, I did my best to pull in my hind cheeks. What I received exceeded anything I have ever suffered, for the woman, with a couple of dozen lashes, brought me to the blood. The warm trickles melded with my sense of utter abandonment. O God, how that fell aunt of mine could desecrate a young arse. And yet, sobbing and barely able to walk, I was returned to my pallet of wet straw where, forced to lie on my side, I wasted no time in crushing my rampant clitoris between thumb and middle finger, affording myself the paroxysm the gruesome bitch could well have given me by at least pummelling my clitoris with the haft of her crop. Yet I was much pleased, although my rear felt like the rashers of fried bacon that Mistress Heather serves up on Sundays. The visitors took their leave, mightily content with the evening. On my part, I realized from the extraordinary session that I would be better served by relinquishing my duties as a carrier of vegetables and seeking something more rewarding. What, I do not know nor do I care.
 
   5 February
  This morning, still unsure whether to leave or stay, I did what I could to help my employer. As usual I rose at dawn and lugged crates to the market place. As I did so in the slush of snow, Ma Skinner arrived, looking the worse for the previous evening’s revels; behind her, carrying a basket of swedes, stood a common-looking slut who seemed pleased with herself as the old bitch blurted out what I half expected.
  “After your disgusting behaviour last night, you can find another position. Dolly here will take your place. So, off with you. And give us back them clogs.”
  Reluctantly I did so, almost throwing the wooden sabots at her. Naturally I received none of the wages due to me, not that I expected any. And with that I stalked off, barefooted and relieved, wondering how the new girl would stand up to the daily beatings she would get.
  I was obliged to wander the snowy streets of the city in search of work, for I was destitute, without a farthing. Fortunately, after fending off hands trying to maul my breasts and buttocks under my covering of sacking, I found refuge in the porch of St. Margaret’s church, along with a number of beggars and a group of loose women who had found no customer in such evil weather. But it was there that I encountered a pretty French maid, also seeking a position but, as she said, ‘with a Person of Quality’ as a scullery maid. I did learn that she had a day or so ago been dismissed from some noble house near the Haymarket. “I was not ready to do some of the duties they asked of me,” she told me in hesitant English. She was kind enough to give me the address -  that of Lady Postell - a mansion situated not far from St James Square and I determined to hasten thither on the morrow to offer my services as a serving wench.
 
  6 February 
 
  Thus this morning after Matins, when we dregs of society were driven from the comparative comfort of the church porch by the beadles, I presented my wretched self, shivering with cold, at the servants entrance of the great dwelling. After a long wait I was finally bidden into the domestics’ hall; it was pure pleasure to feel the blessed warmth of the fired stoves and smell the roast broiling within the ovens. Stared at by the smartly-dressed maids and valets, I waited, thawing out, until a gaunt, beak-nosed major-domo in silken breeches and wig, learned the reason of my call. After lifting the sackcloth from my rear with a mauve-gloved hand and peering at my welted buttocks, he let it fall back with a strange smile and bade me follow him along a passage decked with portraits and richly appointed with candelabras.
  On entering a florid drawing room, I felt ill at ease in my rags and all the more so when the man announced that his gracious employer and her friends were ‘still at Mass below’. Realizing I was in a Popish house, I trembled greatly, as my dear parents had told me I should.
  Finally Lady Postell appeared, alone. In all my life I have never set eyes upon one so beautiful, so serene, her smile utterly entrancing me. Conversing in discreet tones with her servant, she did glance at me with interest, nodding her lovely head under its mantilla of black lace. It was her major-domo – a gaunt person she addressed as Hawkes – who, bowing to her stiffly, came towards me. What he said caused me to turn rigid, pale as the snow against the casements.
  “Cast off that filthy shift, girl, and that sacking. Then place your hands behind your back so that Lady Elizabeth may take stock of your person.” As I hesitated, trepidation seizing me, the gorgeous woman smiled anew, spreading an ivory fan, and added to what had been said: “Come, now, girl. Modesty is out of place when one is seeking a situation. Kindly strip down and allow me to view your young body which my perceptive man informs me appears to be most comely, even though it has certain marks upon it. So, do not be afraid, child. Shed those disagreeable rags and reveal the flesh God has had the munificence to give you. And do not be shy before my major-domo. You are by no means the first body he has inspected.”
  Being desperate to obtain the vacant situation, I removed my two sodden coverings and, blushing crimson, stood naked before the strange couple. The elegant woman did then stroll round my person, her sable crinolines whispering, almost brushing my ankles. After circling twice about me, eyeing my buttocks, still, as I say, marked with the result of my recent beatings, she then lifted each of my breasts in turn with her fan and, after studying their amplitude, let them slap back upon my ribs. As she did so, I sensed her perfume and saw the beauty spot on her powdered cheek; at the same time and beyond my control, my nipples surged into tumescence upon their plump, smooth areoles, the envy of the few girlfriends I had. True, the teats are exceptional, being of double prominence, as it were, when I am unclothed and aroused. 
  Standing back, the elegant milady nodded slowly, as if gratified by what she saw. “And the crotch, Hawkes, how does it seem to you?” To my despair, the fellow removed his glove, felt my sagging fronds and then burrowed up into my vagina, his thumb upon my clitoris, luckily still coy and hesitant within its protective sheath. His verdict was curt and to the point.
  “Well formed, my lady, with admirably fleshed labia, if somewhat lengthy. And, as might be expected with slags of this sort, the entry’s disengaged, the tiresome membrane a thing of the past. As to the sex stalk and judging by its state at rest, it seems larger than any we’ve had here in recent months. Would you wish me to frot it into erection to check the size?” Horrified, I wished I were dead but, fortunately, the beauty shook her head, only to turn her eyes towards my capacious bottom: “And the rear cleft, Hawkes?”
  To my further consternation, the silken-hosed valet squatted behind me, splayed my copious cheeks and bored into me with his thumb. “A tight sphincter, mistress, with powerful muscle but nothing that cannot be enlarged in a week or two, given a Number Six butt plug.” Before I could react to the truculence of the comment, the terrifying servant rose and took my chin as if to examine my teeth. Instead, he asked: “Presumably, as is usual with sluts of your condition and lechery, you have been sodomized, girl?” I could only gawk at him speechless. “Well, answer when you’re addressed by your betters.”
  Tongue-tied and unable by my nature and upbringing to speak an untruth, I finally nodded. “Uh…the last time I was bug…I mean, taken there, gracious sire, was about a week ago…” His reply was as forthright as his earlier remarks: “Taken there! Can you not use plain English, wench? Sodomized, buggered are the terms. As to the last time,” he mimicked, “there’s no last time where you’re going, my lass, and what is more…”
  “That will do, thank you, Hawkes,” the lady of the house said calmly, halting further ado as to my rear. Then she did speak to me directly. “Your frankness does you credit, child, as does your body. I am prepared to engage you. But not, I am pleased to say, as a common domestic. You will discover your duties later and all you have to do is follow the orders my major-domo will give you. You have indeed an exceptionally well-featured figure and seem to be in good health and strong. That is all to the good. Now you will spruce yourself up – I cannot tolerate unclean persons in my presence, either here in my town dwelling or at our country seat where you will henceforth serve. You will be fed in the kitchens forthwith but I do not want you talking to my other staff. You will address me as ‘My Lady’ at all times, when given permission to speak, and ‘Master’ when replying to my major-domo.” She paused a moment. “Pending your transfer to Maveringham, here you will sleep in the attic, along with the servants, and I have no objection to your amusing yourself with them, as I assume is your habit. Once in the Manor, rules and conditions will be different. Now, Hawkes, conduct the trollop to the pump room and ready her, as usual. Give her a cloak for the coming journey.”
  About to leave, my new owner – for such I realized she was – added a word that did truly undo my pleasure at having been engaged. “Obey the commands you receive in our midst, girl. Recalcitrance or the slightest show of remonstrance will be punished with the whip. Now you may go along with Hawkes.”
  With that, the divine one left like a schooner in full sail, I making to retrieve my rags from the floor, whereupon the major-domo kicked them aside. “They will be burnt and, in any case, you’ll not be needing garments, other than the cape Her Ladyship has generously granted you for the journey. Henceforward, apart from such articles you may be ordered to wear, such as stockings, slippers and the occasional hood to cover your face and head, you will remain as you are, stark-naked. Strong as you are, you’ll bear the cold without coming to any harm.”
  The descent to the cleansing room took place in complete silence and, as if I had not already received enough shocks, I was alarmed to see the man take down a bunch of flogging leathers from a hook at the end of the passage we traversed. My teats puckered in panic.
  A moment later, I did find myself in a tiled laundry, the fading light of another snowy afternoon filtering through a barred window set high in the wall. Suddenly and to my further surprise, two young female domestics appeared from a doorway and led me forward to a broad alcove while Hawkes lounged on a stool, playing with his whip and humming. What disconcerted me first was the fact that the two girls, apart from knee-high boots and brief aprons, were as naked as I. But further jolts were to come. Stationing me on the border of the alcove, amid pails, scrubbing brushes and other items, they raised my arms and linked my wrists wide apart to leather straps dangling from above my head; hardly given time to recover my wits, I found my legs also parted, the ankles secured to lugs protruding from the tiles. Thus I was spread-eagled in space, ready for my swabbing and, to my dismay, what proved to be an inner flushing out.
  Once the scrubbing was over, my entire body bright red, one of the maids gathered my damp tresses together and began braiding them behind my head. “What are you doing, you imbecile?” came the shout from the major-domo across the room.
  “I thought you’d be wanting to whip her, sir, while she’s still wet. I didn’t mean to…”
  “Just watch your step, Annie, you slut. Do you want to change places with this novice and taste a dozen or so across the tits with this.” The man’s scourge slapped across the palm of his hand, the maid turning pale and crossing her arms over her pert little breasts, half the size of mine; instantly she unravelled my hair and left it to tumble over my shoulders. “Just do your job, trollop, and get those leathers fastened on to the whore – all five of them. And look sharp about it, for I haven’t flogged a woman for a day or two. So take care, my bonny lass.”
  Without budging, the man watched as the two girls gathered up from a stone shelf a tangle of bracelets, each glinting with several metal rings embedded in the surface. And, again to my gathering terror, together they tightened the buckles, first round my ankles, then reaching on tiptoe, round my wrists and finally almost choked me in hasping a far heavier, broader strap about my throat. The major-domo then came towards me, taking from one of the maids a sort of spanner. With surprising proficiency, he did screw each set of bolts up tight and, as he adjusted the throat band, I could feel prodding my thigh what could be nothing other than his erect cock bulging behind the flap of his silken breeches. Although petrified by what was being secured to my limbs and neck, I could not help imagining the apparent size of the phallus. But it was not brought into view; there was just the outline and I was left, a trifle frustrated, with the shape merely grazing my belly. To be candid, I would not have protested to see it emerge, even at the cost of receiving a lashing, as was the custom at the Skinner’s hovel.
  After being swabbed down, I was released, my shoulder joints and muscle paining me as I lowered my arms. That, I thought, I would have to grow used to if such postures were to be common where I was destined. But if I grasped what was happening to me, the next attentions I received truly mortified me. From the same shelf, the still-flustered Annie took a length of metal links which she clipped on to each of my ankle bands – as if I was likely anon to take to my heels and run naked into the street whence I had come! Meanwhile, her colleague did bend my aching arms to join the wrists cuffs with a leather bootlace to the rear of the throat strap. Now paralyzed with terror, I watched with dazed eyes as hands fastened a final stretch of chain to the forward ring in the collar under my chin, passing the end to the smiling major-domo.
  “Now to the attic, fatty, for a spot of rest before your day of departure, for it happens Lady Postell is about to leave for the Manor.” His voice had thickened. “When you get to Maveringham, you’ll find my colleagues there a damn sight less civil than me. And once you’ve been pierced here,” his gauntleted hand twisted each of my nipples in turn, “and down here,” further shoots of pain ran through me as he wrenched on my sore, scrubbed labia, “hauling you around will be a pleasure you’ll have to get used to. Now follow me and no dawdling. I’ve no time to waste on a fresh load of slave offal straight off the streets.”
  The remark stupefied me to a degree that turned my body to goose-flesh. It was then that I fully realized what I was – a slave, and nothing more. At the same time, a weird thrill scudded through my entrails as I thought what awaited me. The sensations I had experienced under the whip at Ma Skinner’s came back to me with remarkable clarity – never had I spent with such force as that night at the hovel, reeling under punishment that had veritably transported me into a paroxysm of sexual fulfilment…
  The tug on my collar band nearly strangled me, forsooth. But just as suddenly as I was jerked forward, the fellow stopped and turned back to the wretched Annie. “On second thoughts, bitch, I think your insubordination a while ago requires punishment. So strip off and wait here for my return. And you,” he jerked his chin at one of the other girls, “you can chain her up for the thirty lashes. Understood?” More perplexed than before, I saw the maids pale again, the guilty one stripping herself of her apron, which, to my horror, meant her removing the pins that held it aloft: the brooches had been thrust through her nipples, which I somehow hoped were already pierced. As I and my warder departed, a further craving ran through my being, one that I now confess to you, sweet diary, who can keep a secret: I would have given much to watch the unfortunate girl chained and writhing under the whip-leathers. But clearly, I was for the attic, whatever that implied. I just trusted it would not be like the room in the Skinners’ shack.
 
   6 February again, towards evening
  After negotiating several passages on the ground floor, Hawkes thrust me into a musty room that was thronged with terrible instruments, whips, chains, iron rods and manacles; but also there were rows of strange garments hanging from hooks. From one he took a brief cloak of crimson velvet, stained and worn to the thread, and clipped it about my neck. The hem descended to the level of my buttocks but lay open before, leaving my breasts, belly, sex hair and my dangling labia in full view. The garment smelt of other bodies, of rancid sweat and an odour I could not readily identify.
  “This,” I was told, “ you will wear until you’re consigned to your Maveringham keeper or, as she likes to be called, overseer – a woman by the name of Mary Stockton, one you should beware of, if you want my advice. It’s she who will supervise the shaving of your armpits, groin and anal cleft, if you have a stray hair there, and undertake the insertion of your seven statutory slave rings.” Terrified by what I was hearing, I was hastened up a narrow flight of worn stairs, speeded with an occasional smart slash of the whip. During the climb, he did add placidly: “I’m not sure if they’ll also want to pierce and ring your tongue. It has been done before on one or two previous slags but that’s a decision that must come from Lady Elizabeth herself…”
  Summoning up my fast-ebbing courage, I dared, at the mention of my tongue while it was still in its normal state, ask a question. “If I may speak, Master,” – he nodded amenably enough, “I do not quite understand what is happening to me. I assumed I was to be a domestic, a scullery maid or a…”
  The amiability vanished as he gave both my buttocks a further blow of the thongs. “But surely,” he said, “you’ve grasped that you have the distinction of serving as a sex slave at the Manor, with the honour of contenting our Mistress and her guests, and particularly Monsieur de Clavaux, a well-disposed gentleman from Paris, over the water. Your gullibility and innocence truly astonish me. But you’ll learn the ropes soon enough under my colleague Mercer and his assistant, the woman I referred to, Mrs Stockton.” Mentioning her again, he made a wry face, the meaning of which I did not grasp. “Now, into the servants’ dormitory and get some sleep, if you can.” There was a dose of irony in his remark.
  After mounting the stairs, he removed my cape and motioned me towards a wooden bedstead. Once I was stretched upon the boards, the neck chain was hooked loosely to a wall brace. There, alone and on the verge of tears, I was left by the light of a solitary taper to stare at the line of similar beds. After endeavouring to grasp what had befallen me and the meaning of the various remarks, l realized the significance of my bondage straps. What worried me far more were the references to this place called Maveringham Manor where I would ‘serve our Mistress and her guests’. As to ‘learning the ropes’, again I did feel that could have sinister implications for a disrobed female who at a moment’s notice could be bound to a stake or spread out and chained upon some table or other, as Tobias Skinner liked me to be.
  But the worst of my preoccupations was that I had left you, my beloved diary, in the pocket of my discarded smock. Whatever might be the fate awaiting me, you are my only treasure and I was determined to retrieve that treasure before my tattered – and certainly pestilent – rags were burned. With no solution in view, I fell asleep, wearied by the frightening situation which I had brought upon myself, yet relieved I had a roof over my head. To be naked in a warm house was far preferable to shivering in scanty tatters in the heartless streets of London.
  It must have been quite late when little Annie woke me up. Anew in apron and boots, she was bending over me, shaking me by the shoulder, a leather lead already in hand. “Time to sup, Janet,” – how she had learned my name puzzled me – “and I thought you would like to have your little book back, whatever it is. Anyway, I can’t read. But here it is.” With a cry of joy I seized you and thrust you under the thin mattress and gave her a long, sisterly kiss of gratitude. Then, as she turned to release my chain from above the bunk, I caught sight of her back and bottom; an almost savage, voluptuous wonder ran through my innards, clenching my vagina. The thick welts had already begun to turn to a shade of dark purple. Verily, I could not drag my eyes from them. And yet, sensing my surprise, she seemed quite at ease.
  “Ah, the flogging?” she shrugged. “Old Hawkes isn’t what he used to be, you know. But he has to have his thrills and I suppose I do, too. Anyway, after spending an hour soaping and caressing those fabulous contours of yours, I was ready for a whipping and – as Hawkes never lets a girl down – a length of cock. And, Oh, by all the saints, didn’t I yell as I spent. I came three times, once under the whip and twice with him fucking me blind. Once he comes, the old goat doesn’t have the vigour to take you up the behind.”
  “I wish I’d been there, Annie. I’ve never seen a naked woman thrashed, you know,” was what I said, quite suddenly. “And when it’s me, there’s never a mirror around.” I got a sweet smile as she added: “Well, wait till you arrive at Maveringham, sweetheart. You’ll be able to watch your two sisters-in-chains trying to please the visitors. As for mirrors, I can’t remember there being any there either.” She caressed my bottom lovingly. “I wouldn’t mind watching you writhing in the Vault. But now for your meal. It’s mincemeat, cabbage, a spud and a mug of porter. And later, maybe when the others are abed and if the taper’s not still alight, I could creep up to your pallet and we could give each other a good tonguing. It’s been a while since a slave lass sluiced me out. And I’m still full of old Hawkes’ spunk, if you want a taste. And suck my clit hard but don’t chop it off, sweetie. I need it here, as you’ll need yours at the Manor.”
  “And please lick me off too, Annie. I’m famished! These straps and chains do something really strange to me.” Then I paused, kissing her teats. “You know, I’m not so sure I’m going to like this Maversham place, whatever it’s called, I’m going to, so give me a real licking to remember. And don’t be taken aback at the length of my stalk when it pops out of its hood. I was born with a real whopper…”
  “Like those teats of yours,” she put in. “You know we’ve rarely seen bubs as heavy as those. The guests at Maveringham – get the name right, gorgeous – are going to have fun with bags of flesh of this size. And, if you want a tip, concentrate on strengthening these pectoral muscles.” Her thumb in my armpit and fingers gripping the tendon, she squeezed deliciously hard on the flesh supporting my right mammary.
  Then, as she led me down to sup, I found my gluttonous crotch was awash. I could hardly wait.
  An hour or so later I was back in the attic, restored. And sure enough, amid the grotesque snoring of some dozen weary lackeys, chambermaids and scullions, I was treated to one of best, silent orgies a sex-starved girl can get, under the circumstances. I say ‘silent’, for after my first obstreperous orgasm, Annie thought it best to forgo lying between my outstretched legs – which, anyway, because of my ankle chain, would not part widely enough, even when I raised my thighs above her head – and so we adopted the ‘soixante-neuf’ position. (It is Annie, dear journal, who taught me this ‘69’ term – I learnt much that night.) And she was right, for my gasps and groans indeed risked waking the attic’s prostrate corpses, snorting and talking in their sleep. Thus, to my delirious pleasure, she smothered my noise with the wettest, hottest, most avid vulva any girl could wish for upon her face. Long afterwards, when she had slid away back to her palliasse, I lay dreaming of the welts over her tight buttocks as I sucked her labia, bit gently into her tiny stalk and brought her off. I even felt loath to leave the London residence for this unknown place in the country to which I was assigned. But then, dear journal of mine, what can a sex-starved, Puritan nude do if she’s loaded with chains and under the dominance of a beautiful Papist proprietress who shelters her?
  Only one remark she had whispered to me continued to trouble my mind – a breathless question in my ear, as she caressed my overlong labial flaps, wet and throbbing in the aftermath of my spendings. “Have you ever,” she had asked, “been cunt-whipped, hung by the legs? If not, the Vault at Maveringham’s the place where you’ll get used to that. After the first few times, you’ll come even more fiercely than just now. Even if I’m no longer a sex slave, as I once was, like the bewilderingly lovely Mildred, the slave handler you’re going to meet, I still get off when Hawkes strings me up, head down, from yon rafter” – she had nodded towards a couple of chains I had not yet noticed – “and his leathers splash into my gaping crotch. In a way, I rather envy you, going to the Postell’s country seat. I really do. It can be fun, at times.”
  Then somehow I fell asleep again, weary and apprehensive.
   7 February
  My Lady Elizabeth Postell flitted through my dreams and waking early, as was my wont when labouring for the Skinners, I did, forsooth, find my bedboards quite wet from further discharges. 
  The glimmer was sufficient for me to see that several bunks were empty, others still burdened with sleeping bodies. Thereupon I decided to frig myself off again, thinking not only of Annie but also of My Lady’s lissom body, still as yet kept secret within her gorgeous silks. As my wicked sex stump rose to take its due, I imagined her being doffed of her skirts by some pretty chambermaids. Would she retain her corsets, I asked my clit, and those pale stockings she must be wearing? Would she beckon me to her bed, tell me to stretch out my arms and part my legs before lowering her crotch on to my mouth? And – my juices were again running aplenty – would she then have me whipped by Hawkes with me laid across the dishevelled sheets of her four-poster while she looked on? And what would her vulva be like – a coral shell, a ripe fig, a gash of stewed meat? My questions blurred as when I used to walk down to the Thames in a blizzard of snow, and my mind splintered. I came superbly, rounding off my orgasm with a long drawn-out groan of lust – which I trusted none of the snorers heard.
  It was long after my descent into the tranquillity of aftermath that, at the sound of a bell, the rest of the servants rose and I was left alone.
  But not for long. Hawkes entered with Annie, who gave me no sign of recognition. “Get this whore down to the breakfast room,” the major-domo ordered. “See she wears the cape and that her cunt’s wiped clean, for, sure enough, she’s been using it. Remind me to give the lecher thirty lashes later.”
  I was led with unexpected ceremony into an august chamber where My Lady was breaking her fast with toast and the newly fashionable beverage, called coffee, that was much appreciated, I knew, in the London meeting houses. The smell of it and the toasted muffins almost made me take leave of my senses.      
  Yet I was able to glance at the tapestries and the portraits of what I presumed to be Cavaliers, now much out of favour in the Commonwealth. Uncertain of myself, clad in the shabby cloak and my wrists attached to my new throat band, I did meet with difficulty in adjusting my steps to the short span of chain linking my ankle straps. Frightened as I entered, my teats shrinking like unto musket shot, I was told to kneel. None in the room seemed to notice my presence, My Lady conversing with a grey-haired, middle-aged woman standing beside her. During the long wait I did watch the snow falling gently beyond the high casements and blessed my owner for having taken me in. With a twinge of remorse I thought of my poor companions sheltering under the church porch, awaiting employment or customers in this cruel city. Meanwhile Hawkes, grand in a satin blouse, silken knee-breeches and silver-buckled shoes, stood patiently behind me, still grasping my lead, having already drawn back my cloak from off my shoulders. “Bow the head, slave, in the presence of your mistress,” he muttered to me. “Splay the thighs, suck in the belly and thrust out those breasts, so that what you’ve got can be judged for what it’s worth.” Slow to react, I received a curt lash across my rump. The pain awoke me fully from the remnants of my fantasies.
  “Ah, there you are, Hawkes,” My Lady said, prompted by the sound of leather on flesh but which did not seem to distract her from stirring her cup. Instead she turned to the ugly shrew. “Now, Mary, this is the slut that has come to us and whom I intend to despatch to the Manor. How do you consider her? You know how I value your opinion regarding material of this kind.”
  The scarecrow passed her rat-like eyes over me without a word, as some Babylonian slave mistress must have regarded a biblical captive  And then she spoke. Her commentary was almost similar to Hawkes’. But a second opinion seemed necessary. “If you have no objection, Madame, I would first, as with former intakes, like to examine her more closely – spread upon yonder table, that is, again, if Your Ladyship agrees. One cannot judge flogging flesh by appearance alone. The quality must be ascertained along with the nature of the skin and muscle. And, naturally with your permission and in view of her future duties, it would be helpful to inspect the three apertures, the response of the teats and clitoris to both verbal and physical stimulation, and assess the condition of the sphincter.”
  Dearest diary, wherein I can record all frankly, what I was hearing lay beyond my belief. Although I did not expect to be invited to sit down and share my owner’s repast, the manner in which I was being spoken of turned my being into something like a stalacmite, or like that pillar of salt outside Sodom, a rigid object. And when My Lady raised no objection, I did realize I was in the hands of monsters – possibly apart from her. And yet even she acquiesced. Oh, why did I ever leave the hardships of London town?
  As Elizabeth, spreading honey on a slice of rye bread, called forward a half-naked serving girl, her sparse garb resembling Annie’s and pinned likewise, Hawkes was signalled to lay me over a second nearby Tudor table. Removing my cloak and detaching my wrist bonds, the man thrust me backwards over the polished surface, telling me to widen my legs and stretch my arms to the far edge. This I did with great misgivings, never having been thus exposed in all my life, leave alone in the bright winter light of day.
  The foul bitch – none other than the Stockton to whom Hawkes had referred – then proceeded to examine my teeth and the state of my long, beautiful locks of hair; the latter, thanks to Annie’s attentions, no longer plagued with vermin nor concealing you, my diary, for luckily she had persuaded me to leave you in the attic. Suddenly she seized my breasts in a grip of iron, twisting and pulling them, not only by the roots but by my nipples that, of course, swelled up immediately. Those tugs, alas, raised tremors in my lower guts, my clitoris answering the wrenchings. Seemingly satisfied, the ogre let my mammary loads slump aside, remarking to all present on their volume and terming them as ‘promising’ and ‘most suitable for the quirt and needles’. To what she referred baffled me – but only too soon, dearest diary, I expect to learn what she has in mind concerning not only my breasts but other areas lower down.
  She paid scant attention to my navel, of which I am so ridiculously proud not only on account of its whorled depth but because I put the salt in it when I used to munch stolen celery and chives in my bunk at home. After slapping my flat belly, she brushed my pubic hair back to study my genital wealth. With one gloved hand grasping my sex mound, she splayed the labia apart and peered into my oval nest of lust. “This bulge must, of course, My Lady, be sheared as soon as possible, polled clean,” was what I heard. “For the slave possesses, I assure you, an admirable hump of good pubic blubber here and…”
  “But, Mary dear, the cunt! Pray, give me your opinion forthwith, for I have other things to do besides harkening to your comments.” The tone was one of irritation.
  “I’m only trying to help, My Lady. If you prefer, take stock yourself of what you have lighted upon. I am merely seeking to assure you that I have rarely seen an erotic stalk as formidable as this I hold in my fingers, nor fronds so extensive as these.” At that, the bitch drew out my outer labia to their full – and I sensed – extreme length, peeling them back from the inner rolls and widening even further my claret cleft of clammy cunt muscle. If this went on much further, I felt I could not hold myself accountable for what might result from being thus stretched, whoever was doing or watching it.
  “My Lady, rarely have I seen outer labia such as these,” she repeated. “The long fronds resemble a bloodhound’s jowls. At least, we’ll have no trouble in grabbing them with the tongs. As to the vagina, Madame,” she burrowed into me, parting the inner rolls of sex flesh, “it’s already been deflowered, it has muscle and seems responsive. In fact, the slut’s gripping my fingers! Now, as to the bud of lust…” Slapping my thighs, she hissed, “Spread those thighs wider, trollop, so that I can study your prong.” Widening my crotch, I felt my buttock-sweat suctioning away from the table as the harridan suddenly dug her nails into the very root of my still half-masted clitoris and, to my horror, massaged the stump. Despite my biting my nether lip, my uncovered spur welled up into its full thrust, expecting the usual gratification I gave it daily. “Forsooth, My Lady, a fabulous length of gristle we have here.” The Stockton creature was relishing her discoveries as much as I was abominating them. “There’s also ample room to have the ring inserted deep in the base and, when the hood peels back as now, there’s a really fleshy stalk – perfect for the pincers and insertion of certainly more than one needle. All in all, I think this slave, and particularly the breasts and pleasure slit – I hardly need to remark on the heavy and solid buttocks – will meet your guests’ requirements, probably just as well, if not better, as do our two trained inmates. I must congratulate you, Madame, on your perspicacity – that is, if my gracious Ladyship seeks the humble opinion of an overseer.”
  “Oh, but I do, Mary!” was the reply from among the coffee cups. “There is nothing I value more than your views. Of course, even more helpful will be your opinion as to her resilience under the instruments and heavier whips once we have her ready for service in the Vault. And, dearest Mary, do not let us forget that she will be accompanying our other two beauties when we pay our next visit to Winscome Abbey. And there she will have to confront Bragg and Honorine, both of whom, as you know, do not make allowances for ineptitude on the part of a slave girl.”
  At that, I did notice the hideous ogress raise an eyebrow which prompted My Lady to add hastily: “Any more than you and Mercer do. But how, Mary, about the slummock’s rear, pray? After all, though you did not comment thereon, we must remember that a healthy pair of buttocks constitutes the main attraction among our guests and for most of those adepts at the Abbey. And even more so than a good pair of breasts and here we have a splendid brace of sacks, worthy of any visitor’s expectations.”
  With some relief, I was told to reverse my body, whereupon Hawkes prized my buttocks apart, no one commenting on the yellowing lash marks now thankfully well on their way to healing. To my alarm, once I was flat on my belly, the vile bitch of a supervisor thrust a thumb into my rectum, rippling my sphincter in and out until – may again Sodom’s pillar of salt forgive me – I began reluctantly to relish the penetrations. Her comment, however, was less heartening than the previous observations. What I heard truly scared me, in much the same way as Heather Skinner used to make my flesh crawl when she ordered me to stretch my loins over the table’s edge and present my quaking behind for thrashing and sodomizing by her husband and his copemates. Bloody Mary explored my rear grotto zealously and at length.
  “Mindful, My Lady, of the remarkable length and girth of what some of your Ladyship’s visitors can bring out of their breeches, this wanton den of pleasure requires significant enlarging – or rather, taming. The sphincter’s tight and somewhat refractory, tending to resist easy penetration. But it can be taught to relax, as we did with your fleshy redhead at your behest. That one’s now tamed. Here I would advise a substantial plug be inserted for tomorrow’s ride and left in for several days and nights after arrival. And given the size of the slut’s breasts, I think the body should serve well at the Manor. Yea, a good choice.”
  The ordeal over, I was removed to a dismal cellar, now assured of my fate. Hoping to be left alone, I trembled as, alas, the gorgon Stockton accompanied the major-domo, slammed the heavy oaken door and proceeded to chain me to a lone post in the candlelit enclave. “I gather, Hawkes,” the hideous female muttered, wrenching my arms to the summit of the stake, “our noble Lady desires the slave to be flogged, prior to departure. As I suppose you are to do it, I’d rather like to watch – just by way of judging the bitch’s resilience. I am curious to see whether she drools from her slit when being punished.” Quite clearly she was riled by the precedence accorded to this man whom she from the Manor considered below her.
  “Well, I have no real objection to your presence,” the man acquiesced sullenly. “But I’m ordered to give her only twenty lashes, over the back and rear end, which I observe have already tasted leather. Lady Elizabeth merely wants her primed for Maveringham, prior to the piercing and ringing, which is your business. A slave’s customary baptism of entry. I’m going to use the long lash on her, so stand to the side, unless you want to receive the back swing.” Again I sensed a lack of affection between my flogger and the complacent bitch and in a way that did not displease me, the woman reminding me of Mistress Heather – except that old Ma Skinner seemed a philanthropist compared with this prim, remorseless shrew, into whose care, alackaday, I seemed to have been bequeathed. I just hoped there were others at the Manor less intimidating than she. The thought of being sex-tortured by this griffin truly sapped my courage.
  My first flagellation as a flesh-slave began forthwith. Rather than a ‘baptism of entry’, it was sheer murder. Being completely new to the potency of a long, plaited coach whip slashing and wrapping around me and the post, giving me a double dose of pain, I almost passed out after a couple of dozen lashes. Hawkes truly reduced me to a shuddering, blubbering length of blazing pain – so much so that I had no possible chance of achieving what I yearned for, my orgasms always despatching me into disembodied, celestial bliss as the strokes overrode the smarting and frittered away. To be honest with myself and you, my journal, I was too exhausted to rise to the occasion, leave alone enjoy it. In any event, I considered twenty lashes quite unreasonable for a complete novice who had so far only been thrashed by amateurs. My body had surely the right to work its way up to the level required. Yet when I was left to marinate in the salt Hawkes allowed the viper to rub into the abrasions he had caused, it was clear from what they said, that much of the same sort of punishment lay ahead, and for much more that just my overfleshed buttocks.
 
   8 February
  I find it difficult to continue writing my account since I am obliged in this reeking attic to lie on my belly, the welts afflicting my rear thighs and underslope of my buttocks being so painful. The only consoling factor this morning has been a visit I was made to pay to My Lady on the first landing. When told of my privilege and my neck chain released, I did hurry down behind Hawkes, my heart pounding like a trooper’s kettledrum, to kneel before her, my arms behind me, breasts out and my thighs well spread apart.
  “I hear you reacted suitably enough to the scourge, Janet,” she said softly, “and that promises well for the future, for I expect you to excel yourself once installed at Maveringham. Your two sisters there, having worked for me now over the past year or two, will certainly encourage you to serve staunchly. Although they both have their shortcomings, you will find them to be admirable companions and you can learn from them. In any event, my other major-domo, Mercer, together with Mary Stockton, whom you have had the pleasure of meeting, will see to your training, so that you can entertain my guests and possibly myself, with enthusiasm. I am sure you will enjoy it and I count on you to do your best. It is, after all, a distinction I’m conferring on you by allowing you to share in our hospitality, even if at times you may find it a trifle arduous. But you, with that strapping body of yours, will easily get accustomed to what is required of you. I am certain you will serve me well, will you not? You may answer when I or a guest speak to you.”
  “But, gracious Lady,” – I recalled how I had to salute her – “I did not fully understand the duties required of me when I applied for work. You see, I…” The beauty interrupted me curtly, turning to her major-domo. “Surely the wench knows she must bow and kiss my shoe before speaking, does she not?” At which I received a glare from Hawkes. The look was enough to silence me. My question would clearly be answered by the new conditions in which I found myself. Certainly, what I had already learned from Hawkes’ remarks and those of Annie, left me in no doubt. My role now, whether I liked it or not, was that of a fledgling slave, a novice in the service of Lady Postell. There seemed no point in questioning it and anyway I realized I was not only a prisoner but one condemned to the whip for the pleasure of those who relished participating in the punishment of naked females. I was dismayed and yet, at the same time, elated.       
  “I notice, Hawkes,” my new owner said, ignoring my futile attempt to question my status, “that she has received the horsewhip. Was that wise, in view of her lack of experience? Anyway, in your opinion, how did she conduct herself?”
  “Tolerably well, Madame, I must say, for a beginner. We used the cellar and the flogging post, in order not to disturb Your Grace and your guests so late at night. And, if I may add, it was a real pleasure to see her writhe. Although she blacked out halfway through, the body, if somewhat overladened, reacted fairly erotically, I must admit. She was dripping and hunting for sex. Mistress Stockton attended and found the slut apt. Although, as Your Grace can see, I concentrated on the back and rump, the breasts seem particularly promising but the tendons supporting them could do with some reinforcing. Nevertheless, they’re robust enough to allow strict bondage round the roots with the usual wet cord and, in time, the iron clamps, and they should swell admirably for the infliction of advanced punishment. But, as you say, milady, the slag lacks experience. Regular flagellation at the Manor should help to harden the whore’s flesh.”
  “Well, Hawkes, I’m glad she took it so, all the same. But I would ask you once again not to use the term ‘whore’ when speaking of my girls. I demeans them, even if some of our earlier inmates were of the profession” After the man had bowed in apology, the exquisite woman went on. “Indeed, she’s a sturdy creature but, as you say, once at the Manor, Mercer will thin her down in time. As you know, neither Monsieur de Clavaux nor I take exception to a beefy slave, even if some of our visitors, particularly Madame Francine de Clavaux, do tend to prefer torturing more lithesome bodies…”
  “Like your Deborah’s, milady. And like…er, Veronica’s, the one you sold off abroad some months ago. She, if I recall, Your Grace, came from a rather brutal city brothel.” His daring truly surprised me.
  “Maybe, Hawkes, but that does not mean you may employ that word in my presence. Now, as to departure. I plan to leave the day after tomorrow. Have the coach ready by dawn. Mary and Monsieur de Clavaux – since, alas, Madame Francine, his spouse, will not accompany us – will ride inside with me and this sultry Janet can be seated beside Will, the coachman. Ensure she is well wrapped up in a drugget cloak. I do not want her to catch cold. And it would be advisable to have her head covered, a stopple in the mouth and a camblet scarf round her face. There are so many of these terrible Roundheads about, blocking the roads, and I do not wish to be questioned, least of all regarding the girl. So, see to it, Hawkes, my man. And I count on you, during my absence from town, to look after the house and the servants, using the whip when necessary. In case of serious offences or crass laziness, you may hang a maid by the wrists in the attic or the cellar and draw blood – the usual, Hawkes, but I don’t want to hear of my female staff being incapacitated for normal service.”
  “Of course, Madame. And if I may be so bold to ask, is it your wish to have a final farewell session in honour of Madame de Clavaux, since she’s leaving? I mean a little ceremony with the new slave chained the way your guest prefers – hung from the drawing room beam for Madame Frenchie – I beg pardon, Madame de Clavaux – to administer, say, an initiatory breast flogging? That is something, if I may also remark, milady, she performs with great fervour. Or whatever you prefer. I would be only too pleased to organize it, Your Grace.”
  “That’s a thoughtful idea, Hawkes, if you think the slag can take more, over and above what you have already given her. As to the breasts, I tend to agree. A brief thrashing with the quirt would not be premature, seeing the size of her mammaries and teats. Very well, but it must take place during our early supper tomorrow evening and in the dining-room, for we must to bed betimes, given the early start. Yes, please arrange matters. Madame de Clavaux, since she happens to be visiting us, would, I am sure, relish such a moment, particularly, as I say, she is not coming with us to Maveringham this time. She has to get back to her flock in Paris. So, let her do the breast whipping while you deal with the buttocks, as usual. I had in mind to keep this new one’s behind and milk churns more or less unmarred for our colleague Mercer at the Manor, but since she’s already had a beating, a few more welts will not go amiss.” At that, the man gave a shrug, as if apologizing for what had been done to me. “But,” the serene one added, “I do not want Mary to be involved. She tends to be far too violent. She’ll have her share with this novice once we’re back at Maveringham.” She paused a moment. “And allow some of the lackeys and maids, in addition to those on duty at table, to attend, for I believe some of them take pleasure in watching a slave being flagellated. Moreover it will serve as a cautionary warning to behave while I am away.”
  I did listen with growing anxiety to the plans and, glancing down to commiserate with my already sentenced breasts, trusted they would be up to the mark. After all, if my reputable hindquarters could indeed be counted on to endure Hawkes’ service leathers, this would constitute the first real occasion for my balcony of lymph wealth to prove its worth. I assumed that too had to get used to being trounced and prepare itself for far greater ordeals to come, once in Buckinghamshire and behind bars, if only by way of reimbursing the costs of my lodging and keep. At least, according to Annie, I would not be needing clothes…
  It was then that I was conducted down by Hawkes to the chamber adjacent to where I had been cleansed and fitted with what Annie told me were only temporary slave straps. My permanent bondage, she informed me, would be riveted in place at the Manor at the same time as I was pierced and ringed.
  Strangely enough, the prospect of wearing constraints, whether provisional or immutable, aroused a thrill that pervaded my whole body, the mental picture of having flesh rings inserted having quite the opposite effect. I even ventured asking Annie whether the spearing of the clitoris affected its performance. “On the contrary, sweetheart,” she assured me as she led me upstairs to the attic. “Every time the ring moves, it brings you into erection and the same with your teats. What’s more, the metal attachments are mighty useful when you want to bring yourself off. And when they chain you by them, it’s almost impossible to steer clear of an orgasm. And speaking of that, we’ve got a whole night before us and, if you like, I’ll show you my old piercings and you can try putting the tip of your tongue into them, if you can find them.” That truly excited me but I was less taken with the remark that followed. “As you’ve got to learn the sensation, I’ll dig my nails into spots where you’re going to have yours threaded through. It’ll help you to get the feel of being a slave. Oh, I do wish I could be there at the Manor to see you start on your new duties!”
  With that, she led me to my bedstead and clipped the chain to the usual hook, adding: “We’ll be free tonight to really enjoy ourselves, as Hawkes and your future lady-in-waiting, Mary Stockton, will be preparing for the day-after-tomorrow’s departure. They take piles of portmanteaux and dresses with them for Elizabeth and in addition they have to set things in order for your whipping tomorrow evening.”
  “How come you know about that, Annie?” I did ask, astonished she was aware of the fact.
  “But cherub, everyone in the house knows everything here, and what’s more I’m to attend to serve the refreshments. If you want to know, I’m really looking forward to someone else’s body other than mine being flogged, for a change. When she’s here, the Francine bitch usually uses me because I’m a lanky slut like her, the sort she likes. All the same, you’d better ready these prodigious breasts of yours, you know, because she flays with a vengeance. But they’ll recover during the journey. You’ll probably stop one night on the way at some Cavalier friends of Liza’s and then the second night at an inn, and beware of Stockton, once Elizabeth is abed with her Gilles. But I must admit our Bloody Mary does know the way through the backwoods and forest paths to and from Maveringham, even better than Will, the coachman, and can avoid any roving Roundheads. And once at the Manor, you’ll meet the beautiful Mildred. We were once slaves together there before her promotion and my being assigned here. You’re sure to like her and, Heavens above, isn’t she beautiful! She’s an assistant to Mercer – what they call a slave handler, like me here. And of course, she has to bed down with him when he’s not using Deborah or Celia, your future comrades.”
  All this information was more than precious to me and I settled down in the flickering candlelight for sex and such further tidings as I could gather. Whatever Annie was going to do by way of preparing my erotic extremities for what awaited them, began to excite me and our kissing commenced forthwith.
  It turned out to be a night I shall not readily forget, not solely by reason of what we did to each other but of what she recounted to me, conversing in low tones. Besides saying that she rather envied me to be accorded the dining room for my whipping, she did give me most valuable information regarding the guests. “I presume, sweetheart, you know that Elizabeth – here we refer to her as Liza – is a widow, her husband, Lord Postell, equally devoted to keeping slaves for their own and their guests’ use, lost his life at the battle of Worcester where our noble Cromwell defeated the Royalists.” I was astonished, apart from her mastery of words, to hear her laud the Protector but said nothing for fear of her divulging my own faith and allegiance to the Ironsides; one can not be too prudent in this time of civil war. And particularly when one is a naked slave in the hands of the enemy. Moreover, Annie was talkative. As if to prove it, she went on.
  “Now, this Frenchie, Gilles de Clavaux and his beautiful bitch of wife, Francine, are in league with the supporters here of the dethroned Charles, who’s hiding in France. That’s why they come over so often, to contact the enemies of the Commonwealth. Of course, de Clavaux is Liza’s lover, to which Francine does not object since she has countless men and women of her own to sleep with – and put to the whip. In addition, she runs an elite slave brothel in Paris.” Annie continued to suck my swollen teats and, to my alarm, dug her nails into the root of my clitoral erection. “She pays us regular visits, not only to enjoy Liza’s hospitality here in London but at Maveringham – which now will include you, honey. She never stays long on account of having to supervise her establishments in France. But Liza adores her and, from what I’ve heard, they exchange slaves now and then. But beware of our Francine, particularly if ever she visits the Manor, for she flogs and tortures with a vengeance. Tomorrow night will be child’s play, short and sweet, before they retire to bed, all three together. So enjoy it, since whipping’s what you seem to revel in…”
  Astonished at the lechery of the house, I stared at my informant, to whom I was most grateful not only for the warnings but, beginning to pleasure me, for what she was doing to my defenceless sex prong. Neither of us being capable of holding off much longer, we turned head to tail, with me underneath her, and put our tongues to work. I do not think, Oh most secret diary, any two naked females in all Christendom enjoyed each other as did we tonight. If she did tongue me far up into my soaking slot, dredging the sludge out of me, I licked and nosed every morsel of her flesh from navel to anus, even gently biting her sweet labia before sucking her little stub into my pursed lips, thus discovering her former piercings.
  On account of the prostrate domestics about us, some of whom I noticed, when coming up for air, were doing likewise, we muffled our cries of orgasm. I thought Annie would never admit defeat, for time after time, choosing a fresh posture, she bade me continue. Finally, fully spent, we slept entwined together.
 
   9 February
  Come morning and owing to the preparations for the next day’s departure, I was allowed to lie undisturbed for the better part of the day, listening to the commotion and scurrying of the servants below as hampers and portmanteaux were readied, strapped up and taken out to the stables.
  It must have been towards late afternoon when Annie mounted the attic stairs. “I have to prepare you, angel, for the evening, so make it easy for both of us. I have to take you down to the washroom.”
  My innards clenched as I followed her to be chained, arms aloft, in the same alcove as before. Most delicately, after rinsing me and flushing me out, she chafed my nipples into rigid steeples and daubed them and the areoles with cochineal. I must admit the colour excited me, all too anxious to look my best, not so much for Francine but for My Lady who was offering me to the Frenchie. Less promising were the ministrations Annie afforded to my crotch: she lubricated the vaginal duct – which in my case was quite unnecessary, given my inexhaustible downflow and the plenteous spittle Annie had devoted to it during the previous night– and then greased my long labia. What however made me wince was when she splayed the upper rolls of flesh guarding my clitoris. She gripped the already bared prong, rolling it between her fingers. “Oh, Janet, how I loved this superb flagpole of yours last night! You know, I’ve sucked scores and scores of clits, whether freely in the cellars when I was a slave or under coercion in Vault at Maveringham, but never one like yours. Fabulous! Our Murderous Mary’s sure to be delighted, for it’s she who’ll pierce it through the base, along with these,” she tweaked both teats, “and all this” – I winced again as she ran her fingers down the fringes of my sodden cunt, stretching the long labia as if they were strips of gammon. “Believe me, when I had the ring through my clit, I was in permanent erection – well, a lot of the time. And another thing is that, as they let you masturbate as much as you want at Maveringham, all you need do is jerk on the ring till you come, or have one of your team-mates – you’re going to like Deborah and Celia – suck the loop into her mouth first.” As she let my labia go, she added, “Personally, I’m not too keen on the taste of metal, as I am of sperm. And as you know, our female discharge has hardly any flavour at all.”
  I listened to her chatter but only half-aware of what she was saying, my mind trying to envisage what this Francine from Paris was going to do to me. At the same time I felt a little thwarted, for Annie could well have given me a precursory orgasm prior to those I presumed I was expected to produce under the Frenchie’s whipping. Continuing to prattle, Annie unbuckled my ankle straps to slide a pair of shimmering white stockings up to my thighs where she secured them with a crimson bow, not dissimilar to the red ribbands the Cavaliers always wore. “You’ve got to look your best, pet, for an evening flagellation. I only hope they’ll let me loiter around to look on, for with a body like yours under the scourge, truly you must be something worth watching! During my slave days at the Manor and ever since, I’ve watched how slaves react to punishment. It varies, you know. But with this marvellous body of yours, I’ll wager you’ll have them all out of their minds. Particularly Gilles de Clavaux’s, he’s civilized enough although he’s a papist and a Frenchie. He really likes a well-fleshed body.”
  Whoever he was, I wished she would finish with my readying, but I did note the name.
  Once she had made up my eyes, lips and navel with kohl, I persuaded her in my vanity to comb my pubic bush into its triangular plenitude, and then brush and braid my dark mane into a plait. “I wouldn’t like my tresses to entangle in the whip thongs,” I said. To that she replied that only the short quirt was used on the breasts, a detail she remarked I ‘should have gathered by now’. How I could be expected to know such things I failed to grasp. I felt my entire body beginning to turn to goose-flesh, for – and I admit it, beloved diary, I was more scared than ever before in my life, uncertain as to how I was meant to react to a whipping carried out before nobles, including the one who now owned my body, Elizabeth, Countess Postell.
  “Is a slave allowed to writhe and howl, Annie,” I murmured, “or should I try to stifle my screams?”
  “You just let yourself go, precious. Be natural – that’s what they like and if – or rather when, knowing you – you climax, shriek like a Tamworth sow being slaughtered. They really appreciate a slave spending under the scourge or when the tongs crush and twist your bubs, except that tonight you won’t get the pincers, just the quirt across them. They’re real experts when it comes to dealing with naked whores.”
  I don’t think she meant it, but her last word verily shook me. But I let it pass. Instead, I wanted to be sure and said, “So they don’t protest if I orgasm, Annie? I always do when I’m flogged.” At which she just rolled her blue eyes and laughed. “Of course not, sweetie. Give them all you’ve got. All they care about is hurting you so that they can enjoy their own spewings.” That at least reassured me.
  “And who’ll be there tonight?” I asked, thinking a naked girl about to be whipped had the right to know who would be present.
  “But I told you. Liza, of course, with Francine and that one’s peachy husband. And old Hawkes, a bunch of cock-hard lackeys, half-dressed kitchen and boudoir maids – and me, I hope. And our visiting Mary the Mauler who’ll never miss a beating, unless she’s busy flogging someone else…”
  The list frightened me, in view of my inexperience but I nevertheless looked forward to encountering this de Clavaux couple and particularly the man, whom I felt to be somebody rather special.
  Slicking a final dollop of oil over my buttocks and into my anus, the girl clipped my wrists behind the throat strap and a long chain to the forward hasp, wishing me well, I astonished at the command of language, equal to mine, this simple whore seemed to command. And then we waited.
  Hawkes finally entered. To my surprise, he was only half attired, white satin knee breeches reaching from his riding boots to the hips and bulging over his genitals, the flap straining to be unbuttoned. Above, he was bare, apart from a brief, sleeveless waistcoat parted over the hirsute chest. Beneath the powdered wig, his face was masked with a sombre length of lace, an addition that only added to my apprehension. As was to be expected, from the belt there dangled, like a long cock, a greased six-thong flogger, which both impressed and scared me. Surely, I told my body, that fearful thing could not possibly be used on me at this stage of my captivity… How naïve, dear record of my misfortunes, can a novice be!
  After looking me over, he ordered us to follow him and, despite the traction on the lead and the short ankle chain hindering my gait, without too much ado we reached the dining-room, with Annie, also scarcely clothed, close behind my glistening rump. As if aware of what was about to be done to them, my voluminous breasts, with their domed areoles and teats erect, swung erotically, as the little blonde said they should. As to my crotch, that vital part of me seemed to have dismissed itself from my control.
  The room was more sumptuous than anything I have ever seen. The bow windows, draped with velvet curtains, the august portraits on the walls, the rich carpets under my stocking-clad feet, and the soft candlelight – everything entranced me. Glancing at the silken figures at table, finishing the meal with port and sweetbreads, I studied them as best I could, eyes lowered as a naked, unhooded slave, I had been told, should approach her owners. In any event, I was too nervous to meet the look of the Parisienne madame.
  Seated languorously in high-backed chairs, there were only three persons, My Lady at the head and two others – this truly handsome man with a sharp beard, presumably de Clavaux, and opposite him, a thin-lipped but strangely attractive woman. The fact that her breasts were bare hardly surprised me, knowing the prevailing customs of the house, and the black beauty spot upon the left bulge, matching that on her cheek, simply enhanced her cold beauty even more than did her purple-hued nipples. It was only when she moved her silken arm did I spy the bamboo cane lying beside it, and that occasioned a very different feeling within my guts. Since I had been told that my breasts were the night’s offering, surely, I found myself praying to God and our Protector, it could not possibly be that length of knotted grief they were receive! Being new to such weapons, I foresaw viscous sap… and possibly blood, being drawn from my nipples.
  Despite being chained and nude with my wrists locked behind my collar, no one even looked at me as I was halted in the room’s centre. Then, suppressing a yawn, Elizabeth drew her guests’ attention to me.
  “Ah, dear friends, let us discuss no more the troubles of England, for here is my latest whipping wench. Dropped like a fledgling from the nest into my hands. And having sold off my Veronica, whom you knew so well and – how shall I say? – intimately, I felt this sumptuous and hefty side of beef you see before you would, at least partially, replace her. What, chers amis, do you think of her? Prithee, Gilles, be frank.”
  The man rose and came towards me, Annie retiring into the background after whispering to me to thrust my sex forward, so that my lengthy labia could be seen under the slit and pubic swathe. Thus I stood, petrified, in the mellow gleam of the candles – items I hoped would not be visiting my vulva, as was the way the Skinners had of dousing the flame to save wax, my perpetually wet orifice hissing as it did its duty as a candlesnuffer. In silence, he I assumed – rightly, it proved afterwards – to be the Gilles de Clavaux, strolled round me, calmly hefting my loads of buttock meat and then my breasts before regaining his place. Thereafter, it was the half-denuded blonde’s turn to view me; she did so in much the same manner as had her husband, but with greater diligence, grasping and savaging my breasts as though sizing up the blubber’s consistency. My dugs were clearly in demand, for further, she did dig her sharply-manicured fingers into the engorged teats, watching my grimace of pain which she seemed to enjoy, to judge by the look she gave me.
  As if this was not enough, she caused me to bend forward so that my ample mammaries hung free, and did slap them several times, remarking on their ponderous swing under my chest. Although life at the Skinners’ hovel had accustomed me to such gross and unpalatable treatment after supper (frequently having a greasy fork pricked into a nipple), the sharp jewels that this Francine turned inward on her fingers did cause me much distress as they grated my skin. Again and again I did suck in my breath through clenched teeth which brought a thin, malevolent smile to her lips. The remarks she addressed to her hostess troubled me even more, for they portended harrowing things to come.
  “Sacré Dieu, Liza, where did you find this cartload of carrion? Upon my blessed soul, Gilles, have you ever slapped dugs as tempting as these?” I did swallow hard, at the same time risking a glimpse at hers which were, I thought, hopelessly contemptible and half the size of mine. “Just the sort of raw meat,” she went on in halting English, “that needs to be garrotted – throttled, if you insist on English – and strangled with those leather thongs, Gilles, we use at home to tighten up our whores for caning! But Liza, ma chère, where did you pick up such a specimen? And, I admit, ample fare for the tongs and needles! Just look, Gilles, at the size of the whorls supporting these teats! Incredible, oui, incroyable! And strong pectorals running to the shoulders…une vraie putain, Liza, a true whore! Perfect dugs for the quirt – no, Gilles?”
  The good-looking man merely lifted an eyebrow with a sidelong smile at My Lady while the blonde bitch-beauty of a brothel keeper wandered back to her chair, took a swig of port and started anew. “But seriously, have you had her udders tortured yet, Liza dearest? I wouldn’t mind having her for an hour or two on our gridiron in Paris. And you know, Gilles, although you don’t help me much, except in politics, we could do with a well-fleshed bitch like this for our St. Germain stew. Our clientèle gets through quite a number of caitiffs, you know, and there’s a real demand for brawny creatures like this.” There ensued a brief pause in the torrent of comments. Then came a question that verily made my fresh crawl. “Yes, appétissante! Would you like to sell her, Liza, ma douce? I’d meet all conveyance costs. And payment for the flesh and transport in gold louis. Same mintage as we give you for your Royalist troops. I’d have the salope – the slut – out of the country in a sack to Boulogne before Vespers are over, come Thursday. So?”
  “Come now, Francine, ma chère,” my self-elected owner replied, “the drab has only just arrived and anyway she’s not for sale. Further, she’s barely trained, even if she promises well. I’m flattered you like her, but no, I need her here. It’s a shame you’re off back to Paris so soon, but I promise to arrange a real session – the sort you like – at the Manor for you one of these days when you come over again. And bring those sapphire-headed bodkins of yours along – you know, the ones you jabbed into that tow-headed tart’s bubs and labia when I visited that steamy brothel of yours in the Marais on the right bank. With what this Janet – yes, my lambs have names, even if yours just have numbers – has got hanging there as breasts, you could sink your spikes in right up to their jewelled summit, couldn’t you, Francine? After all, you’re an expert.”
  Biting my lip, I felt the prospect of being stretched and chained naked to have my fabulous milk churns and possibly my sex pouch, pierced, exciting me mightily.
  “And you, Gilles, what’s your opinion, pray?” my dearest Lady and saviour asked, fanning herself.
  “In my view, as far as slaves go,” the man answered in excellent English, “you have a winner, Liza. Plenty of flesh that, in my opinion, looks as if it could take a great deal of punishment, if applied correctly.”
  There was another break in the palaver concerning my body, while de Clavaux called for more port and olives and then he spoke again.
  “Now, dearest hostess, and I think I speak for Francine too, if the offer you made earlier in the day still stands, we could indeed try the girl out here and now, but keep the real ordeals for when Francine comes over next. And no doubt by that time, this tempting Jane – or is it Janet? – of yours, Liza, after she’s finished her training, will be ready for a great deal more than a simple whipping and an orgasm or two. So, I would suggest, by way of an au revoir gesture, we let Francine show the slut – pardon me, your apprentice – what a distinguished French brothel ‘madame’ can do with a quirt to an outsized pair of breasts.”
  My courage, which so far had kept me from ebbing into despondency, suddenly failed me. It seemed, dear journal, as if I was being discussed as are animals at the Smithfield meat market back in town. But one detail in what the elegant Frenchie had said had not escaped my concern: the menace of the bamboo rod upon the table had been replaced by the threat of the three-bladed breast quirt, a common slave chider.
  Francine suddenly stood up, flushed and even more animated than before. “Parbleu, what a treat for a friend in need!” she exclaimed, only to be interrupted by her husband who had more to say.
  “So, leaving aside for the time being Francine’s somewhat premature offer of purchase, which you might wish to reconsider 
 
 
  one of these days, my love, I think a brief quirting of the novice’s teats would be in order, if you agree. And as your chambers are all so admirably appointed, I would suggest having the body stretched from the chain here in yonder corner. I think all of us prefer a wench fully extended if she’s to appreciate the distinction of being accorded the dining-room for once.” To that, Elizabeth consented with a nod and a delightful smile; she was obviously well smitten. “So,” de Clavaux turned to Hawkes, “let’s have her distended – you know, legs well parted, a concave belly, sharp ribcage and hoisted breasts…”
  “But not too high, Hawkes.” The blonde, already disrobing, had accepted the quirt. “There’s nothing better than a well-fleshed whore proffering her upper storey, but it has to sag, in easy reach of the blades.”
  As the major-domo released my wrists and thrust me further into the glow of candlelight, My Lady did something that truly took me unawares. Lounging in her chair, she drew back the folds of her dress, revealing her delicious thighs, the crotch in full view. “Yes, I tend to agree with you both,” she murmured. “Personally I prefer my slaves to lurch and reel on the end of a loose chain and, if the flagellation is severe enough, fall to their knees, as if in reverence and gratitude to me. But we all have our foibles, do we not?” She turned those lavender eyes to her devoted servant who to my further bewilderment was being allowed to whip me first, ‘to warm up the girl’s blood’, as she said. “Do as Monsieur de Clavaux proposes, man, and ensure the body is at the height our lady guest desires. The adjustment should not affect your own flagellation of the rump, as agreed, but I don’t want the lash rising any higher than the coccyx, as she’s not wearing a leather slave-corset. Once you’ve primed the girl, Madame de Clavaux can proceed. But, I insist with both of you,” the long eyelashes flickered at the woman now almost stripped, “no more than a dozen lashes each, you understand? The body has still to be toughened for full slave duty.”
  Her serving man bowed stiffly, releasing his firm cock together with the ball-sack from the depths behind the buttoned flap of his breeches – a gesture that gave me promise of something more than just the lash, for the phallus was larger and more tempting than I had imagined. As I stationed myself under the chain and faced the room, I was afforded the sight of yet another phallus, that of the seated Monsieur Gilles, the denuded bulb eyeing me from above the table. I felt my vagina and labia swelling, my clit emerging from its shelter, as the rapacious Francine peeled herself off, down to her stockings and slippers. I do not believe, sweet diary, a body could have pleased me more: slim and like an hourglass, the figure had not a trace of superfluous flesh upon it, the sapphire in the navel winking at me and, I thought, even more knowingly at her husband’s cock which, while waiting for me to be strung up, she had taken in her bejewelled hand to frig smoothly. I do not know what My Lady thought of this, but to me it pictured a contented, conventional couple, even if the blonde woman hired out slaves in Paris and the man pleasured Liza in London and at her country seat. As for me, I supposed I just had to adjust myself to this licentious Cavalier world and, as Francine would say, its divertissements.
  With Annie grasping me round the hips – beware, my heart said, of accolades of the sort – my wrist straps were hooked to the end of the overhead chain that Hawkes – for whom I had begun to have a certain fondness – rattled down from the coffered ceiling. As I swung free, arms upstretched, my legs were splayed wide and attached to an iron bar which was then secured to lugs set in the floor boards. My body tautening to the extreme reach of my tendons, I did wonder mightily that such appliances should exist in a titled noblewoman’s dining-room; but then, being a commoner and a whipping slave, I have still much to learn.
  Gradually the tension upon my arms and shoulder sockets began to tell, and it was thanks to Annie’s whisper before she retired to the panelled wall behind me, that I lurched up and grasped the links descending to my wrists. I was much relieved, particularly as Hawkes did not object. On the other hand, I was concerned when a trickle of vaginal sap seeped out and began to edge down my dangling labia and inner thighs to the edge of the white stockings. I prayed the ooze would not stain them and moreover besmirch My Lady’s kilim on the boards below; with a further and more earnest entreaty I silently implored Hawkes not to slit my buttock flesh and thereby cause me to bleed in front of my hosts.
  Although the pain of the suspension certainly mortified me, I was solaced to see from between my sweating biceps the company of nobles and domestics staring fixedly and mute at my naked body. I tried to imagine the effect I must be having on those seeing me being readied for whipping for the first time. I could almost feel the eyes probing my parts – the bulge of my pubic bush, the hollowed belly with its elongated navel, the sharp arch of the ribs, and my stupendous, domed breasts trembling above, awaiting the slam of the quirt. To be sure, I strove to keep my buttocks limp, recalling what Annie had counselled during one lecherous night in bed – never, she had told me, clench the rear cheeks when they’re due for or under the whip or cane. Flabby meat hurts and damages less when it hangs loose. That I had learned at the Skinner hovel. And always remember to keep your rear hole, your Sphinx-tear (kissing her tenderly, I realized she meant my sphincter), lax so that a dildo or a cock penetrates without having to do battle… Sweet, thoughtful Annie, who had never been to school, how I loved her! So much so that there in the splendid dining-room I tried to glance at her for encouragement, but the neck strap proved too tight.
  Thereupon, I did bite hard into my lower lip again, suddenly aware of chamois-gloved hands roving over my buttocks as further comments were exchanged between the Frenchie slave holders and my owner. Most of what I heard was flattering but not all – my curious labia not being to Francine’s liking. One remark I caught came from Elizabeth, answering something her guest had asked.
  “…yes, Francine darling, I know, but we’ve just not had time to have her pierced and ringed. I’m sure you’ll enjoy her as she is. Next time you come over – and do be careful with those clandestine messages and letters you carry in your corset, just think if you got caught! – she’ll be proud as a peacock with the seven rings safely in her tenderest zones… No, angel, I’m not having her ringed through the tongue nor through the septum, as Veronica was. Some of the older guests prefer a free kisser, as Justice Denby puts it, and I’m not one to juggle with metal when I’m being tongued by a deserving slut who satisfies me. But you must admit my new find is adorably tempting and quite a surprise, even devoid of slave rings, no?”
  My Lady’s unexpected compliments had delighted me, stimulating me to do my very utmost to content her and whatever guests or visitors she chose to entertain with my body. Although I could not compare her with other titled slave owners – for I know none nor have I ever run up against the lofty world of Cavalier gentry other than here at the Postell mansion – I considered her my guardian or to use a familiar word, my protector – may the great Lord Protector forgive the indelicacy of using his title so.
  My self-assurance, brittle as would be anyone’s, I wager, given the position I was in, splintered very suddenly as My Lady uttered three short words which, amid a murmur of approval from all present, nearly stopped my heart. Why? Probably since I was unsure of meeting the challenge in the way expected of me.
  “Flog her, Hawkes!”
  All I saw was the veil-faced major-domo taking his stance to the side, behind me, his cock swinging stiffly; and all I heard, as I closed my eyes and brought my head forward, so that I could bite into one of my biceps, was only too familiar – the sibilant hiss of the whip through the air and the thud, except that both sensations were swallowed up in the immediate blaze of pain that blinded me.
  To be candid now as I recount this, I had gained the impression from past beatings, even at the Skinners, that the initial blows were customarily fairly mild, in order to prepare the victim’s epidermis for the force that would follow, and ensure the veins were filled with blood, the nerves at their most sensitive. Only with such preparation, the knowledgeable Annie had told me, can a woman mount through the subsequent pain in search of sexual pleasure. I knew very well what she meant.
  But the braided thong continued to slash like a red-hot knife across the very centre of my rear cheeks. The lash seemed to carve horizontal troughs in my flesh, bisecting my natural vertical cleavage, my loins pitching forward under the force of the strokes. When the knotted end curled viciously round my thigh, it verily emptied my heart of courage and my lungs of breath. Different from under Heather Skinner’s first blows, I knew I could not take many more of these. And yet I had to bear it, striving to hold back my tears and yells until my brain and vagina united and my orgasm towered, exploded and devastated me.
  What increased my anxiety was the way Hawkes paused between the strokes, allowing the pain to penetrate deep and then blossom forth, as the welt rose in a sullen red contour. As usual I had forgotten how many lashes I was to receive, if ever I had been told. I just let the searing pain gather, a frightful knot on the whip burying itself into my groin, horrendously close to my hapless cunt. I rode the thrashing with the courage I thought was expected of me, particularly when the scourge bit into the fold between buttock and thigh, and I almost begged the man to return to flaying the fatter meat – and, heaven knows, there’s plenty of it – bordering the anal divide. As with Mistress Heather, I knew I could usually take well over a dozen white-hot, vigorous lashes over the crown of the bulges without screaming my throat hoarse and disgracing myself with blasphemous curses. But somehow this remorseless timing and positioning of the blows was new and unnerving, in the same way that being flogged naked in an elegant London residence rather than in a tumbled-down shack traumatized me. All the more reason to control myself, I tried to tell myself as the scourge continued to slice me to the quick, clearly delighting all watching, especially the Frenchie bawd.
  The lashes increased in force. My strength was dwindling fast but I was not going to admit defeat – at least not until I was teetering on the crest of Clitoris Cliff or overwhelmed with suffering. I raised my head to see three pairs of eyes – Stockton, the maids and lackeys in the background did not exist for me – staring at me, their hands busy on each other’s groin. At least, my ordeal was having some effect other than merely reducing me to a shuddering mass of welted flesh.
  By the tenth, twelfth or was it the twentieth stroke? – I was beyond all reckoning – I was yelping, my cries seeming to come from someone other than me. But it was my own throat signalling I was approaching the limit of resistance and a second climax. As if to finish me off, the major-domo brought the thong up between my juddering thighs, slicing into my sex. Though far beyond reasoning, I had to admit the old rogue knew the game and what was about to happen to me. I teetered a moment over the void and then plunged headlong into the churning billows of orgasm, yelling my lungs out, as if I were drowning. As you know, sweet diary, I fear the sea greatly but these breakers washed me away into paradise, that discharge under the whip wrecked me utterly; it detonated out of me like a liquid spurt of fire blasting from a Roundhead’s musket on Marston Moor. And I came again, even more violently, spattering my juice on to that costly carpet below. I did shriek like stuck pig at Smithfield market – or rather a sow in a slaughterhouse, except that swine aren’t flogged. I lost my grip on the chain above, slumped and hung, lowing as does a cow in labour, or rather feeling again like one of those carcasses I used to watch being suspended at the butcher’s near Mistress Heather’s other stall near the Blue Boar on Ludgate Hill.
  What my hostess, her guests and all those present and gawping thought of me counted even less than the sentiments I used to feel for that dead meat. Like spectral figures they seemed unreal, insubstantial…
  I just hoped I had not disappointed Elizabeth, My Lady ethereal. In any event, my tears hardly allowed me to see beyond my swollen nipples. As I revived, my rear like a beaten drum throbbing on that battlefield at Naseby, eleven years ago, the room came slowly back into clearer focus and brought with it a mightily surprising spectacle. For there was Francine, bare-buttocked, her wig awry, crouched between My Lady’s unbelievably wonderful thighs and seemingly engaged in licking her clean. What truly recompensed me, apart from my orgasm, for the flogging I had just received was the sight of My Lady lying back in her chair, her delicate legs, clad in rumpled silk, parted wide and lodged over the arms of her throne; the skirts were rucked back high above her navel and above the corset her sweet breasts were bare. One of her jewelled hands gripped into the blonde’s wig, compressing the slurping Frenchie’s face deeper into that delicious crotch. As this was the first time I had been permitted to see more of her divine body than the countenance, neck and shoulders, it helped to stem the slow return of pain burning in my rear. I had never seen or imagined breasts, thighs and limbs so enchanting. 
  What was more, her cheeks with their beauty spots were flushed crimson and, even to me, a neophyte, it was clear she had been brought off elegantly by her visitor. I did mightily envy the skinny Francine her privilege and hoped, if I worked well as a slave, one night I too would be summoned to do likewise to what in my mind was the most refined, most courtly, most tasteful and tasty cunt in England.
  And what else did my misty, astonished and thoroughly envious eyes behold, dear diary? Annie doing likewise to de Clavaux’s wilting cock, employing his silk kerchief to free it of her spittle and such residues as she had not swallowed. All this did help to relieve my pain. Envy is a powerful remedy.
  Then Francine, our whoremonger, rose slowly, wiping her mouth and chin with the back of her hand and, adjusting her wig, straightened the black hose that had slipped into her high-heeled slippers, and pulled up tight the long gloves of lavender blue. Ah, precious diary of mine – here was a most unique body, muscular but at the same time suave, the teats tinted, the sex bush trimmed to resemble a heart; probably the only one she had ever had, and carrying three black beauty spots: on the left cheek, where no doubt her husband saluted her; on the right breast where male customers kissed her; and another on the shallow belly above the cunt, probably where her whores paid homage prior to performing the daily cunnilingus. The patches dramatized the whiteness of smooth, pumice-stoned skin and something told me that to be whipped and used by her in the state she was, might well make a frigid nun climax at least seven times… But, dear journal, I do you and myself wrong. Instead of lauding and flattering her, I should be straight: for all the world, the skinny bitch resembled a hyena stalking towards its carrion, which was none other than me….
  The punishment of my mammaries that followed was something I had never thought a slave girl, leave alone a noviciate, could possibly have inflicted on her, immediately following a rear flogging. But such was my fate. I had to accept it because, quite simply, I was stretched in chains and had been made to present not only my rear end but my breasts ‘for correction’, as Mary Stockton would say. What they had done to offend lay beyond my understanding that evening. Now I realize that punishment is their destiny.
  If my rump had been set ablaze by the major-domo among welts and sombre bruises, the devilish Francine was to inflict far worse upon my breasts. But before it started, Annie – a windblown scarecrow beside the feline curves of the Frenchie – was told to grease the three-bladed quirt that, I did notice, had a haft in the shape of a phallus which, in a way, was promising. As she handed it, curtseying prettily, to the Parisian dragon, I felt my courage failing, although a quirt was only a quirt, after all. I seemed to freeze the length and breadth of my body, my teats hardening like lead grapeshot upon the areoles. I decided to risk it.
  “Please, gracious Madame,” I dared blurt out, aware I was without license to speak, “do not punish my bulges too severely. I am as yet callow, only a raw novice, although ready to learn… I beg of you not to make my nipples bleed…”
  “A novice,” Francine turned towards My Lady, mimicking my wavering voice, “but ready to learn! And raw, she says! She’ll be raw enough when I’ve finished with her. And since when, pray,” her strange accent added asperity to the words, “do you let your bitches cavil and gripe, Liza dear, when about to be thrashed? Intolerable! A talkative slave in my place gets the gag and a baker’s dozen with the cane for each word uttered. And for the next day I only have the plug removed for meals and servicing customers.”
  “Maybe, Francine darling, but as I said the girl’s new and green. So be patient with her. Next time you come over, I assure you she’ll be hardy enough – and won’t speak out of turn.” I was so moved by her defending me, I could have kissed her feet – had I not been stretched and tied! “I suggest,” she went on, “you give her, in fact, just a dozen and leave it at that. If that doesn’t satisfy you, ma belle, I’ll loan you that slattern over there.” The ivory fan clacked shut and pointed to Annie, who blanched with fright. “You can do what you like to her. She’s a worthless drudge and no longer a slave – I can’t even sell her at Wapping.”
  Calmed, the fierce Frenchie shook her peruke with the red bow on it, clearly preferring me to the skinny alternative, and my second flagellation began. It was not a beating but, forsooth, a veritable pounding. The three flanges did flatten the bulges against my sternum, crushing the teats, like thumbs, into the lymph, then allowing the loads to slump, shuddering, to await the next stroke; the blows fell, as with Hawkes, in slow succession but here I saw it was to allow the woman to watch me wince in pain as each welt swelled up. Desperately I counted the fleshy whacks through to the twelfth blow, delivered straight across both upper slopes, and I considered myself lucky my teats were still entire and had not spouted blood. The performance, however, had excited me alarmingly, beyond measure and, through my tears, I could discern de Clavaux and My Lady commenting upon me. The quantum laid on and, like my rear, the bulges aflame, Francine paused, stooped a shade and screwed the sweat-slick, ribbed handle up into my sopping cunt, its ridges trawling the inner labia and clitoris along with the penetrations and retreat of the shank. With a frantic howl I discharged again but this time with a ferocity equal to the treatment my behind, my jugs and now my stuffed vagina had received. I did lose all control of my body and, howling like a banshee and then gasping as a bream does when gaffed, I slumped and blacked out again, beyond hearing what was said about me – which, in view of my crude vaginal spasmings, was probably just as well.
  But back on my bunk in the servants’ garret above, Annie told me of the comments voiced, particularly those of Monsieur Gilles – as we now refer to him. Both visitors apparently expressed pleasure at my hardiness and sexual vitality, the first quality being ‘based in the lavishly-fleshed body Nature had given me’ and the other ‘stimulating the unusual power of my orgasms when under the whip’. As the girl smoothed balm over my vandalized breasts and seat, she truly startled me by informing me that Francine had again reverted to the possibility of purchasing me for her St. Germain establishment by the Seine – but only if and when Maveringham had done with me and I was replaced with fresh whipping meat. What also surprised me – in spite of my mind being almost full engaged in combating the waves of pain still rolling through my scorched rear and front balcony – were the prices that were quoted, first for my sale and secondly, as the going rate that Francine charged a customer wishing to punish a naked chained slave. The amounts truly startled me. They even gave me a further reason, apart from shelter, board, sex and friends, to serve My Lady as erotically as I am able, gradually making progress in the hierarchy and thus eventually to be permitted to savour her bed - or at least be chained to the bedpost, watching her making love to someone else…
 
   10 February
  At dawn in the attic this morning, the great day of departure, I was awoken by Annie who was charged with preparing me for the journey. Immediately the pain in my rump and breasts took up again and I realized how worn out I was after the ordeal in the dining-room, for I nodded off while listening to her; even the domestics’ chatter and the noise they made enjoying themselves or each other could not disturb me. Despite my exhaustion, I found moments of the previous evening flashing through my recollections – an instant during the beating when Francine had had Annie pour more water over my tits to increase the hurt and smart of the quirt which she considered mild compared with ‘the breast cane I use in Paris’; another juncture when Francine again tried to persuade My Lady to have my breasts roots throttled with damp cord to steady and firm them up for her to bludgeon the teats; and a final, faint memory of Hawkes taking his due in my rear, where the muscle put up remarkably ineffectual resistance, being too numbed to defend itself.
  But when fully awake, one other recollection of yesternight came back to me. It was when Annie and her helpers were gathering up the various discarded clothes to take them to the bedchamber, along with the warming pans the girls had already filled with cinder, that a smiling Monsieur Gilles sauntered over to me, his hair and jabot neatly arranged again, his attire correctly buttoned, the cock back in its silken coop. 
  “You were mightily attractive under the whip, Janet,” – I could hardly believe that he used my name - “and I look forward to our next encounter. Rest assured you have in me an ardent admirer. I am partial to dark-haired, heavily-fleshed and erotically gifted nudes, particularly,” he gave me a winning look that held me spellbound, “when they are chained to a newel post or over a bed. I eagerly await our arrival at Maveringham,” his fingers slid like satin over my welted breasts, “where I shall get to know you better.”
  That was all he said, but it gratified me greatly and I trust my wan smile said as much. Evidently, I had pleased him, which raised my spirits in no small measure. Then he and the two ladies were gone.
  As I say, Annie took immense care of me, so much so I fell to wondering why she did not work at the Manor in some relatively senior place of responsibility, one in which she could use her competence, such as the preparation of a slave for a flogging session and the like. It was later that she did tell me that she was one of Hawkes’ bastard offspring, a fact he did not let her forget, making her serve him day and night..
  Weeping passionate tears and kissing me all over while sluicing me out and wrapping me up for the journey ahead, she ensured I had you, my journal in the pocket of my cape. “Come back soon,” she said but somehow her entreaty sounded sceptical and fanciful, for we both knew I was destined for impoundment. But, pathetic and mistreated as she is, I think she truly meant it. I wondered if I would ever see her again.
  At cockcrow, I mean the break of day, not one of Hawkes’ ejaculations, I was loaded, cloaked for once, on to the outside seat of the phaeton next to Will, the coachman – a lecher if ever there was one but a simple fellow withal. As if my sore breasts and bottom were not enough to contend with, I had to ward off from the start his innumerable attempts to grope for my crotch. Being unable to speak on account of the mouth gag and prevented from moving or crossing my thighs by my ankles being chained below the box, I had to fight mightily to keep him away. On the other hand, the warm cloak proved a blessing and I did marvel at the forgotten feel of the material covering me. But the greatest boon of all was that the vulture, Mary Stockton, thanks be to Heaven, sat inside with My Lady and Monsieur Gilles. To have had her beside me would have made me sick, even more than did the lurchings over the ruts of the snowy roads leading out of the great city northwards into the countryside.
  Apart from the discomfort I suffered on account of the vexing scars on my hindquarters and the friction of the woollen cloak upon my breasts, the journey delighted me mightily, for seldom had I been further north than Finsbury Fields. The trees, Will telling me which were walnut, which were ash, chestnut, hickory and oak, sagged silently under their burdens of snow and yet the hedgerows were alive with birds. Only twice did we encounter other coaches, with travellers muffled up in rugs and probably comforted with bed warmers, but they passed by without even a gesture of greeting. 
  Doing my best to cope with the hard seat and grievous chafing of the cape, I began to think over matters, at least those that had come to my notice. Since my dear parents had left for the new Colonies in America, much had taken place – the wars had spread to Ireland and Scotland and our great Protector had done away with the House of Lords (whatever that was) but also there had been the battles against the Royalists at Dunbar and Worcester, and the troubles with the Dutch and Spain… None clearly knew where the country was heading but one thing was certain: we of Puritan stock had to stick together. Perhaps, but here was I in the hands not only of Cavalier gentry but also of Frenchies from popish France! The only counsel I could summon up was to be wary, cautious and keep my mouth shut – unless, of course, I had a cock gouging it open.
  Suddenly I was jolted out of my musings by Will pointing out the great house standing beyond iron gates and stretches of white lawns. Drawing up finally at the foot of a florid entrance, My Lady and her lover entered the imposing edifice by a porch flanked by lofty columns. I did surmise that they would now attend Vespers prior to sitting down to the evening meal which no doubt would be already cooking in the Manor’s kitchens. It was with that in mind I was released from the driver’s seat for Mistress Stockton to lead me up the same steps but with scant ceremony. With regret and a heavy heart I glanced back at the limes and hornbeam and graceful parkland sloping away harmoniously into the distance; truly I was astonished by the splendour in which these nobles, though Cavaliers, still dwelled in our new Commonwealth.
  We were met by a grand lackey in the usual jabot, livery and wig of yet another major-domo, who greeted my overseer with a distant look of disdain. Without cordiality, I was ushered into a magnificent hallway where the warmth helped to thaw my frozen limbs, for which I did offer up a brief prayer of thanks. The house-steward took from Stockton the canvas bag she had carried in with her, and emptied out its contents upon a marble table. As he checked the collection, the items did more than intrigue me: there, carefully folded, were silken cloaks, so different from the threadbare cape I wore, several leather slave-helmets, the like of which I had seen hanging from hooks in the robing chamber of the London residence, many pairs of different coloured stockings, elegant footwear and, alas, numerous measures of spiked chain. But furthermore, there slid out of the sack, like an adder, a coiled length of flogging hide which reminded me strangely of that Hawkes had used on me the previous evening, except that this lash at its extremity was split into several tails, each fang tipped with a metal lug – minute but metal, all the same. For my part I preferred not to look at the loops curled on the table and so stared regretfully out at the blue stretch of sky beyond the Chiltern Hills.
  “And where, pray, are the studded groin-straps and breast-harnesses?” the majestic fellow asked, quizzing my bitch of a warder who, to my rejoicing, cringed with great anxiety as she replied.
  “Oh, this is all I was given, sire, by Master Hawkes. He told me the spikes needed to be honed and firmer buckles attached to the straps. That’s all I know, sire.” A curious pause ensued as I knelt to the side, feeling the heat comforting my frozen legs, despite new fears chilling me higher up within my gut.
  “Very well, but be sure to bring them with you on your next journey. As it happens, we have other sets here but somewhat in disrepair from overuse and the slaves’ sweat and discharges. You should have verified the contents before setting out, woman.”
  “Naturally, Master Mercer. I apologize. But Hawkes is in charge of the items of slave bondage and punishment.” As she spoke, I realized I was in the presence of Hawkes’ equivalent, the Slave Master of Maveringham. “Would it please you,” the hag fawned, “to examine the newcomer before the body is taken down to the cellar to join the others? You will note that she has been cleansed of her street sluttery and is ready to be fitted up. Our distinguished Lady Postell will no doubt explain how it is the whore has already been flogged. I know you prefer a slave to arrive more or less unmarked, but this was none of my doing.”
 
 
 
  The great man shrugged. “Regrettable but I shall overlook the matter. Strip the wench and let me see the welts and the sort of flesh being consigned to us.” At that, the gorgon made me rise and ripped away my cape for this Mercer – a name I shall not readily forget – to view my body. Without a comment, the man seized my left breast, studying the exceptional bulge of my areole and already erect teat the warmth had brought to tumescence. Lifting the bag of lymph, he merely raised an eyebrow as he glanced at the dark crimson blemishes left by Francine’s quirt. He then let the bulk slump back and, swinging me about, grasped a buttock, its exceptional weight, but not the lash scars, seeming to surprise him. No attention, luckily, was paid to the congealed state of my sex that had leaked a little during the journey when I let my thoughts drift back to My Lady, her congenial paramour and my two whippings. The man’s sullen eyes then travelled down my legs.
  “I told you to strip the bitch!” he carped, at which Ma Stockton hastily ordered me to take off my travelling slippers and woollen stockings. As I discarded my footwear and tried to descend my hose with my knees, I felt Mercer’s gloved hands parting my rear cheeks, the thumbs plumbing my anus. “And see to it, woman, the sphincter’s fitted with an appropriate plug to distend it. How, knowing the size of the phalluses here, do you expect the slut to take sodomy with a hole that tight?” I did quaver but rather welcomed the proposal, for indeed I needed enlarging if I was to render valid service to cocks the dimension of Monsieur de Clavaux’s or, for that matter, this Mercer’s, his shaft, to judge even by its dormant state within the satiny crotch, seeming even weightier. The sooner that rear muscle of mine was trained, the better, I thought, for my experience of being buggered – as Mistress Heather at the hovel in London called those painful insertions – was indeed limited and amateur withal. True, I had agreeable memories of some erections that had bored into my behind but others, like Hawkes’ and especially that of a hefty Blackfriars fishmonger Mistress Heather used to invite to the shack, had warned me of the risk I was running. Ma Skinner had used the neck and then the full length of an ale bottle, but clearly I needed to spend time with far more than that – possibly with a jeroboam or a balthazar – thrust into me. Perhaps first with a cucumber… Whatever it was, the fiend Stockton would ram it in. I wish I had asked Annie if a slave could not insert a ‘stretcher’ herself.
  When finally my wrists were released to allow me to slide my hose under the ankle straps, I found myself again barefoot and entirely devoid of clothing, which I supposed would be my usual state in this new home. Despite the warmth of the house, I was again, as during the journey, shivering like a Whitechapel pauper. I handed my last garments to Stockton and waited.
  The pause was not long-lived, Mercer instructing his subordinate to clip my arms back again behind my nape and fasten a lead chain to the throat strap, the latter item still attached to my person since my induction in London. “You can then help the maids and lackeys to unload the coach, Stockton,” he said, “and ensure Monsieur de Clavaux is comfortable in his customary room adjoining Lady Postell’s.”  Strangely I regretted to see Mary S. depart, leaving me stark-naked and trembling before the Maveringham major-domo or, if you prefer, dear diary, Master of Slaves, to give him his correct title.
  I then followed the gaunt retainer tamely along a corridor adorned with heavy tapestries and portraits of what I took to be the Postells’ illustrious Cavalier forebears, until I was brusquely halted before a doorway framed in an ornate arch. After taking a lighted candle from a nearby table, the man drew my neck chain down the front of my body, passed it between my thighs and wrenched it up behind me. I nearly doubled up with shock as the links gouged my labia apart, sawed across the perineum (another term I had harvested from Annie) and separated the lower reach of my rear cheeks. Unlocking the door and thrusting me forward, Mercer forced me into what seemed an endless descent spiralling down into pitch darkness. The steps curled round a newel of stone that here and there was arrayed with iron rings set in the masonry. Why anyone would want to halt and tie a prisoner there defeated me but then I am but a green and innocent novice. Finally I felt myself on level ground. Beyond, stretched a further passageway, strewn with gravel, and by the light of the candle I observed several doorways, one massively braced and pierced with a metal judas whereby the interior could be viewed.
  Seeing me glance at this particular entry, my custodian halted me with a ghastly tug on the chain that bit most cruelly into my foremost slot, crushing the clitoris into its seat. Then he enlightened me. 
  “This is the entrance to the Vault which, in time, you will get to know. It is here that our more zealous guests usually participate in special sessions at your expense. Most of the intensive flagellation and refined sex torture is carried out here. But, of course, you will have to wait a while before enjoying that.” He pointed to other, less conspicuous portals. “And these are cells where delinquent slaves are kept and punished. I trust you will not need to visit such places and with beginners we make allowances for shortcomings. But only for the first few days,” he added significantly. “Now, down the steps ahead of you and wait before the barred gate, beyond which lies the cellarage where you will remain imprisoned when not in use.” With a key dangling from his belt next to a yet another frightening knotted flogger, Mercer opened the grid and flung it back with a clang. Feeling my way down a further steep but mercifully short flight of steps, I suddenly stopped. As my eyes had already become accustomed to the obscurity, they widened when I perceived the contents of what did resemble an underground burial chamber.
  The cellar was more or less rectangular in form, barrel-vaulted and lit by the glimmer of a single lanthorn. In its centre stood a massive stone slab, equipped with metal rings at both ends, and beyond it hung several pairs of hooked chains extending from the rafters and, if my eyes served me, a rugged cross ladened with rings and further chains. None of this served to uplift my spirits. But then I spied to the far end a series of paltry straw-stuffed palliasses, two of which were each occupied by a naked female, the neck shackled to the rear wall with what I happened to notice was liberal length of holding chain. Overjoyed not to find myself alone in these macabre surroundings, my throat nevertheless grew more parched than even during the painful descent as I was prodded in the direction of a third pallet alongside the others. In silence, my agonizing lead chain was sucked out of my sex and anal cleft and used to attach my throat leather to the wall. As I fell to my knees upon the sack, watching the Slave Master depart, I could feel the two pairs of eyes taking stock of me, as if studying a ewe at an auction in the Smithfield pens.
  I heard the gate slam to as I flexed my arms, benumbed by so many hours of bondage. At the same time I fumbled for you my beloved diary and my pencil, still tucked into the rear of my neck strap beneath my locks of hair, and thrust you both into the straw beneath me. Then, almost unbelievably, my neighbour, a remarkably comely, dark-complexioned girl, slid over and offered me a cold bowl of gruel. I swallowed the mess of pottage avidly and, without a cordial word of thanks – may God and Cromwell forgive me, I fell asleep. I was too exhausted by my journey and my reception even to greet my two staring sisters, let alone ask them what it was that glinted and dangled from the teat of each breast. I needed rest…
 
   11 February
  When I awoke, I took it to be morning since some light filtered in from several embrasures set high in the left-hand wall; though barred and dirt-encrusted, they were sufficient whereby to take stock of my surroundings. But first dear diary, I had to catch up with the writing of you – a veritable obsession has this become! – and so, to my colleagues’ manifest astonishment, I sat up and scribbled the foregoing pages.
  Thereafter, they questioned me at length in quaint country accents, and I did regard them both most diligently. She who had kindly offered me the tasteless mush, probably depriving herself of what was hers, proved more loquacious than the plump redhead, and was fain to talk, explaining that conversation was only allowed in the cellar but never in the presence of visitors, whatever their rank, or of staff, namely, the major-domo, Mistress Stockton and the slave handler, a certain Mildred, the ‘striking blonde’ charged with the state of our bodies and readying us for service. For some reason, possibly because she was also saddled with the preparation of the whips and other implements, neither of my sisters exhibited much affection for this Mildred and I supposed I would duly follow suite. (Added later: Oh, how wrong and stupid can one be!)
  As the sparse light from the windows, in addition to a gloomy candle, allowed me to observe my neighbours’ features, I did so with interest. The slender brunette by the name of Deborah has been at Maveringham for close on a year, the ginger-haired one, called Celia, only a few months and seems something of a gadfly. This time to my disquiet, I did observe that both carried a series of flesh rings, not only in their teats as I had already half-noticed, but also through the engorged borders of their shaved sexes. Of course, of this I had already been warned by Annie and fully expected similar items to be inserted in my own sex points sooner or later. But the actual sight of the metal swinging in human flesh, truly startled me. At the same time I secretly and eagerly looked forward to resembling them, to being one of a team.
  Comforted I was not to be lodged, as a newcomer, in solitary confinement, I was cheered to learn that we were permitted to talk together, I quickly learned the cellar rules which were as lax as those governing slave duties in other parts of the Manor were stringent. Deborah was the more talkative of the two and it was she who displayed to me the rings she bore, lifting her sallow breasts – which are most tempting – to disclose where the metal had been inserted, and then, spreading her legs, to surprise me with the jangling collection about the vulva. I could hardly take my eyes off what I saw, feeling quite envious.  “I’m a meek submissive, you see, Janet”, she explained, using my name as I did theirs, “devoted to the whip, instruments and whatever they want to use on me, so long as I’m allowed to spend as often and lavishly as I can. I just love to be humiliated and used. I resign my body and my three vents to whomever wants them – guests, visitors, males or females, gaolers, overseers, lackeys. Anyone! So when I come back after a tough session, don’t hesitate to invite me to your bunk, Janet. I come ravenously after a beating – that’s if I’ve still got strength and syrup in me.” She again raised her breasts that are smaller than mine to disclose the purple bruises. “They’re from a Cannon Captain’s quirt. Then he gave me what I love – a mouthful of thick spunk and a ferocious climax with his whip haft reaming me and thumping my cervix.”
  I here improve on her phrasing and vocabulary, of course, but relished listening to her patois and accent. I wanted to ask her if she yelled under punishment, but she continued to talk. “Now, little Celia here is different, aren’t you, my dirty doxy? This plump tart tends to tussle when they chain her up and tries to defend herself – which only leads the guests and Mercer to beat and torment her beefy but fussy body even more savagely. But then that’s why you put up a fight, isn’t it, darling?” She turned back to me. “You ought to see her being dragged around by those dandelion locks of hers like a sack of spuds and then having that fat arse of hers flogged while she squirms her thighs until she comes… The strumpet’ll go on discharging even when the time comes to stuff her in a coffin – if they can squeeze that arse into one… But we love our Celia, the slag!”
  It was harmless banter and the redhead enjoyed it. On my part, I thought if those buttocks were fat, then what about mine? The two girls could not have missed seeing my healthy rotundity and weight.
  Deborah continued to talk and I listened carefully, for to me every piece of information was of value. And then, catching a gasp and a slushing sound from the far side of the chamber, I was astonished to see the hindquarters Deborah had just referred to, rising and flattening rhythmically on the palliasse, one of Celia’s chubby hands twisting the circlet fixed in the clit, the other doing the same with a nipple ring. Holy brimstone! The raunchy bitch, even though massively marked and seemingly debilitated by flagellation, was frigging as hard as, if not harder, than when Annie bade me do to the same to her greedy clit!
  “You see what I mean?” Deborah sighed. “Insatiable! She’s even at it before she’s had her morning porridge. She’s got a demon in her. You’ll catch on when she begs you to suck her off when she’s back from an evening with the rack and whip. But you’ll always lick me off first, Janet. I’m the senior one here.”
  As I was wondering what her precise demands would be, Celia came with a raucous scream that almost scared me. But at the same moment what scared me far more was the screech of the cellar’s iron-barred gate. Silence fell among us as we listened to the footfall of someone descending the steps.
  What appeared was an incredibly beautiful woman carrying a tray of medicinal flaskets. Apart from My Lady, I do not think I have ever laid eyes on such an attractive body in all my days. Clad in high boots, black velvet gloves and a strap or two, a honey-freckled face smiling under a neatly-set pageboy fringe, the otherwise naked figure seemed to glide almost ethereally over the flagstones. Then with a clack of her heels she leaned forward, her perfect breasts, tipped with rosebuds, nay, rose-hips on swollen mounds like mine, moving from side to side, and laid her platter on the cellar slab; as she did so, she gave a delicate gesture as if wiping away actual or imaginary traces of sweat and discharge from the stone. I think, looking back as I recount this, it must have been at that moment that I fell in love with Mildred.
  “Deborah and you too, Celia – when you’ve finished squirting your curd over that mattress, you’d better get ready,” the mellifluous voice counselled, “because you’ve a big session ahead of you this afternoon. The Attorney and Brenda Chatwin have arrived and they’re anxious to get started on you. They’ve brought some new flogging leathers with them, strips with holes in them, fashioned as if for the Spanish Inquisition, and Monsieur de Clavaux’s agreed to join them in the Vault for a special, out of the ordinary session. So docility and tenacity are the watchwords.” To my surprise my two sisters risked a faint moan. “They want you split-naked this time – no groin straps or girdles, just nude and shining. They’re discussing with Lady Elizabeth how they want you suspended. Marion, my helper – whom you’ve got to respect a little more than you do, unless you want me to report your attitude to Mary Stockton – will be down soon to fetch you for preparation and oiling. So, keep on your toes, my pretty whores, and you…” Abruptly she checked her flow of words, pointing her service whip at me. I strove to swallow the lump of panic that seemed to have clogged my throat, and hastily scrambled to my feet.
  “And you, our new apprentice, you’re to get ready for piercing and the rest, so you’ll start work looking presentable. It’s most unpleasant to have sluts strutting around, bandying their pubic fleece. Ugh!”
  The sky blue eyes roved over my curves for a long moment before stopping at my dark thicket of wiry hairs that, had I had the chance, I would have tried to comb into a presentable triangle. The gaze shifted to my breasts, no doubt observing the marks left by the quirt, and the stare continued. “Hum,” or a sound like it was all that came from the breathtaking beauty. She strolled lazily across to me to look me up and down, spending a lengthy, silent time studying my buttocks and the welts that had started to subside but, at the same time, turn yellow and a sickly shade of mauve. Whatever she thought of what I call my outstanding features (buns and bum, to Tobias Skinner), only another “Hum” expressed it. Then all at once her slender hips were nearly touching mine. I nearly swooned as her perfume wafted over me and a gloved hand came forward to lift my breasts – as so many others have done before but never with that tenderness. One hand descended softly down my belly, the fingers caressing the hirsute hump and running down each of my drooping labia in turn. The eyes, now violet under half-lowered lids, fathomed directly into mine.
  “My, aren’t you a peach of surprise!” The voice sounded as if it lacked breath but tried to sound unconcerned. “And that’s some crotch you’ve got down there, isn’t it? And, as it happens, I’m one of those aesthetes who savours, or should I say, laps up, a slack vulva and a strong clitoris. As for these teats, buoyed on bulging areoles, they are something! It will all look even more tempting once it has rings in it. Yes, yes… this is the sort of body I really appreciate and could do with in bed.” Dumbfounded and scared by what I was hearing, I gave a quick glance at my nearby sisters: neither of them seemed to lend the slightest attention to what was being said. Perhaps they had heard it all before. I looked back at the blonde.
  “You know, don’t you,” she said, returning my gaze, “a slave should never look directly at her betters? I could have you punished for that. A dozen lashes from Mercer or, if you prefer, from our sweet, merciless Mary Stockton, who anyway will use the whip to prepare you for piercing. Something tells me that you probably take pleasure from being beaten naked. I mean erotically and sexually. Or am I wrong?”
  “I don’t know, mistress,” I ventured. “Usually a whipping, if inflicted correctly, does gratify me. As you can see, at My Lady’s in London I was beaten top and bottom with some severity. Yet my orgasms were intense and most pleasurable. Am I to understand, mistress, you wish to put me to the whip?”
  I continued to stare at her, as if transfixed, and it was she who lowered her eyes, even if the downward glance only lasted a second. “That’s not one of my duties here,” she said and then she added, “My name if Mildred and I am what they term here your handler. You have to obey me at all times.”
  “But, mistress, I would not risk doing otherwise.” I meant it although it sounded a little trite.
  She seemed suddenly to extricate herself from a trance. “Good. Now you too had better prepare yourself for your session. It’ll be in the West Turret with Master Mercer and Mistress Stockton. She will prepare you with the whip and do the piercing but I’ll be on duty to help. I take it you would like me to be there, wouldn’t you?”
  I thought the exchange was strange and, to judge by my colleagues’ expressions, they thought so too. Nevertheless I nodded, for indeed the more I saw of her, the easier I felt my period of initiation might be.
  Then she was gone, leaving behind her a waft of heady scent and me, a newcomer lost in love.
  “That, Janet dear, was our Mildred,” Deborah smirked. “A conniving whore. Beware!”
  But I did feel the blonde was still there, touching my fronds so delicately with a slender, gloved finger that it shortened my breath. Rarely have I reacted so immediately and unaccountably to anyone. There was no doubt but that our eye beams had entangled, as the old Priory monks used to say, and on my side I was still weak from the encounter.
  I slumped back onto my mattress and, ignoring my sisters making adjustments to their faces with kohl and carmine pigment, I sprawled out and masturbated, like Celia a moment before. My climax was sudden and ruinous, for I had imagined our golden goddess of a handler slurping up my discharge, my hands grasping her flaxen locks. The orgasm reduced me to a gasping state of pure bliss, my fantasy raising the blonde alongside me, I hoped, into heaven. To be honest, I was sorely in need of that momentary relief; the tension of arrival at this eerie Manor slackened off. I felt almost my normal self again.
  Then I did something I know neither of my new sisters with their paltry dugs can do – I heaved up my breasts and sucked the teats, picturing Mildred standing next to me as I was being pierced and ringed. Then, in the wake of my renewed pleasure, I began to wonder if, conniving whore or not, this beauty was trustworthy and whether, as it seemed, I had made a dint in that protective carapace she wore. Who could tell? I decided to run the risk of infatuation and see.
 
   Later, the same day
  All three of us waited to be called, the two ‘seasoned’ ones presumably to the Vault, I to the West Turret. By way of steadying my nerves, I drew my sisters into conversation once Marion the maid had brought them back from the adjacent ablutions annexe. I must concede they looked most desirable, glistening with oil that smelled of almonds, their lips, breast points and labia gleaming under a coating of dark vermilion. Seeing my disturbed state, they tried to raise my spirits but inevitably the Turret entered the conversation, which was what I wanted.
  “You know,” Deborah said, looking superb, her hair drawn back tightly into a plait which seemed to be attached to the rear of her neck strap, “the tower back there is not too bad a place, compared with the Vault, not to speak of the punishment cells below. The only real enemy up there,” she nodded upwards to somewhere beyond the side wall, “apart from that bosomless bitch Stockton, is the hellish rod they stretch you over for some guest or other to work on you – or in your case, sweetie, this time, to have your rings fitted by Bloody Mary herself, may the Devil take her…”
  At that, the plump redhead, relatively attractive and less disconcertingly uncouth now she was touched up with herbal cosmetics, protested quite forcefully, damning the place: “It’s a dreadful, ghastly, rotten dump, believe me! They nearly broke my back once up there and another time the bastards left me stretched out all night, plugged up and hating it.” She turned to me as though recruiting an ally. “I think we should be used…what’s the word, Debbie… heroically?”
  “Erotically, pet.”
  “Right…and with taste, refinement. I mean, otherwise we might as well be puppets, animals…”
  Surprised at her vocabulary, I saw her as the opposite of Deborah. If the older girl did not seem to care how humiliating was the treatment she received, this Celia, I thought, had a point. I too craved to be punished and punished hard but with a certain finesse. Indeed, erotically – and there the little redhead was right. I mean, the dining-room session of the other night, however ruthless, must have been just as aesthetically exciting to watch as it was sexually fulfilling for me to perform, and fortunately reach my climax. But there, facing these two slave girls, I felt quite at sea – for I both loathed and loved all this torment, at the same time feeling ashamed and proud of myself. But finally, I concluded silently, as I was now nothing more than a humble, fresh sex slave, I had better wait to see how things worked out for me. Above all I need information and to that end I asked Deborah to describe the Turret, where I was due.
  “Well, you have to climb the circular stairway and that’s not easy when you’re heavily chained, and then there’s only a lancet to light the room if it’s daytime, and a solitary lanthorn like here, if you’re needed there at night. Neither reveal very much, except the far rack with the whips and instruments. As to the piercing – heavens, I can hardly remember it! I’ve been through so much since then. Anyway, once you’re chained outspread, cunt up, over the bar, you’re flogged – that’s to prime and kindle your flesh, and then Stockton bores through you, feeds in the rings and clamps them. You’re glad to get out and back here to heal up. They give you maybe a week to recuperate and we’ll look after you” – she gave me a veteran’s smile and gestured at my teats and bushy sex – “though for a time, believe me, you won’t be pleading for a sucking or tonguing there. But then you’ll be right as rain. A shaved, ringed groin’s hellish exciting, and frigging with the rings gives you climaxes that’ll lay you waste!”
  It was Celia who added a negative note. “Either that or one look at our gorgon Mary and you turn frigid for the rest of the day.” It was encouraging that both girls vituperated against the swine of an overseer but that did not assuage my fears at the prospect of being her victim. I promised to pray hard, come night.
  As nothing further seemed forthcoming regarding the Turret, I did ask: “What’s the Vault, pray? Mercer mentioned it pointedly on my way down here.”
  “Oh, that’s quite different,” Celia replied, more highly-strung than ever and clearly relishing my anxiety as a novice. “There a girl can really show off her gifts but it all depends, forsooth, on who’s working on you and what gear’s being used. Oh, you can’t imagine what this Postell family and our Widow Liza, with her holier-than-thou smirks, have amassed – tripods, spiked grids, stakes bristling with monstrous wooden cocks, flogging slabs…”
  “That’ll do, you goose,” the other one said, “she’ll find out for herself soon enough. But since you ask, Janet, the Vault’s along the far passage. True, one passes by it on the way down. Didn’t Mercer let you in to see it? Anyway, it’s there that Liza, our proprietress, organizes her special entertainments, usually once or twice a month, for her friends. Usually they use us two but often the visitors bring with them their own slaves, mistresses or even their own wives who enjoy being abused, thrashed and having certain of their more tender parts tortured – as we do. It can be quite entertaining to watch, you know. Now and then, a woman brings a male with her, usually a bed slave, but that’s rare here. If you ever go to Winscome – it’s a former Abbey, now a slave holding – you might see a male slave, if that interests you. But here it’s we two, and soon we three, who provide the flesh, particularly when it comes to the bodkins…” 
  “Bodkins?” I repeated slowly, knitting my brows, at which Celia, the redhead, grinned. “Oh, Debbie, doesn’t she look naïve when she stares like that! You tell her.”
  “Why me? You’re the one who likes them. After all, didn’t Liza and her Frenchie compliment you the other day when the Countess Plessington pincushioned you with six in each of those gill-size dugs of yours? Why, together they couldn’t hold a pint! It’s a wonder there was room for that many needles…” I stared as the younger girl giggled and jounced what, compared with mine, were indeed almost negligible, if pretty, mounds. What she said rather disturbed me.
  “Why be so envious, Debbie? I love it and it doesn’t hurt, even when Mary, last time, sank the rhinestone-headed ones into my teat vents. She knows how to avoid the ring through the nipple and I like the way she gets Mildred to cord you round the tit root first before she takes over and does the jabbing.”
  I felt my insides come alive and quiver as my hand rose instinctively to my own breasts as if to lift them for throttling. What I was hearing, sweet diary, confirmed that if it was decadence and depravity the sexual side of me sought, Fate had certainly led me to the right place, and my teats seemed to endorse it, for they had swollen again to the ‘size of rose-hips’. Holding my breath, I slid my fingers down to my sex that had begun to awaken under its canopy of hairs and, as if on its behalf, I risked a further question.
  “Do they also needle one elsewhere?”
  The girls’ eyes had followed my hand down. “Oh yes, there too, sweetheart,” was Debbie’s assurance. “Into the pubis and labia or rather through them, and you’d do well to watch out the points don’t scratch your thighs later if there’s a struggle or you have a violent orgasm that makes you heave and try to close your hams. True, being well chained for the ensuing whipping does help but you’ve got to avoid jolting.”
  Evidently my companions were becoming bored with the subject. Debbie changed tack. “Anyway, you’ll learn as we learned, but then we had the benefit of Veronica – she had the straw mattress you’ve just soiled with your juices, sweetie. Yes, she was still around after nearly two years to tell us how to survive in this spider’s web of a place.”
  “Veronica?” I murmured, recalling Hawkes’ mention of the legendary one. “Who’s this Veronica?” For a moment I imagined her, a fourth slave, suspended in the punishment cells awaiting flagellation.
  “Oh, Veronica,” said the older and more congenial of my two companions, startlingly attractive as she perched a buttock on the stone slab, her oiled torso undulating in the lanthorn light. “She’s gone hence, alas. Mildred thinks she was sold off to the de Clavaux couple and now’s probably excelling herself working eighteen hours a day in one of their sumptuous bawdyhouses in Paris, wherever that is. Oh, she was one for the whip! Completely dedicated. And all she needed to revive her after a double flagellation in the Vault was a jigger of gin or a throatful of hot sperm and she was ready again for the coach whip!”
  “Spectacular, she was!” the chubby one agreed. “And especially when we were loaned out to Winscome Abbey where we had to compete with old Beatrice Troville’s slaves, and still have to when a visit takes place. Yes, I know you’re going to ask about the trips to Winscome. Let’s keep that for another time. You agree, Debbie? Like Mercer’s prick filling your gob, she has enough to chew on for the moment.”
  The slender one nodded, also wearying of my questions. Thus I was left in abeyance, which I regretted, unable to believe we slaves paid visits to other courtly residences that provided visitors with similar human fare as did Maveringham. Oh, these damnable Royalists and their papal Frenchies!
  So the banter came to an end, the three of us awaiting our various summons. Yet I had harvested valuable titbits, only one item leaving me puzzled: the expression they wore whenever My Lady or the de Clavaux pair was mentioned, and also whenever Mildred appeared. For my part, each of these fascinates me, for different reasons: first, Elizabeth – on account of her distinguished bearing and beauty and because she has taken me off the streets and given me refuge – a sanctuary wherein I can foster my erotic nature and act out those fantasies Mistress Heather unwittingly permitted me to discover in her den of forced labour and drunken rapists. Secondly, the bearded Gilles – since he is mightily handsome, courteous towards me and also because he sports a fine penis. There is no real point in mentioning his wife, Francine, as she is not very much around and anyway I have seen quite enough of her for the moment. Thus the third on my list is this blonde, beguiling slave handler – and I think I have said enough, gentle journal, to manifest my fondness (love at first sight?) for Mildred. As to Mercer, he does not particularly attract me although he has his points - a good physique, tempting genitals and an aura of calm authority which is more than old Hawkes had.  As to Stockton, I do not wish to sully this journal with abuse and profanities…
  Then, of course, there will be the visitors, those whose presence and demands I still have to encounter – guests whom I shall strive to satisfy (along with myself!) with all the erotic potency I possess.
  And on the other side there are my two naked colleagues who seem amenable enough, each in her own way wedded to the whip and to providing guests with willing flesh to work upon. I am sure to get on amicably enough with them, even with the redhead, and our sharing of bodies will raise no problem with me, despite my determination to aim for loftier groins – I mean, there’s Elizabeth’s, Mildred’s and who knows, maybe truly attractive crotches among the Maveringham habituées and other lady visitors.
 
   13 February
  Today I received my first taste of the covert, arcane Maveringham. Mildred descended to inspect us and inform us of our day’s duties, which would be in the Vault or sometimes outside, labouring in the snowy grounds. She was accompanied by Stockton, looking particularly sinister in black, her service whip freshly greased. It was she who seized Celia by the hair to forestall any tantrums. “Your admirer, Sir Samuel, has arrived and, as usual, wants you again but this time in an oubliette. And you, our weighty wench,” her whip pointed at me, “will attend the punishment. It’ll edify you pending your entry into full service.”
  Forthwith Mildred led us two not along the corridor leading to the Vault but right, down to one of several doors pierced in a steep, dark passageway, veritably the bowels of the Manor. Within, a candle guttered, disclosing a man’s emaciated form that, if booted and masked, was otherwise as naked as Celia and I. A nod to Mildred resulted in Celia being spread-eagled against the saltpetre masonry and chained tight, I being linked by my neck to the opposite wall of the prison cell. (Added later: apparently, I learned, this individual, Sir Samuel Mainsley, was a munificent contributor to the Cause, his wealth helping to tempt men to fight for the King, if necessary with only a pitchfork or axe. Interest on the loan was partly paid by inviting him to various Cavalier houses of doubtful repute like Liza’s and Winscome, where submissive girls were available to satisfy his somewhat peculiar demands.)
  What Celia underwent in that stifling crypt raised her in my estimation although, the man’s figure unfortunately hampering my vision, I could not follow much of what he did to her. But I know he employed a gelding iron on her and her yelps and shrieks were eloquent enough. When, after an hour or so, he finally flogged her senseless, I had a full view of plump body, dark red from the spaying tool and the scourge. Once he had emptied into her, he set me all atremble by crossing the flagstones and prodding me with his sodden whip and saying to Mildred that he hoped I would be speedily shaven and ringed. “The body looks auspicious for lengthy spells of persecution. Ask Lady Postell to let me know when she’s fit for use.”
  Nothing would please me less, I resolved, than an hour with this Mainsley creature – particularly as he was arming the Protector’s enemies. But I noticed Celia seemed to have liked it and, although used up, had been in no way obstreperous. My colleagues are, to be sure, hardened stalwarts.
 
   14 February
  Some time after the midday repast of pottage and bread, unexpectedly the cellar gate screeched open again, causing the two girls to adopt the standard kneeling position of submission, thighs apart, the ringed breasts extended, hands clasped, not behind the neck but above the glistening behind; the grease there no doubt to increase the effect of the whip. On my side I adopted the same posture, after hurriedly stuffing away you, my dear journal, under the palliasse.
  It was neither the sullen Mercer nor his lupine assistant of the pursed lips and lolling dugs who entered but again the slim, seductive Mildred. I almost swooned as she approached me, the odour of her perfume and flesh enveloping me. Without a word she released the long, statutory slave-chain from my neck band and cast it back against the wall, taking from her belt another length of links but shorter and slenderer, to replace it. I did assume that by this she would lead me around. In fact she gave the lead a sharp tug, as if to confirm it, and as I stumbled towards her I felt her gloved hand grip the already humid clump of my sex bush; her middle finger’s sudden thrust up into my wet slit caused me to lurch forward and as I did so, she spoke – in that soft, enchanting voice which presumably she used with everyone not just with me.
  “So, my vestal virgin, let’s be on our way – not, alackaday, to the steamy sheets of my bunk but to the Turret. Yet our cuddlings can be moveable feasts. We can adjust them to circumstances. Once you’re sheared, my lamb, and equipped as you should be, we’ll find the time to get together. I haven’t been brought off by having a newly-fitted sex ring chafe my clit for quite a spell, have I?” Saying this, she glanced at Deborah who lowered her violet eyes and muttered a quiet, frustrated “No, mistress. You never give me the chance any more, now that you’ve got that laundry maid…” Mildred gave the saucy one a threatening look and then a generous smile, at which I admit to a shard of resentment lodging in my heart and I did little to conceal my distress – or should I say jealousy? Clearly I had rivals.
  For a fleeting moment, I thought my arms were to remain free for the transit to the dreaded Turret but the smiling order came soon enough and sweetly withal. “Up with those wrists, my beauty, and behind the nape for bondage. It’ll put these pectoral muscles to work too, hoisting up those whopping breasts.” Again I went limp about the knees as she wedged a gloved hand into my armpit and squeezed the tendon. “Usually Mistress Stockton prefers tits garrotted at the root prior to entry but, given the size of yours, she said she’ll accept them limp and drooping. Whether they’re loose or throttled before they’re whipped or after, depends on her mood, but one way or another, she’ll have them constricted and bulging like aubergines. She refuses to work on flaccid breasts, ponderous or not. Anyway, since I notice you’re pretty interested in playing with your bubs, you’ll probably enjoy the iron clamps she uses to strangle them.” It was not the prospect of having my breasts tortured that worried me – in fact I felt I would relish it – but rather the fear that she might have seen me sucking my teats after frigging myself off earlier in the day…
  Forthwith I adopted the usual slave posture, my clammy hands clasped behind the neck to be buckled, the elbows spread like a bat on the wing. Then, as Mercer had done, she hooked the lead chain to the throat strap, drew it down between the breasts, over my belly and crotch hair until, as usual, it was parting my overlong labia. Ensuring the links crushed into my clit, she drew the links under the perineum to part the birth of my anal crack. Then she wrapped the end links round her hand.
  The pain she caused me made me jerk forward and let out a sharp cry. Her show of authority, if she only knew, was quite unnecessary, for I would have done anything to please her without being hectored. Her voice became sharp and grating, as though there was an evil streak of malice in her.
  “Keep those legs straddled, slut,” she barked, possibly for the benefit of the others looking on, and I did feel her kid glove levering my labia and the surrounding hairs out from under the chain so that the links could bury themselves fully in my slot of wet lymph. “You’ll look divine once all this bracken’s been shaved off. Let’s hope our barber, Mother Superior Stockton” – the sarcasm was not lost on me – “doesn’t snag the skin and make you bleed. She’s never averse to a trickle of blood, especially here or from the teats. But of course, once on the rod with your head hanging down backwards, you won’t be able to see what she’s doing, but usually she shaves a sex clean without too much damage.” The ironic tone changed to encouragement: “You’ll adore being tied down, razored and whipped, and revel in the feeling of the metal rings being threaded into you. You’ll look even more tempting afterwards.” Brushing my hair back, she went on soliloquizing. “Personally, I prefer a shaggy sex but rules are rules here, and we wouldn’t wish to disappoint the guests, would we?” To my surprise, running a finger over my splayed labia, now red under the chain’s pressure, she tasted a drop of sap and smiled. Then she braided my locks behind my ears. “But at least, contrary to what they did to Veronica and me, they’re going to spare this gorgeous head of hair of yours. Lady Elizabeth wants you to grow it long, so that you can be tied by it to the stake or the rafters.” 
  Though that did thoroughly scare me, I was touched by her compliments on my tresses, many times darker than what I kept eyeing – her blonde pageboy cut and pubic tuft. It was then I realized that if a slave’s trunk from neck to knees had to be hairless, staff were allowed this narrow clump above the slit; in Mildred’s case it resembled an arrow directing one to the grotto of lechery.
  With one hand holding the lead chain, the other caressing the point of my pelvis, she turned to my sisters. “I’ll be back anon for you two succulent sluts once this one’s been attended to. And, by the bye, from what I heard in the breakfast room, they’ve planned a long bout of labial torture for you. You know how highly-strung the Colonel-of-Horse’s mistress is. Well, she’s champing at the bit to get at the pair of you. Talking of bits, they’ve brought snaffles, straps and bridles with them again – and a brand-new stockwhip, fit to scare Prince Rupert’s stallion. And she’s wearing spurs. So it looks as if you’re in for a romp round the grounds to warm you up, before starting in the Vault. So see to it your croups are ready and, Celia, none of those clenched arse cheeks again. Let them sag and rebound under the lashes. We all know that a slack bottom hurts a lot less,” – I remembered Annie’s recommendation regarding flaccid flesh – “and yours, after all, is not all that unattractive when you decide not to fight back. So cooperate, you porpoise!”
  I rather envied them if in fact they were due for a canter through the snow; to hear Mildred talking, it was as if such was a healthy and normal exercise for young girls, strapped and harnessed but otherwise naked. Moreover I had gathered My Lady was a fine horse-rider as were many of her guests and no doubt knew well how to drive a human mare over the estate. In truth I would not have been averse to watching the outdoor exercise and particularly the harnessing and use of the whip, and also of course the punishments to be doled out later in the Vault. A fruitless expectation! For the West Turret, its spiked bar and Mary, the pythoness, awaited me.
  With another excruciating jerk on the chain descending to my labia and splitting them apart, Mildred hastened me up towards the cellar gate. The flight of steps was abominably steep and my ankle chain unreasonably short, obliging me to hobble up sideways, step by step, my leg straps scuffing me most painfully. Presumably, uncomplaining diary, such niceties are intentional, form part of my training and disciplining and are designed to tame me. If they only knew, I repeat, that coercive measures are quite redundant as far as I’m concerned; I am already broken in and, as a slave, can be used in any way they care.
  The two oiled and fettered nudes I was leaving behind did give me a glance of encouragement which I endeavoured to return before losing sight of them below. Negotiating the last step, I was steered into the narrow passage I vaguely remembered traversing with Mercer – now so long ago it seemed to me – to reach finally the threshold of the chilly loggia. I had emerged from the Underworld like a female Orpheus.
  My heartbeat began to quicken as I became aware of the opulence about me and of my good fortune at having found so lavish a home, however harsh might be its rules in imposing nudity, punishment and endless sexual squandering.
  “Be sure to sway that lavish arse, poppet,” my perfumed blonde told me, giving it a resounding slap, “as you walk, and show yourself off to anyone who passes – lackeys, maids and, of course, any noble visitors we meet. And don’t forget I’m here, right behind you. If anyone’s entitled to enjoying the sight of those fabulous buttocks shifting up and down, it’s me, first and foremost.” Then, to my surprise, she did add: “Once in my bed, I’ll have you on your back, knees touching your breasts, so that I can get at everything you’ve got to share. You’ll love the position. It was Veronica’s favourite.” As if I cared!
  Traversing the flag-stoned loggia, I looked out through the casements at the snowy lawns, imagining my sisters trotting through the drifts with a booted, well-clad guest lashing them and probably raising sprays of sweat. I just hoped they would be brought in before they risked an ague. Then I thought of the hideous Stockton whipping me into readiness for the awl and rings and that turned me colder than the icy eaves outside. She would take delight, even under Mercer’s shrew eye, in quirting my breasts and then my crotch before piercing me, according to Deborah, who seemed to loathe her as much as did I.
  Abruptly, beyond a narrow, ogived arch, I saw the Turret’s narrow staircase spiralling up into the reaches above. If some portions of my body did shrink with foreboding, my cunt began to throb and leak.
  “Up you go, my pet, and don’t climb too fast,” said my companion  - I use that word rather than jailer hopefully. “I want to watch,” she repeated, “those gorgeous slabs of buttock meat swing from side to side, rising and falling with each step you take.” She seemed obsessed with my hindquarters. I don’t blame her.
  Contrary to what I had hoped, the spiral mounted even more abruptly than the cellar steps, and if I did not judge my distance, my raised elbows did rasp vexingly against the rough masonry. And my ankles also paid the price for being fitted with so brief a chain. But gamely I struggled on. Never before had I felt so vulnerable and naked, yet aware of my beautiful custodian’s eyes dwelling on my curves and gullies, as she lusted openly and most explicitly with words I had not heard used before. To stress one of her remarks, she dragged me back down a step and thrust me against the wall. To my astonishment, her hand grabbed my sex, haired mons, chain and all, and I almost suffocated as she kissed me, an impassioned tongue jostling my own. The erotic thrill she kindled in me was as if I had an avid cock exploring my maw.
 
 
    15 February, back on my palliasse 
  Only now do I have the resolve to take you up again dear diary and describe what they did to me yesterday afternoon. The residual pain in my sexual extremities obliges me to prostrate myself, legs apart, my new rings glinting, the flesh pulsating where they have been inserted. My teats and cunt flesh seem no longer to belong to me, the weight of the metal being so strange. Yet the slightest jolt of a breast, twist of my vulva pleats or a touch on the pierced clitoris causes me much anguish. Though it is awkward, my reclined position yet allows me to write with your pages folded back. So now I return to yesterday, the occasion of my advancement to the rank of a Maveringham ‘slave slut’, ready for use.
  During a pause she had granted me in the spiral stair and as we were alone, I was bold enought to question Mildred on a subject that continued to puzzle me. “Why,” I asked, “are we always naked and kept in chains, mistress? Surely we could be given a blouse, slippers or even stockings to deck us out.”
  Her reply was curt but not ungracious, and I felt she, as a former slave, liked to be asked questions. They gave her status. “Why?” she replied, “because your nudity attracts those who use you. It’s as if you’ve been reduced to the lowest possible condition in which a pleasure slave can find herself. It’s rare that Liza lets you wear exotic garments. It depends on her and her guests, and if occasionally you’re allowed stockings, they’re ripped to shreds by the first dozen lashes you receive. No, it’s quite natural here to be stark-naked. They like to watch your flesh respond to each stroke of the whip. Never forget that nudity symbolizes your surrender to your flogger and user. That’s why you’re here, angel.”
  Mildred’s epithet surprised and pleased me. If I was an angel in her eyes, I was content. Yet I saw no reason to be at the continuous beck and call of just anyone – particularly this hyena, Mary Stockton. But I left it at that and made no further comment. In any event, there seemed to be no clear answer to my question; a whipping slave, I suppose, has to reconcile herself to total nudity as her body’s normal state and often that of those who use her.
  Mercifully freed from that stairwell, I was halted on a landing from where, to my pleasure, the eye could see far afield through the mullioned casement. After my gruelling climb, the sight of the snow-covered lawns, bowers and clumps of trees truly delighted me as I stood there in the last rays of the wintry sun. Half blinded by the glare and narrowing my eyes, I watched the drops trembling and falling from the icicles on the gutters of this, the western side of the Manor. In the courtyard below I even noticed some early burgeons on the shrubs – buds not unlike my own teats. And there across the kitchen gardens strutted several black crows, resembling, as Deborah had said one day, those popist priests who visited the Manor clandestinely on Sundays to discuss politics and officiate at Mass – and probably given a scullery wench afterwards by Mercer by way of an offertory. Such slags came away heavily marked with welts.
  What delighted me greatly was to see the sparrows seeking crumbs at the nearby pantry windows, though it also reminded me of how famished I was. But I felt that, bar the faint possibility of a gift of spunk from Mercer’s cock, I had little hope of sustenance for some time to come.
  Everything out there seemed to belong to a world other than mine, one where freedom reigned, an unreal universe I have long forgone. I have even forgotten, gentle diary, how the white gulls waft over the Thames, now so far, far away. Shall I ever see my home town again? I have my doubts. I suspect I am now a prisoner without hope of deliverance. My only prospect might possibly be that of advancement in the Manor’s hierarchy, as Mildred has managed to achieve. But I felt I did not want that to come too soon, at least not before I had paid my debt to my Lady Elizabeth for taking me in.
  Quite suddenly my reveries were ended by the appearance of two nobles sauntering across the landing. Talking animatedly, splendid in jabots and silken breeches – guests, no doubt –, they stopped and quizzed me through lorgnettes. Their exchange hardly reassured me.
  “Yes, yes,” said the older of the two, “this is one of dear Liza’s more recent acquisitions. I mean the dark nude one. The blonde behind her is just a domestic, an orderly – and a good fuck. You’ve probably seen her on duty in the Vault. In my view not particularly tempting.” I could feel Mildred stiffen beside me.
  “Forsooth, Milord, the well-fleshed slut looks promising,” came the nonchalant rejoinder. “I would not say nay to an hour with her bound to the wheel, breasts roped. In fact, the slag’s bosoms look as if they could take a dozen turns of the cord and swell the nipples for a taste of the tongs. Upon my word, sir, a fine nude and probably, despite her apparent trembling, highly responsive to pain.”
  “That I cannot vouch for, sir, for I have not yet seen the whore under whip or instrument. But pray note, Sir Richard, the quaint cunt fronds the lass sports! Their reaction to a braided or studded cock will be interesting to observe, by my faith! To my mind, this is the type of trollop that bears up well and should be used, like my own slave, without lenience when hung, chained up or staked out for beating.”
  “I would agree, milord. In faith, not having as yet flogged the drab, for she still has to be ringed, I look forward to it. If you wish and will allow me, I could speak to Lady Elizabeth and reserve this hefty bitch for your pleasure one of these coming nights. In my judgement too, this is the sort that can well take an hour under the cane, as long as she’s gagged to conserve her force, and a further session with the tongs, and yet continue to ride cock – discharging like these new Versailles fountains we hear so much about. Mercer tells me the slut spends with considerable force, hollering till her throat’s dry and sore – raw with cries instead of gism! – and honking like an arrowed goose...”
  “Ah, clearly a candidate for the slave hood and gag, sir. At home I always use them. I prefer to work in peace, and one can always remove the bung for the bitch to fellate when she’s quietened down. And …”
  More I could not catch as they moved on, chatting. They were not wrong about my sexual vigour and their remarks lingered with me, fortifying my self-esteem, compliments being rare here. At the same time I found myself leaking again between my poor labia, crushed and splayed by the slave chain. I realized I badly needed fucking or, failing that, at least a good thrashing. Clearly I would have to exercise patience.
  As if sensing my state, Mildred allowed me, charitably and even tenderly for once, to tackle the few remaining steps slowly enough; and I saw no need to hasten to have a damn awl bored through my flesh.
  But all too quickly I found myself in a dim, lanthorn-lit chamber that harboured a stale odour of sweat and sexual emissions. The sole lancet, to the side, was shrouded with a length of sackcloth. If the aspect of our cellar below had taken me back when first I entered, what now confronted me did verily turn me cold; even my burly nipples shrank back into the areoles, my clit into its hood. What unnerved me first was the sight of a long rod, set waist-high and spanning the Turret from wall to wall, the centre of the iron being rife with minute spikes that, although hardly visible, glinted in the lanthorn’s mournful light.
  And there against the wall sat Mercer, sprawling at ease calmly paring his nails. His clothing did not amount to much, less than when I had first met him on my arrival: high riding boots, several straps across the thorax – and of course the customary veil, half concealing his weather-beaten features; his gauntlets lay across his knee and to his side I could just see, hooked to his belt, the haft of his service whip. But that was not all: from amid a tangle of dark hairs his elegant phallus and testicle sack dangled indolently between the thighs. From what my two sisters had told me, it was seldom one saw that grossly overworked, wrist-thick piston at rest and flaccid; when rigid, they said, the thing resembled a stallion’s in size but ochre in colour, the purple veins along its length pulsing like earthworms, the dome, cleared of foreskin, massive as a hammer. It is little wonder that Celia contends that to fellate it acceptably one needs a mouth like a barn door. Somewhere inside me one of my secret daredevils began urging me to risk tempting him. But I am not that foolish, dear diary. So I just imagined it: fondling the shank into erection, feel it grazing my palate, slithering between my crushed breasts, stretching my sphincter and then, at last, reaming my hot, flooded vagina…
  I must have hovered there for quite a moment, looking now at our Slave Master, now round the dim chamber – they certainly knew how to scare a girl with what Francine called a ‘mise en scène’ – while Mildred, after greeting the man with great deference, released my aching arms from the neck band and to my surprise unbuckled the wrist leathers. “They’re going to rivet sturdier, permanent leathers on to you,” she muttered and, sending a surge of fear through me, added, “just as well you left that journal of yours behind in the cellar.” There I felt my nipples shrink in fright, my skin turn cold and pimple. How could she have discovered my secret? Celia, Deborah? Or could it be she had rummaged around my palliasse while I was being washed and oiled?
  Without looking at me, she stooped to remove my ankle straps and chain – the mere curve of the spine and vertebrae down her divine back set me seeking for breath. She unhooked that dreadful lead from my throat and then prized it off my inflamed clit that had temporarily lost all sensibility through the friction of the links. I hissed, bending my knees, as the chain suctioned out of my cunt cleft.
  No sooner was I free of the links than a shrill cry reached me from the penumbra beyond the rod. Alas, I recognized that strident voice at once.
   “Ah, by all the saints, at long last!” Stockton brayed at Mildred. “What in hell detained you? How long do you need, slugabed laggard that you are, to lug a load of slave meat from yonder cellar? I’ll wager, trollop, you’ve been pawing the fat bitch on the way. You’d do well to watch your behaviour. Just because you’ve been promoted doesn’t mean you can’t be strung up by the udders and have your arse blooded. Now, get that whore ready, and give her tits another smear of oil – her cunt’ll be dank and tacky enough without being daubed.” She drew a breath. “By all the sewers in hell, I have a good mind, after we’ve ringed this animal, to have you ringed again – were it not for the fancy your owner wastes on you.”
  As she came out into the light of the lanthorn, I noticed with a shock what was strapped to her groin. Rarely have I laid eyes upon or imagined a dildo of such proportions – and I have seen quite a few, including those hanging on our cellar wall – but this thing was enough to scare a Shropshire mare: the ribbed shaft swayed ominously as she approached me, the second half of the object lodged well up inside her vagina, while at the junction stood a two-sided lug, designed to friction her victim’s clitoris and also squelch her own desiccated stump – if she had one… As though there was not enough of her on show, the plackets of her black velvet skirt were pinned back on either side, revealing the rest of a vile-looking crotch which anyone with some sense of shame would have hastened to hide.
  Once again I did wonder how someone as ethereal as My Lady could employ a creature as repugnant as this harridan. But evidently the evil harpy served some purpose other than mistreating defenceless, naked destitutes like myself and serving wenches who dawdled over chores. Perhaps, I thought, Liza depended on the woman somehow or else in some obscure way was indebted to her. In any case there seemed to exist a mysterious bond between them. Could it be that Stockton had once served as Liza’s nurse or chambermaid? Or perhaps there were secrets embedded in times past, preceding His Lordship’s untimely death at the battle of Worcester. Anyway, I so detested the priggish Jezebel that I wished she too had perished at the hand of the Ironsides. Of course, again I regretted my animosity, for had not my dear Puritan parents instilled in me the precept that one should love one’s neighbour as one’s self? Yet this odious scarecrow lay beyond the reach of my benevolence.
  Narrowing her eyes, only too piercing behind the veil covering her wizened features, she remarked to Mercer on my naked body in much the same tone as, silently, I disparaged hers.
  “How our discerning Mistress ever came, by all the saints, to take in a slag loaded with so much blubber, these flapping labia and hulking paps, in sooth defeats me, Mercer! Once ringed, this drab’ll need strict fasting and flagellation twice daily – if not thrice – if she’s to shed some of this lard, leave alone content our more discerning guests, and…”
  “Hold your wagging tongue, Stockton, unless you want one of your own clamps screwed into it,” the major-domo retorted, raising my spirits a crumb. “What Lady Elizabeth selects as basting flesh is not your affair. Get the trollop chained rigid over yon bar and set about her – usual procedure: give both sites, top and tail, a good dose of the quirt and make damned sure she’s shaved clean and smooth before running her through. You know how our Lady hates even a trace of matted shag in an armpit, so scrape them thoroughly. As this slut’s dark, you’d better check her anal cleft but I seem to recall she’s like satin there. And less of your contempt, woman – the bitch is fetching and well stacked.” I did notice, not without some pleasure, the hag’s look of annoyance as her superior complimented me. “So, the usual, and be speedy. I’ve no time to waste up here, nor have you. The two other whores must be groomed for tonight’s Vault session and the guests are rather special. Most of the carriages are already here. The hour presses. And,” – here I felt myself suddenly in the man’s debt when he added, “no sluicing of her holes with that dildo of yours. We just don’t have the time. To work, woman!”
  A moment later I was braced backwards over the rod. Perhaps owing to my trepidation and concern to obey without demur, I barely felt the tiny metal barbs pricking my coccyx and yet they were perniciously sharp. But when my four limbs were drawn down and chained outspread, I certainly grieved, for the pain was sudden, accompanying, I was sure, a thin trickle of blood. It was as if I were trussed over a row of horse chestnuts. I had no option but to let the points settle in me as I was made tight. With my tendons and muscles stretched to the maximum, I recalled what Deborah had told me one night when I shared her steamy sack. “Regarding the different degrees of bondage they use here,” – I adapt her rural language, “everything depends on the area they want to flog or torture and whether it should be taut or slack. Here, Janet, both states have their advocates among the guests and, for that matter, among the residents and staff. You’d do well to get to know which dominants favour which positions and for which punishments. And remember, some of them are fussy as to how they want you. Anyway, pay attention to their likes and dislikes, so that you’ll satisfy them erotically and, hopefully, yourself.” I remember assuring her that if guests were hard to please, I was not. 
  The strain drawing me apart and almost breaking my back began to tell. But I gritted my teeth and, with a soft prayer, bore it – in any event I conjectured that my naked body, if it was to look attractive (at least to Mildred), needed a dose of pain. The sole solace I received as I tried to ease my spine off the rod, was a covert pat from her as if she was bidding a relieved farewell to the growth on my pubic hump. I felt she would do better by commiserating with that part of me, for it was the friction of her lead chain that had left it raw under the triangle of hair. Little did I know then that much worse was in store for that delicate zone surrounding my cherished vulva and the cloister within; it was to be more baleful than a mere rasp of chain or whack of a quirt… Oh, yes, I had and still have much to learn. Indeed I find myself admiring my sisters’ equanimity when they return to the cellar after a hard session in some guest’s bedchamber. They never seem to question their fate, resent the treatment meted out or complain of injustice.
  I must leave off here as the pain in my sexual extremities is preventing me writing.
 
   17 February, I think
  It is not easy to choose my words and sometimes I do not fully realize what I have been through until I set it down on paper. Even reaching for you, my little writing pad, irks me. But I must continue my account. My cellmates are fascinated to see me busy with pencil lead and paper, as neither of them can read or write. But they have sworn not to denounce me. As to Mildred, I know not whether she is literate but, as I have said, she seems to be aware of your existence without ever referring to it. On the other hand, there is Mercer and also Mary S. but the major-domo visits the cellar only rarely and that merely to take one of us to his chamber for the night. But if the gorgon got wind of my jottings, not only would the pages be burned but probably my pubis too, with a heated iron. But I am determined to continue writing, trusting to Lady Fortune and Cromwell …
  So, to revert to the Turret: despite the position of my lolling head, I caught sight of Mary detaching the evil triple-bladed quirt from her baldric and taking up her stance to the side of my torso. The so-called ‘priming’ did begin with a veritable precipitation, as though the jade sought to make up for lost time. I was unprepared for the force with which the overlapping fan of leathers flattened my right breast. Craning my head back to avoid receiving a stray blow across the face – chief among my treasures – I was stunned as the horsehide tongues slammed into the blanched underside of both mammaries and curled round the summits. I almost passed out when her strokes drove each bloated areole deep into the soft lymph, after which the teats bulged anew in even greater prominence. I could hear my groans reverberating in the Turret’s vaulting; somehow they did not seem to come from me but from some other female, out there in the snow…
  With horrible accuracy and a force I could hardly believe, the loathsome varmint then used the blades’ edges to slice into the base of the nipples; now I knew it was my own throat wailing, terrified at the prospect of having the teats sheared off. I did not believe it possible that this gangly, raw-boned hag could trounce a body with such outright virulence. Now, after the event, I am even more aware than before that, compared with Deborah and the copper-topped Celia, my flesh needs hardening; my sisters’ long months of service and regular flagellation have reduced their udders’ sensitivity amazingly. As the older girl said one day, frightening me: “The nerves become numbed with all that’s done to your dugs, like having an ell of cord wound round the roots…” Finally, Stockton thought my teats were sufficiently swollen for what she was going to do to them, and changed positions to prepare my groin, I being left to stare up my purple tits, counting myself fortunate they were not oozing blood or – God forbid! – lactating drops of milk – I could imagine the price one paid for falling pregnant...
  How I weathered the dozen lashes over the fork of my thighs, I shall never know. But when she left off, I felt a familiar flame of pleasure flickering in my loins. But, alas, the smell of that woman, together with the pain in my slit, put pay to my lust and doused the fire. Aye, Mary saw to that! I would have given much to catch sight of Mildred but she was beyond my range of vision. But I did sense distinctly that it was she who laid out the cold rings and tools upon my flattened belly; I was relieved she was still there, for Stockton was already scraping my groin with her honed razor. Then she was doing likewise to my armpits, and thereafter time lost all significance for me.
  The three of them worked on me proficiently enough: Mildred – I believe it was she – extending each of my extremities in turn with the pincers for the poisonous adder Mary to stab the sewing awl through my flesh and then loop through the first six circles of metal for Mercer to clamp tight. The successive jabs barely affected me but all the fiends of hell rose when the pliers gripped the tip of my engorged clitoris and wrenched the stem clear of its hood. The flash of pain in the nub nearly blinded me and for once I was glad to have been chained out so inexorably. The ring that slid into my pleasure prong seemed smaller than the others but when Mercer had united the ends and gave the thing a wrench to test its hold, I yelled like a vixen in the jaws of an iron trap. Or rather, I felt as if I had a barrel hoop inserted in me. “There, they should hold well,” the major-domo nodded, content. “There’s plenty of flesh about them and small risk of tearing.” Only then did I calm down and unwind. Though I could only feel the rings sagging from my four sex lappets and that pulsing in my clit, the pair dangling in my thumb-size nipples hung directly above my face. I gazed at them spellbound as I had done when first confronted by those in my two sisters’ teats. I was now their equal and ready to be hauled about and made fast by the appendages for punishment.
  In the long pause that followed, during which I could hear the implements being cleaned off, my reeling mind conjured up strange phantasms. I did visualize myself, thus ringed, being dragged along dim passageways by masked men wielding scourges and wrenching on chains hooked into my nipple rings or, even more dramatic, those pierced through my labia. The fantasies drifted into other scenes, one where, with iron bands choking my breast roots, I hung naked between whipping posts in the Vault while several guests stood shaking out their bullwhips. Another daydream went further: my teat and labial rings served to tie me tight to a torture stake – being even, I imagined, stapled to the wood. As in so many of my secret fancies, I was hooded up, yet still able to hear hoarse-voiced women and their cock-hard consorts discussing my body as they their oiled their whip thongs with my secretions.
  What, dearest journal, I did not know then was that my reveries were to prove bland compared with the ordeals the Manor held in store for me.
  After what seemed a lifetime, I was brusquely brought back to the Turret not just mentally but materially: my wrists and ankles were being released and it was the perfumed Mildred herself helping me to peel my back off the rod and recover my numbed feet. And there was Mary, Satan’s own whore, stashing away her tools and in total silence accompanying Mercer out and down the stairs.
  O, if all nightmares could end as did this one! Once I had negotiated the stairs and hallways and had lowered myself carefully upon my bunk, I was being kissed by the one who had led me back so gently. Merely to feel Mildred’s fingers smearing the sweet-smelling balm on the welts, swellings and incisions garnered in the Turret, was for me not only pure rapture but an endorsement that I was falling in love with her all over again. Her very odour, smile, words, touch were enough to confirm it for me. And I bore her no rancour for her part in the ringing ordeal; such was her role, just as Mercer had his. But as to the ghoul Mary Misery, I believe, if I pray hard enough, my revenge will surely come. How, I know not but it will come…
  Taking no notice of my silent neighbours, Mildred cast aside my soiled bedcovers of rough jute and replaced them with a quilt some maid brought down before the session. As we slaves sleep under sackcloth, I could not have had a more agreeable item of solace. After renewing the candle, she made me drink of a strange-tasting herbal beverage and then left me to sleep. How long shall I be allowed to rest, I wonder?
 
   20 February – still recovering, in the cellar
  The repose I was entitled to provided me with the opportunity of considering my fate, which I had no choice but to accept. As a sex slave to My Lady and her guests, I realized I was also a slave to my own lechery that lurked within my erotic being. Mildred has shared some thoughts with me, saying she believes that it is men who are excited by the sight of a naked wench in chains, awaiting the whip. Women, on the other hand, she assumes, adopt a more complex, romantic and less explicit approach. But her time as a submissive has taught her that the female of the species at Maveringham differs little from the male. In fact, she told me, a whip-mistress or feminine torturer, being by nature more conversant with the female body, is liable to punish far more mercilessly than a man, and thereby derive particular pleasure as the victim writhes under the lash. Having sampled the brawn and muscle of Ma Skinner and now our repellent Stockton – may our gallant Ironsides judge and hang her one of these days –, I do not doubt Mildred’s contention. My only hope is that Lady Elizabeth will treat me to a night in her bedchamber, if possible with her paramour Gilles, stripped down with scourge in hand.
  With the above in mind I looked down at the wealth of my still striated breasts, each now ringed like a sow’s snout, and I reflected how tempting they must now appear to a resolute slave flogger – male or female, and, vast as they are, they need beating…I did drift off into an erotic slumber wherein I conjured up Mildred, stark-naked, her slick crotch pasturing on my lips and chin, the underside of her buttocks appeasing the pain in my sore breasts. A sweet dream indeed.
 
   26 February
  On waking this morning I find these days and nights of rest have hastened the process of healing. Only my clit stalk – the sole item of the female body entirely devised to afford sexual pleasure – continues to smart; my teats reconciled to the weight of their rings. The company of my sisters has certainly aided my recovery but it has been Mildred’s visits, ostensibly to smear arnica over the piercings, that have comforted me. Regularly, when not on duty, she spends long moments with us, squatting beside me and caressing my body most lasciviously. Only once, hesitating to take me to her frugal room in the servants’ quarters, since it is opposite Mercer’s and he was in there with his laundry maid, did she oblige me to pleasure her here in front of the others. Our preferred posture was always the same: straddling my chest, her knees in my armpits with my arms stretched beyond my head, she leaned over my face and gave me her delicious sex to probe, suck and bite…Although I prefer fellatio to what here they term cunnilingus (and I call a cunt-lick), I truly rejoice in the pressure and taste of her vagina upon my lips, surprised how trim and lush it still is after her gruelling service as a former slave. Moreover, we seem to lust after each other in much the same way although, if she has learned to orgasm quietly, I still need her hand across my maw to stifle my shrieks.
 
   1 March
  It was on the evening of this day, soon after our meal of pottage and rye bread that she again wafted in stunningly arrayed in mauve stockings, gloves and a crimson cape, indicating she was on duty, to announce that My Lady wished to see me. I thought my ears had deceived me – I summoned to My Lady!
  “Our Liza wants to show you off again to her Frenchies, now you’re ringed. And in the drawing room! That’s a privilege if ever there was one, my little tadpole! De Clavaux’s wife has decided to stay on to get to know you better. You seem to have struck a spark into her tinderbox. I didn’t grasp what the three of them have in mind but they’re playing bézique again. Probably the winner will use you first. And I noticed a whip was near at hand and so you’re in for a flogging, precious. Hence you’d better get those teats standing to attention and your arse loosened up.”
  For the first time I felt my newly-ringed nipples and clit stalk react to a directive; they contracted in a sudden qualm of fright. And yet the privilege of being presented again, but now fully ringed, before My Lady and her favoured guests in yet another drawing room, probably even more sumptuous than that in London, sent a strange thrill through my innards. The mere mention of flagellation caused my vagina to inundate with that silky mucus I know so well. My only fear was the tender state of my piercings but I hoped the unblemished state of my bottom would compensate for any gesture I might make to protect them. Above all, I desired nothing more than to prove myself worthy of My Lady and to please her guests.
  My blonde enchantress set to with a damp, jasmine-scented sponge and wiped the sweat off my body, dried me and, with evident delight, oiled my rich contours. My eyelids and lashes were darkened under mascara, lips made vivid with bright scarlet, the areoles and vulva enhanced with a pigment of dark cochineal. If I relished these attentions, what however disturbed me, as she bent me over, was her smearing ochre on my sphincter whorl. Although Stockton had seen to it with ever-larger plugs that I had been distended there, and given my past experiences of anal sex, the prospect of being sodomized before My Lady truly perturbed me. Yet I did not question Mildred as to that eventuality. Although I rather liked my wrists being clipped to the leather neck band, since it served to hoist up my copious breasts, less enjoyable was her attaching the now familiar hobble-chain to my ankles. “Are these links necessary, Mildred dear?” I asked, all fay, watching her beautiful back bending before me. “They prevent me walking gracefully and swaying my opulent rear flogging meat.” I now knew some of the expressions used at the Manor…
  “But you’re a slave, poppet. And a slave approaching her owners must shuffle in chains to look servile and compliant.” Again I was surprised by her command of words that matched my own; clearly she was not of peasant stock like my two colleagues. “Surely you know by now, darling, you’re just a body to be admired and used. They like you fully chained and particularly if the weight makes you suffer.”
  I began to mount the cellar steps, my heart pounding like an Ironside trooper’s kettledrum on the march, my progress hampered by that wretched ankle chain and equally by the links leading down from my throat leather, as on my journey to the Turret but now cleaving apart my ringed vulva. Luckily for once, my escort refrained from chafing what she called my perineum – another term duly learnt, dearest diary.
  The fine drawing room, not unlike that in the town mansion but larger, took me aback, for never have I seen such magnificence – the coffered ceiling poised on oaken columns, the carpet-strewn area stretching from high curtained windows to a log fire burning on the hearth, the wall and mantelshelf displaying hunting trophies reminiscent of Elizabeth’s late husband. The place was lit by candles in silver girandoles, revealing the same three figures seated at table, immersed again in a game of cards – a scene similar to that I had observed in London. None of the powered wigs, not even Liza’s, turned to look at me as I stumbled in, the jewelled hands continuing flash in the candlelight as they laid down card after card. I just stood there, naked, awaiting attention.
  “Kneel and part your thighs to show all you’ve got down there,” Mildred muttered, easing off that dreadful chain from between my ringed labia but leaving it attached to the neck band. “Thrust out those bubs and keep your head bowed.” I obeyed instantly, staring down now, not at the room but at my twin loads of ‘oiled breast meat’ that, to my eyes, looked more enticing than ever in the flickering glow of the fire. The polished rings, linked by a silver chain, swung gently from the nipples that had now swollen as the heat of the grate warmed me. I saw no reason to not to be proud of what I had to display as a balcony of flesh that, quite rightly, Mildred had told me to lift aloft by my thick mammary tendons. I knew how seductive I looked, stark-naked and chained, awaiting those immersed in their game to quiz me through a lorgnette or two. At the same time did I notice Mildred retire to the rear and stand next to Mercer who had clipped an additional chain to my throttler. Further, a number of lackeys and maids stood in attendance, the females, to my astonishment, only wearing pinafores pinned through their nipples and lower mound, the men, expressionless in jerkins and silken breeches that allowed their cocks to hang free like drainpipes. Although I was seeping below, I hoped I was not to be broached by them, mere lackeys, but rather by Monsieur de Clavaux there at the table – he who had appraised my body at the London mansion.
  Quite suddenly the game seemed to come to an end and, laying her hand of cards aside, there arose from the table de Clavaux’s wife, slender, and bejewelled, in flowing silks that barely covered the upper part of her partially denuded body. Approaching, she strolled around me in a whisper of lustrous cambric, as if assessing my bosom, belly and buttocks with an occasional tap of her fan. At one point, she did prod into my left breast, lifting it aloft as if to gauge its weight and amplitude of pulp. “Ah, so we meet your latest find again, Liza dear,” she remarked, letting the udder slap back on to my oiled thorax.
  “Indeed, Francine dearest,” My Lady softly replied. “I could not resist exhibiting her again now she’s ringed and ready for pleasure and punishment. Tell me, chérie, what do you think of her now?”
  “Well, as you know, beloved, I’ve bought and sold literally scores of sex slaves in my time and employed just as many in my Paris brothels but, pardee, never one flaunting with such healthy flogging meat as this one sports. Yea, admirably fleshed, by my troth, and lengthy labia that droop well too. What, pray, did you pay for the whore, Liza? And I ask you again, would you consider selling her?”
  My heart almost ceased to beat, my entire body congealing in goose flesh, as I heard the bawd’s question. Desperately, I dared glance at my owner, terrified at the prospect of being parted from her. But Elizabeth ignored the question and, shifting her chair back from the baize card table, turned to de Clavaux.
  “Oh, you Frenchies are so mercantile, buying and selling! But you, my love” – and this before his wife, Francine – “in what position would you prefer to have the girl’s body displayed for the post-prandial amusement I promised? My major-domo can have the servants hang her by the feet or arms – but not by the breasts, as yet – from the overhead chain over there. It’s as you wish. But, I beg of you, let’s have no more talk of purchase. Please! If I did give in and, for the Cause, sold you my stalwart Veronica, this one’s staying here – at least for the time being. Maybe later I may consider your offer, Francine dear, as I did in the case of Veronica. It really depends on the need of funds and what we can raise here in the Midlands.”
  I caught the disappointed glance exchanged between the Francine creature and her husband. Then Elizabeth added: “In any case, this beauty still needs training. I’m flattered that you find her tempting, but she’s hardly competent to work at your place, Francine. In the raw state she is, a month under your conditions would wreck her.” The conversation intimidated, vexed and tired me. I wished they would start on me, if that was the intention. But the prattle continued. “It’s too bad I can’t stay out the month with you, Liza,” the slender blonde regretted, “for I’d love to spend some evenings with this slut in that Vault of yours. But I must get back to Paris and my own flock in St Germain. I dare not leave my overseers so long alone. They tend to allow the clients too free a hand with those bitches of mine. But I’m sure Gilles will stand in for me.” She gave her man a remote smile, at which My Lady offered him what I took to be a lascivious look of adoration. Clearly, the handsome one had both women in thrall, particularly Liza…
  “It’s good of you, Francine, to leave him here,” my owner purred. “We both appreciate it. But now, as my choice guest, it should be you to give this slave her inaugural flagellation.”
  “You mean here rather than in your Vault?” The question manifested chagrin.
  “Indeed. That will come later but here we are so comfortable tonight, are we not? And as you are about to leave us, I repeat it would be appropriate, Francine – if Gilles agrees – that you do the flogging.”
  I had hardly the time to see the Frenchie nod before being seized by Mercer and a lackey for my wrists – as a novice I was much relieved it was not my ankles – to be attached to the hook-and-chain Liza had indicated. Although the position I was made to adopt presented my buttocks to the fearful whip the Frenchie female had taken up, I realized that my body was free to turn and twist as it was lashed. Silence falling over the resplendent room, Francine stripped down to her stockings and came towards me, her eyes narrowing with lust, the tip of the tongue wetting her lips.
  Although this was not the first time both I and my harsh castigator were naked together and united by the supple length of flogging leather she brought down into my buttock mounds and thighs, thus not threatening my ringed zones, it gave me such intense pleasure that I spent riotously after only a dozen strokes, yelling my head off like a scalded cat. I somehow survived the further thirty or more slashes without disgracing myself and, dearest diary, thoroughly enjoyed it all. I just hope my undulating body and my noise were what My Lady expected of me. The beating had fallen far short of being fierce but was far more exhilarating than any I had so far had . Unquestionably I was in the hands of a real professional, my only misgiving being that it was she and not the elegant husband who flogged me.
  How I stumbled back to my cellar defeats me, except that I had Mildred’s arm around me. If such were to be part of my future – a strenuous arse beating and this divine blonde fondling me thereafter – I could not ask for a more delicious prospect as a Maveringham inmate. 
   10 March
  How grossly deceived was I in my naïve innocence for I have, over these recent days and nights, learned that life here is far from what my experiences of the evening of March 1st had led me to believe. Besides becoming acquainted with the several alcoves along the passage leading to the Vault, I have now visited that place, from which my two sisters always return most severely beaten and bearing marks of some instruments or other, which they decline to describe to me. “Wait till they use them on you,” they say, readying themselves to be taken out into the grounds for hard, if useful, labour.
  As to my own ordeal down there, I was chained against the wall and back-whipped first by Mary the Malignant and then handed over to a muscular advocate-at-law from the Inns of Court – it amazes me that the zealot travels all this way to have a slave to beat when there is ample flesh available in town. The reason, I learn, is double: he simply dotes on Deborah, even offering to buy her, and finds his anonymity at the Manor reassuring. In any event, Stockton saw to it that I made his journey worthwhile, for between the two of them they striated and mottled my poor rear until it resembled boiled beetroot.
  I notice I’m being called to the Vault more often than my two colleagues. I wonder why. But I dare not cavil and, anyway, I prefer a painful hour chained to the grid to sweating and moiling in the stables and cabbage fields out there.
 
   13 March
  I must admit that conditions in the cellar could be worse and the food is not unpalatable. I suppose we have to be fed adequately if only to preserve our strength, both my colleagues bearing their punishments and hard labour with equanimity. I have now found out more about their origins. Debbie comes from a numerous family in a Cotswold farmstead and, to alleviate poverty, was sold off to some dealer who then offered her cheap to My Lady. Celia, on the other hand, is a forsaken orphan and found sanctuary here in Maveringham as a ‘maid’ and, similar to me, found herself stripped, chained and ringed to serve in a different capacity. And, I must say, despite her scuffles and tussles, she does so with great success. According to Debbie, the truculent slut is much sought after by visitors, as well as by Mercer and meritorious servants and lackeys, on account of her aggressive nature which only involves her in ever fiercer flagellations and the humiliations she seeks. But also, I am told, she is a skilled cock sucker; when it comes to inciting and slurping up a woman’s discharge, I can personally vouch for her performance. She is particularly gifted when she is arse-whipped while performing cunnilingus or fellatio.
  I count myself fortunate to have such uncomplaining and talented companions who are never averse, when need be, to quenching the fire in my torrid sex, especially when Mildred cannot get down to use me.
 
   19 March
  My second monthly since entering My Lady’s service started tonight and, easier in my mind, knowing what happened here when one fell pregnant, I was consigned to marinate in a holding cell and given rags wherewith to staunch the flow. Celia, not so lucky, has already been aborted once by Mary Stockton and is due for it again. The few days in the oubliette are far from being a respite, for one is whipped and abused by any guest so minded. But I do not wish to sully these pages by recounting how.
 
   25 March
  While chained in the cell next to my bucket of water, I had time to wonder what my blonde charmer has in mind when she refers to her ‘plan’ which now she does more and more often. And I hate to be kept in abeyance – as, for instance, when that rakehell, Colonel Fremsdale of the King’s Lifeguard of Horse, and his dreadful mistress keep me tied up and quivering for ages before starting to torture my teats…
  Anyway, it was Mildred who descended today, not only to ensure I was clean again but, of all things, with orders to take me to de Clavaux’s private quarters for ‘service’. Now, I have had to pay visits to My Lady’s chamber and those of various guests but never to his and the prospect truly excited me as what I might call ‘a privileged moment’. Mildred prepared me carefully and lovingly, ensuring all seven of my precious flesh rings were clear of old secretions and caked sperm, powdering my body and setting a gleaming ruby in my navel. And yet still no additional clues as to her mysterious ‘plan’.
  “You’re going to enjoy tonight, rosebud,” she assured me, again with that look she had of possessing privy intelligence of developments, “so make the best of it. It’s he who asked Liza to let you join them.”
  We went up to the first floor and I was made to wait before the door while my escort entered to announce my presence – and I hoped her own, too, for I would greatly enjoy having her with me, particularly as I have never seen her being used other than by me! 
  On entering the holy of holies, I was overcome by the luxury of the room and the pungent scent drifting in the air. I was gladdened that I was not made, as so often, to wear one of those clammy head cowls of chamois, buckled behind my head; for thus I could admire the splendour of the candlelit apartment: Levantine carpets, costly tapestries and paintings concealing the stone walls that always cause fear to rise in me, my teats having so often suffered from rasping against the masonry. The four-poster and its embroidered canopies dominated the centre of the chamber. It was not now for me surprising to notice the chains dangling down the volute-shaped uprights at the end of the bed, links, I had learned in other chambers, destined to outstretch my four limbs out to the summit and foot of such columns, so that my flesh was taut for the whip. So excited was I that hardly dared look up at the bearded Frenchie – whose room it was.
  Most suddenly my heart seemed to speed its throbbing gallop. For there, standing next to him, was none other than Elizabeth, Countess Postell. All she wore was a thin transparent gown of pure muslin, a delicate veil before her face, and – what I found singular – gloves and riding boots. The latter, I noticed with a twitch of alarm, were spurred. You may wonder, sweet inquisitive diary, how I could recognize her. I would have known that svelte body, those neat breasts and that heart-shaped patch of fleece on her mound, even had I been hooded up; the sensation of her sultry beauty, clouded in perfumes, was enough.
  “Is she not splendid, mon chéri, like that?” came the mellow voice from behind the veil. “Nudity becomes her and the chains, too. I promised you a threesome and for as long as you like – well, at least until you’ve no longer juice to offer her.” She stepped towards me to jangle my crotch rings. “Yea, Janet, this is something of a privilege for a slave, as you no doubt surmise. I expect you to excel yourself, stand up to your beatings like the slut you are and swallow down gratefully all that’s given you. Release her wrists, Mildred dear,” she added, “but she’ll retain the ankle chain.”
  As I lowered my arms, I barely felt the incongruity of being partially free in the presence of my owner – or rather, owners – and wondered what was required of me, the night promising to be long and most probably arduous. I watched the man unbutton his crotch flap and haul out that resplendent, purple-veined pole of hard meat that neither Deborah nor Celia had ever tasted. He then sat on the end of the bed as Liza divested herself of her peignoir and, superbly slender, pale and naked, took up a whip of medium length from the bed. For a fleeting moment I did wonder whether she too on occasion enjoyed the kiss of leather, but the pure state of her flesh gainsaid the thought. And yet… who can know the ways of women?
  “Kneel, Janet, my fine whore, and take it in,” the elegant Gilles ordered me, as if I belonged to him. “Let’s see how you draw sustenance from a stiff cock while being flogged by your Mistress. Get down to the root with that gullet. Work slowly to start with and use both those hands since we allow them to be free for once. And when I tell you, roll each ball in your mouth and then back to the helm.”
  At least the orders were precise. Hardly able to believe my good fortune, I nearly swooned, so unbelievable was it to be on my knees and, indeed, my hands free to grasp what for me was the most fabulous of all cocks I had ever seen. In solid erection, the rod throbbed promisingly as I slid the foreskin off the helm and treated my eyes to the most exquisite of all sights a slave girl can have – the slit in a crimson dome oozing its first liquor. Although I stretched my jaws to the utmost and took the shank in as far as I could without choking and retching, my lips were still far from the root and bush. I do not think, journal of mine, I shall ever caress and suck cock so delectably and gratefully as I did there tonight on my knees. It was quite different from the countless shafts I have tongued and drained in my short existence. Like a gift from another world, it transfixed me in debt to my Frenchie for ever and a day.
  I was allowed to give and enjoy some dozen suctions and lickings before the whip lashed my butt.
  A jagged wave of white pain seemed to submerge my body, the pang hurtling like spume from my rump into my brain and then back again as the welt ripened, livid and swollen. In my euphoria I was simply unready for such paralyzing strokes from one who seemed so loving and tender-hearted. Even Stockton’s initial swipes never hurt quite like these. Each successive blow redoubled the pain lacing me from coccyx to my upper thighs. Holding on to the man’s firm penis, I began to slump slowly to my calves.
  “Kneel straighter, girl,” My Lady’s velvet voice charged me. “Lift those fine globes of arse meat so that the under bulk gets its fair share.” I did so, bending my head lower to pump almost vertically on the huge phallus in my mouth. “That’s better, my chubby whore,” she conceded. “You realize, don’t you, that I’m letting you work unchained for once? Now keep upright like that and suck until we’re done with you.”
  As I went to work with all my vigour on what de Clavaux had in my throat, my twin bulges flattened, rebounded and quivered under Liza’s slam of leather, my loins being driven forward toward the end of the bed beneath Gilles’ thighs. Of course, I have had worse from some of the guests in the Vault – particularly when, hung by the legs, head down, I endure direct punishment over the splayed vulva – but here the slit end of her scourge curling round my hips to sting my groin, close to my ringed sex, truly pleasured me – for it was she, My Lady Postell, who was flogging me, at last! And, to add fuel to the fire, the man’s resistance – almost defiance – to my hectic sucking and licking seemed limitless – and there is a limit to what a slave girl can do as her strength dwindles under the force of a formidable, puissant whip. The faster I tongued, lapped and masturbated the shaft, the more viciously did the lash seem to lay me waste. Yet, like my cunt, my Frenchie’s cock slit was spilling copiously but so far without sign of the forewarning jerks announcing the deluge I strove to bring about. Watching me closely, the man seemed fascinated by my efforts and the sweat dripping from my brow into his sex bush.
  Gradually I found myself coping well with the flagellation as my clitoris took over control of my nether region; the little demon was in full-blooded erection, pulsing like the proverbial sore thumb and threatening to make me come before Gilles had spurted. Hours under Stockton’s four-tongued flogger had taught me the cost of an untimely orgasm… Quite abruptly, Elizabeth perceived the situation.
  “Spread your thighs out wide, my slut,” flushed and breathless, she ordered me and struck up with meticulous accuracy into my rings and sopping gash. The impact almost caused me to let the cock out of my mouth and scream. Instead, at the fourth stroke, I climaxed and discharged with all my force. “Now frig him hard,” she cried, and vaguely I felt the man’s hands grasping my locks, his cock suddenly stiffening and jolting. At last, the ropes of spicy, clotted sperm pulsed into my throat, jet after jet…
  My Lady’s whip gave my vulva a final squelching blow and, de Clavaux groaning with lust, she murmured: “Swallow it all down, slave, and mind you don’t waste a driblet. You may bring yourself off again, with your hands this time but keep that cock where it is until it’s stiff again. Then on to the bed, my beauty, to tongue me by way of thanks for inviting you here and beating you to orgasm.”
  And, gentle diary, so it was, I literally eating them both and being used in all my entries to ecstasy. It would be frivolous, sweet journal again, to try to describe the pleasure I derived from the rest of this wonderful and awesome night, especially when later our three bodies slithered together, now this way, now that, the spendings spilling time after time… But probably what I remember best was the feel of her hand, jewelled and ungloved, sliding over the hot, scarlet welts she had raised on my rump – and then fondling my breasts. I do also recall what she said, weighing their bounty while her Gilles twisted my rings and smiled.
  “Next time,” she said, “we’ll…. bend you back over the end of the bed…. tie fiddle gut round these beautiful mammaries and give them a real thrashing. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, my suet pudding?”
  I said I probably would. “As long as it’s you, Mistress, who does it and not Mistress Stockton.”
  “Oh, but you must respect her, you know. Anyway, Mary will do other things. But not that.”
  The hour being late, Mildred was summoned by a tug on the bell rope, rather than on my teats, and I was returned elated to the cellar, my lover advising me not to speak of tonight to my two colleagues.  
 
 
   8 April
  The days and nights of the last two weeks have passed so swiftly and painfully since that remarkable night with my lady and frenchie that I have neglected my writings, which I regret. But I must now set down certain episodes that truly startled me, just as, now so long ago, did that execution I saw one day at Tyburn. So now I shall record in you, my diary, the first event, which will remain ever for me a singular memory.
  Early one morning towards the end of last week – a week spent lugging logs into the outhouses from the nearby woods – Mildred came down to the cellar to announce that certain guests had arrived from Oxford, an area noted for its support of the King, to seek amusement. Among them was a Cavalier’s lady, a person of situation and wealth, who, not having yet made use of me, wished to try me out. “Mistress Ricksmond,” my blonde darling told me, “wants to have an outing with you over the estate. She’s a great horsewoman and likes a romp now and then. You’ll probably enjoy it, knowing you, sweetie, and she has brought along her riding whip. I had many an hour with her in the past and it can be – how shall I say? – quite stimulating. You’ll learn a lot about harnesses, bits and martingales – and the martinet, too.”
  I have been introduced and grown accustomed to most of the ordeals meted out to us slaves at Maveringham – in the Turret, the bedchambers, here in our cellar, and, of course, in the Vault but never outside in the open air, as an object of pleasure. The prospect of emerging abroad for once in the capacity of a whip-slave rather than a hewer of wood and drawer of water both pleased and frightened me.
  Thus it was that I was dragged up to the hallway and thence out to the stables. There, to my disquiet, I was taken in hand by Stockton the Stench, as we three often call her, for she rarely washes, and in turn entrusted to a young stable-lad, not an unhandsome fellow, who seemed unperturbed at being confronted with a naked, cunt-shaved and ringed slave in chains. Evidently, he dealt with girls as if they were horses.
 
 
  If I felt stimulated by the crisp air of early Spring, the leathery smell of the livery and tackle room tended to disturb me, for I have never been one for horses. More troubling still was the youth’s checking that my wrists were firmly locked to the neck-strap, after which he calmly harnessed me with a bit, reins, and blinders. For a moment I did believe I was to be yoked to the shafts of a two-wheeled trap standing nearby. But instead the fellow informed me that I was merely ‘to trot abroad with a lady guest holding the reins’. Thereupon he clipped chains to my nipple rings and extended the links down to meet the other rings in my outer vulva fronds. As if such were not sufficient, he then hooked shorter lengths of coupling to my inmost sex folds, adding thereto a tolerable clump of iron to each end. (I say ‘tolerable’ since, compared with what was often hung on to them in the Vault, the weights were negligible, distending my already lengthy labia to barely twice their length.) Stockton’s presence made me accept the harness in silence but I did wonder how a self-respecting yardman could do such things to a defenceless, shivering girl.
  “An hour’s gambol over what’s left of the snow will do thee good, fatty,” he smirked, gathering my mane into a horsetail, thrusting a snaffle bit into my maw and buckling the straps round the nape. “Don’t fret at the cold. The exercise and lash’ll warm thee up. Just keep prancing.” With that, he joined leads to the bit, passing them over my shoulders, leaving further leashes dangling from my teats. If I thought my caparisons were complete, I was much mistaken, for a plume of gay feathers was fastened round my brow and tied behind my head. Then came the most abject item of all: bending me forward, the youth rammed a ribbed haft of a bullwhip up into my anus which was already accustomed to receiving all sorts of penetration. I could see the leather thongs dangling behind like a tail. I felt indeed like a mare.
  “Don’t let that slip out, dobbin,” the paddock-lad warned me. “Thy driver would take it amiss and ‘twould mean a night tramping the water-wheel in yonder cellar under Master Mercer’s scourge. So, squeeze that there muscle, whore.” His language and mention of a water-wheel did mightily perturb me. “Thou art lucky not to be shod with the leaden hoof-sabots for this trot. Maybe next time…”
  With that he retired, only to return with Stockton, accompanied by a short, well-built female, neatly dressed in a riding habit, booted and spurred, a grim-looking horsewhip in her grasp. My evil overseer inspected me carefully, adjusting the leads and finding me in order, handed the reins to the guest.
  “The saddle mare’s ready, Countess, should you wish to mount her. If not, this novice of a nag can be driven hard if it fails to lift its knees as it should. The whip should not be spared, my lady.”
  “Be assured, Mary. By all the saints, where does our hostess find fillies so abundantly fleshed as this one? A healthy canter and a pair of welted hindquarters will do her no harm, even if she does leave a trace of blood on the snow. So, let us be off.” I felt a sharp jerk on the reins. “Walk on, slave!”
  I jogged forward across the melting drifts of snow, noticing with surprise the first clumps of primroses and snowdrops among melting drifts and brittle grass before my frozen feet (devoid of sabots!). An appalling lash across my buttocks directed me towards the far elms beyond the lawn and, despite the wrench on the lead attached to my right nipple ring, I rounded the spinney without stumbling.
 
 
  After three turns of the area, I wondered how much more, before weakening, my flesh could take of this Gertrude’s whip – which seemed to have metal studs, minute but palpable, buried somewhere in the extremity of the thong. It recalled to me one night in the Vault when a masked, red-ribboned Cavalier officer serving in Prince Rupert’s dragoons had given me close on a hundred lashes with a like weapon, but there I had been chained tight by wrists and ankles. Trudging through freezing snow was something else.
  Rounding the rhododendrons, we disturbed a covey of partridge and I envied their freedom as I slowed down, slithering in the slush. My faltering earned me a frightful series of lashes, my driver’s thin whip curling round my thorax and catching the chains descending from my teats. It was as though she verily sought to scare me by threatening to snatch the rings out of the flesh – which I knew she would not dare do.
  “Up with those knees, filly!” came the hoarse cry from behind me. “One more stumble and you’ll do not one but a couple of hours on your Mistress’s treadmill, and there I’ll have your lazy bottom thrashed to pulp. Now, on with you, slut, towards the gorse over there. I’m enjoying this.” I received a ghastly stroke across my sweating belly and doubled up – which only drew the bit tighter into the commissures (another word I had learned from Mildred) of my distended lips, the froth bubbling out to drip on to my breasts.
  I did verily prance ahead, blazing with pain from the tensioned straps and the slashings that seemed to gather in force and number. Suddenly I found myself entangled in the shoots of prickly furze, the points scoring my haunches and bottom. With a further bellow, the bitch did halt me among the thorns.
  “I’ve half a mind to bind you to yonder tree and really lace into you, sluggard that you are, but that we can do later on the water-wheel.” The woman seemed in no way to be short of breath or her arm to have lost its vitality. And on I went, cavorting as best I could, raising my knees high, despite the tugging pain caused by the hateful weights swinging from my sex fronds. Amid the different anguishes afflicting me – and especially the woman’s reins wrenching on the bit – I did, dear diary, manage well over three dozen circuits of the lawn before being directed, my feet numb and torn, towards the Manor steps.
  And there I did observe through my tears not only Mary the Menace looking on delightedly, but My Lady, her paramour and several other guests. I was apparently something worth watching as, nude, welted and streaming with sweat, I began to wilt, feeling fortunate not to have been driven far further afield.
  “Whoa, pony!” cried my persecutor, dragging me to a standstill before the entry. There, trying to catch my breath, I was relieved of my harnesses by, of all people, my sweet Mildred. “You cantered well, mare!” she muttered, “and looked so, so desirable. But I don’t think you’ve escaped the treadmill, alas.”
  Then I heard My Lady purr: “Well, Gertrude, did you enjoy the trot and our rural landscape?” she inquired convivially. “Is she not a dutiful filly? But now you must hasten in, dearest, and relish the bathtub the maids have made ready for you upstairs, for, by my faith, you are awash with perspiration.”
  “Thank you, Liza, my precious.” The brazen bitch’s reply was part praise, part censure. “It was a true treat, by the blessed name of our Prince Rupert! The slag rides well enough but I do prefer that Celia of yours to this load of obesity. The redhead disputes the whip more energetically. But your novice promises well, all the same. It was a real delight to see her suffer.” As she mounted the steps to be ushered into the warmth, I did hear her add over her shoulder: “Personally, I believe an hour on the treadmill under the whip will do this slattern a world of good, especially as you seek to reduce her weight.”
  In tears and exhausted, I felt in no condition to brook further punishment and looked up appealingly at My Lady. But evidently affinity with her guest overrode my silent entreaty.
  “As you wish, Gertrude. It will be a pleasure to make her work, and moreover we need more water in the cisterns. But perhaps the girl had had sufficient for today. She’s not yet as reliable as the other two, when under sustained punishment. I can give you one of them if you really want to use the water-wheel.”
  “I’d prefer this beefy one, Liza, if you don’t mind.”
  “Very well, treasure.” My heart sank further when she turned to Stockton. “See to it, Mary dear, this one’s put to the treadmill whenever it suits Lady Ricksmond. But get Mildred to treat her extremities first. You know, Gertrude, those weights you had hung from her lower rings were a trifle heavy. She’s a novice.”
  “But novices have to learn, do they not, Liza?” At that, My Lady nodded, accompanying her guest into the Manor, leaving me apparently condemned to the mill race.
  Thereafter, only too anxious to enter with the ladies and Mercer, Stockton left me in Mildred’s care, to be unharnessed, washed down and have my weals and sexual extremities tended. My delectable love took advantage of the late meal being served to the gathering in the refectory to hustle me up to her windowless room where she fed me and – at last – decided to share with me the clandestine scheme she had in mind.
  “This state of affairs can’t go on, sweetie,” Mildred began, smoothing arnica over my teats and then on my inflamed labia. “You’re too intelligent and sexy to resign yourself to this life and this place, even if you rather like some of the things done to you. The same applies to me, even if I’ve been promoted. And further, I have no wish to see you carted off on a visit to Winsome Abbey and, who knows, risk being bought by that vixen Beatrice de Troville and her crowd. It’s happened before. One only has to remember our Veronica who found herself suddenly part of the Winscome slave farm, only to be sold off again. To speak of Veronica off-hand as I’m doing is like mentioning flame to someone who has never seen a fire! You’re fine but you’ve never seen her breathtaking beauty, her sexy incandescence that could burn you like a torch, her capacity to take the whip and tools of torment without weakening a jot… No wonder Beatrice bought her and then bartered her off to Francine de Clavaux for her Paris brothel. And at what a price! And what for, Janet? To allow the poor Queen Henrietta Maria to buy more arms from abroad for the Cause.”
  At last I gathered whence the unique beauty had gone and it disheartened me not to have tasted her. I continued to listen to my blonde jewel, who surely must have matched her in beauty and staying power.
  “Now, I know just the place in London where we two could set up shop. Ever since I was promoted, I’ve thought of quitting this place but I can’t do it alone. And two’s company,” she added tritely. “Further, you’re the sort I’ve always wanted – I don’t mean like now in bed, but as a true sister. Deborah and Celia haven’t the guts to escape, let alone head for London town that they’ve never even seen, pitiable innocents. They’re simple country souls and content to be here as slaves. And anyway neither of them attracts me.”
  About to say I felt I too belonged here, I hesitated. The prospect of London, its teeming streets, the inns and drunks, the raucous bawdy houses, and the few friends I could count on, made me think. “And what, pray, would we do there, without a groat?” I asked and received a brisk reply: “What do you mean, do? Why we’d run a pricey private stew of our own, my pet – you know, with whips, chains and all that…”



  “Oh,” was all I said. Whether I would be a bawd or victim was not clear. But London was London.
  As if to convince me further and disregard the dangers of escaping, she added: “Don’t look so scared. Listen, two years back there was a girl here called Alicia and she ran riot one night in the Vault and somehow managed to break out and flee, with the help of a gardener. I don’t know what happened thereafter but I wager she lived like the fairy tale, happily ever after! But since then the supervision’s tightened and there’s no hope of our just walking out of Maveringham like a couple of geese. You can’t put a foot outside in the yard or grounds without Mary’s kite-eye following you. But as we’re headed for a visit to Winscome Abbey one of these coming days, so I hear, we’ll make a getaway when we break for the night. Just leave it to me.” Then she added: “If you’d rather stay here and rot, then I’ll run the risk of going it alone,”
  I thought hard, my heartbeat quickening. I had no particular craving to be horsewhipped through those nettles again with a bit between my teeth… and there was the waterwheel ahead too, and session after session in the Vault… But there was my loyalty to My Lady and her trust in me – ingratitude being an offence my Puritan parents had taught me to avoid. And yet, the thought of London and freedom…
  “Very well,” I gave in, “but only if you’ll suck me off as never before and make me come…”
  “Only if you promise you’ll come away with me. And I mean, escape.”
  I nodded frantically. “Yes, yes…whatever, darling. But lick me off…please!” And she certainly did until, moaning in ecstasy, I couldn’t spend again. And suddenly the candle stub spluttered out, leaving us glued to each other in darkness. I hoped that was not an evil portent. Omen or not, the die was cast.
 
   Later in April, I have lost track of dates
  I have not seen my self-appointed ‘rescuer’ again for days and begin to worry. Have I fallen into some trap or subterfuge? And yet that is impossible, so frank and convincing was she on that night. That terrifying prospect has kept me awake many an hour. Will I come to rue the Manor, my colleagues, the Vault and regret missing the opportunity of visiting the Abbey? I do not know but I am determined to pull myself together now. Though I have many vices, remorse shall not be one of them.
  To curb my anxieties I have worked hard at the daily chores allotted to us on the estate and in servicing such guests as are in residence. My earlier shiftless performances are now things of the past and I find I cannot have enough sperm or female discharge – the acrid tang and smooth quality thereof delights me, and Stockton tells me both are nutritious. As to punishments, these have of late become more varied – I shall cite one as a sample. On Thursday, I was sent to the Vault at the request of a mixed group of visitors for whipping. But the position and procedure were new to me. I was taken to a wooden plinth, the height of my knees, from which reared, bolted thereto, a mighty, leather-stitched phallus. My naked body was drawn up above it by chains hooked to my wrist straps until the dome of the erection grazed my sopping vulva. At a sign from the major-domo, the lackeys lowered me on to the monster for the helm to spear me, up to my cervix. Then they chained my legs out wide. Whereupon the four – or were they five? – guests lashed me soundly for the best part of an hourglass of time. For once I was not averse to being gagged, for my shrieks of anguish and then of exultation as I came would, I believe, have reached down to the Manor gates. It was one of my better, if unnerving, experiences.
  On another similar occasion, this time in the West Turret of grievous memory, I was presented to a long-haired lawyer called Benting and his wicked drab of a wife for similar treatment but there I had to be partially clothed in a bluish-purple front skirt, cotton blouse and lace-topped stockings, all of which they whipped from me in a salacious fury of lechery. I thought it a sad waste of good clothing.
  I came away from these and other bouts emptied of vigour, with even darker rings under my eyes.
 
 
   1 May – ostensibly a holiday
  I do not wish to dawdle over what I considered a ridiculous travesty of a pleasant tradition which even Heather Skinner allowed us to observe on St Giles Fields. Let it suffice, sweet journal, to record this Mayday briefly, Easter having passed us by almost unnoticed, except for privy Masses being celebrated behind closed doors by illegal, disguised Roman prelates – to which fortunately I, for one, was not invited.
  The fête took place before the mansion under a pleasant sun and in the presence of the Manor’s entire household. Mercer, attired in gay silks, released our arms, but not our ankle chain, and handed each of us three nudes a coloured streamer attached to the summit of a lofty Maypole he had had erected on the lawn. To the tune of a nearby fiddle, he bade us prance and wind the ribbands round the rod. All this stupid show amounted to was a thrashing as each of us passed by Mercer, until we were gathered against the pole and, as ordered, sliding our crotches up and down it. In the shouting and noise, I could not know how my sisters fared but I brought myself off effortlessly amid the cheers, and slid down the wet pole to my knees.
  Thereafter, Elizabeth came over with the tasty Gilles to praise us. “By all the saints, sweet whores, that was most agreeable and you, above all, Janet. Release them, Mercer, for them to bow to the company.”
  I found this most contemptible and, once back on my mattress, Mildred agreed. “Wait until we get to London, angel, and you’re free in the sound of Bow bells, all this’ll be just a bad dream, mark my words.”
  The only worrying thing that disturbed an otherwise tranquil – and even tedious – week was the announcement that Mistress Ricksmond, the distasteful Gertrude, had decided that this coming Friday would be convenient for her to have me walk the treadmill under the whip. That, beloved diary, I could well do without, even though it does arouse my curiosity, none of my colleagues having sampled it. 
 
   5 May
  How my colleagues learned of my impending visit to the water-wheel I know not but news seems to be spread by the maids who follow our misfortunes with great interest. It was the maids and lackeys who peered out of the kitchens and pantries as the poxy Stockton led me in a disagreeable silence to the far end of the Manor. Gradually I felt the air grow colder as we passed the cistern and reached the humid cavern where the huge vaned wheel turned sluggishly under the mill race entering through a sluice gate. Shivering with cold and apprehension, I looked at the water trickling over the wheel and flowing out through the wall to some weir beyond. Mary promptly began to prepare me by, surprisingly, releasing my wrists from the rear of my neck strap before jostling me forward abreast of the wheel.
  It was then that I noticed several things that hardly reassured me: first, the plank set across the lower channel I guessed was that upon which I would stand before mounting the vanes and speeding the treadmill. Next, I caught sight of two figures in the shadows beyond the point where one end of the wheel’s axle entered the wall. As if Stockton’s presence was not enough to remind me of my nakedness and numb my spirit, the other forms were those of Mercer and the Ricksmond bitch who had raced and whipped me round the grounds; he was helping her to undress and fasten various straps to her body – which, I admit, is not unbecoming, freed of boots and riding habit. The major-domo was already stripped to the loins, the crotch flap unbuttoned, phallus already on the rise. I noticed that not only was his own service scourge swinging from his hip but Mistress Gertrude’s horsewhip, greased and ready for her, was coiled under his belt.
  Motioning Stockton aside – a gesture that seemed to confirm the Countess alone was to do the flogging – Mercer came across to me, clearing his hirsute chest of doublet and shirt.
  “So, whore slave, once again you’re to work for the benefit of the community. Water’s short in the Manor’s reserve. It has to be filled. You’ll have plenty of encouragement from our esteemed guest here present and I’m sure she’ll not need help from me.” Smiling at her ladyship, he handed her the stockwhip he had oiled for her. “So, get that wheel spinning, slut, until the cistern and butts be filled to the brim. Now, on to the plank, trollop, facing the wheel and reach those arms aloft. Then on to the vanes – and don’t arch forward under the lash. Keep the bubs clear of the wheel unless you want your rings ripped out of the teats.”
  My wrist straps hooked to chains dangling above me obliged me to mount a passing paddle of slimy wood as the board was removed, and immediately the contest against the treadmill’s gathering speed began. Step by step, with frigid water pouring over me, I mounted the monster, striving not to lose my foothold; one slip and I would be lacerated by the descending vanes… All at once the flogging commenced, the woman’s initial lashes almost turning me off my precarious foothold. Grasping the chains as though my life depended on them, I turned my head to beg for a pause between the strokes so that I could straighten my body after being slammed against the wheel – only to see Gertrude’s whip shedding a spray of water behind her as she swung back for the next lash across the flare of my drenched buttocks. She whipped implacably.
  I do not know how I managed to keep stepping from one vane to the next under the further thud of wet, agonizing strokes but somehow I did, to the sound of the woman’s yells – “Climb faster, depraved wanton of a whore slag! Faster, bitch!” And climb I did, as if mounting Jacob’s ladder, not heavenward but into a freezing downpour, the rise and fall of my thighs jangling my crotch rings, my clit numbed and I, its owner, half-drowned. Truly, dear diary, I can hardly recall Ricksmond’s lashes or my vagina slushing over her dildo with liquids other than from the millrace. But I do remember Mercer changing his mind, once she had left, and his stripping down to give me a further flogging that indeed made me slump on to the vanes.
  Back in the cellar with Deborah drying me off and exclaiming at the welts reaching round my thighs, I prayed I had not caught cold. And, I had to ask myself, where was Mildred? I hoped nothing amiss had occurred. I would hate to think of her lovely body jolting against the vanes of that slimy water-wheel… 
  Watching the pale light seeping through the barred apertures in the cellar wall, I wondered to what I had, that night with Mildred, now committed myself. For the last time, I considered matters. Probably going to the Postell’s residence was the stupidest folly of my life. As for this Winscome place, I could do without it, however tempting. But I cannot now do without my Mildred, wherever she is at the moment.
  Deborah then learned we were to clean out the Vault and prepare for our forthcoming visit to the Abbey.
 
   10 May – still, I believe, in this year of Grace, 1656
  Being now what they call a ‘fully tutored’ slave, I find myself being used by guests far more regularly than heretofore and frequently alongside my two colleagues. I am delighted to see that Mildred has now returned to the scene, after a short visit to London with Lady Elizabeth, and is helping with our preparation for ‘pleasure sessions’. It was during this last week that I encountered another Cavalier, a major in the dragoons by the name of Burkett. More ferocious than he would be hard to imagine, and he took a particular liking to my body. Stripped down to breeches and boots, he had me slung outstretched by the four limbs, belly down, my teat and cunt rings drawn downward by chains and iron weights. The flagellation I customarily received from this Burkett, standing between my legs, was delivered with great force over my parted thighs and buttocks, my slit and long labia in full view. Although he maltreated and abused the slit with the whip haft, I needed more than that to make me climax, and it was only when he rammed his studded cock into me that I almost brought the Vault down with my shrieks.
  It was a fellow officer of his, a stalwart Cornishman, whom I particularly took to – and yet feared – when called to service him in the Vault. While some visitors like us to wear stockings and open blouses, which are soon bloodstained and in tatters, this Commissary-General insisted on me being stark-nude, when I was chained to the special flogging column that resembled a massive erect penis. I must confess that to be arched out from the post by ankles and wrists, my recently disciplined anus speared by a dentated rod, provided me with much pleasure, even though the beating from him and his wife was long and painful.
  It was also in the Vault that I became accustomed to being chained outstretched and upright for other ‘erotic’ moments, including the double penetration, front and back, by male organs or dildos that met, or rather collided, within me, the helms distending the thin separating membrane within. And I shall never forget the occasion when all three of us were presented in different postures to a party of special guests who were given to quirting and needling slave flesh. And then there were the various methods used to throttle our breasts, particularly mine in view of their size… What I have done, rather than clutter up your pages, uncomplaining journal of mine, is to portray some of our ordeals in rough sketches, for what they are worth. 
  To these one day I shall try to add a description of what it is like to be beaten with a curved length of whalebone which a captain and his wife from the King’s Humber flotilla used on our backsides until they were raw. I would rather be swallowed, like Jonas, by the whale than feel again that shank of ivory bone.
  I am now becoming better acquainted with the various visitors and find that I have my preferences just as they have theirs. I seem to be increasingly sought after, especially when a patron or a couple requires a ‘rewarding and serviceable pair of tits’ to torture and beat. For such sessions, I am made to kneel, as is the custom, with the breast roots throttled tight over a whipping bar for the quirt or cane, and I do confess to the most singular pleasure – and pain – as the veined, blood-glutted flesh, areoles and nipples turn deep purple.
 
  13 May
  My Lady, Gilles and Mildred seem to have departed for the weekend again, probably to meet emissaries from France over funds. Hence a certain quiet pervades the Manor, which we three in the cellar welcome as it allows our flesh to cool off and our welts to fade somewhat.
  We were woken very early this morning by a particularly distasteful and unappetizing serving slut or chamber maid and, following ablutions – the wench watching each of our movements, even the most intimate, we were led up the steps and along the passage to the Vault. Perplexed, we looked at each other, for never was that place or the other venues of punishment used at an hour when we would normally be in the fields or barns labouring and sweating under the whip. On entering the chamber of chains and chiding (as Mildred called it), we were confronted by Stockton, more hard-favoured and repellent than usual, given pails and rags and sent to different areas of the straw-strewn flagstones.
  “As you may have gathered from the usual gossip,” she said, “you drabs will be leaving Tuesday for Winscome and as our hostess there requires your bodies to arrive more or less unmarked, you will meanwhile be spared the scourge and implements. Hence you will clean out this place, so that it is ready for when you return. I want the floor, the walls and each device made spotless and fresh straw laid down. Now gather water from yonder barrel and to work!”
  To be indoors of a morning and next to my sisters was a treat I had not expected. Hastening to kneel and swab, after clearing away the sodden straw, I did notice the tiles were clotted with traces of semen, sweat and what was clearly blood, chiefly beneath the crucifixes, flogging stakes, benches and dangling chains. Having frequently undergone torment at each site at the hand of some guest or from a group of passing visitors (and priests), the memories came back to me vividly. Whereupon, my rear end in the air, displaying my two primarily-used orifices, my vagina began to leak – as it inevitably does when on display.
  “Now, you two,” Mary the Minotaur tapped Celia and me on the bottom with her crop, “clean up round the corner but there’s no need to scrub around what you see hanging there. Just change the straw.”
  As I reached the angle of the L-shaped chamber, I was truly taken aback at what met my eyes but, shifting my bucket along beside me, made sure not to be caught staring too long at the thrilling sight.
  There, chained against the wall, was stretched a naked woman, hooded up in like fashion as I had been when proffered for torture. Certainly not young yet tolerably well-built, the female displayed a maze of whip lashes from neck to knees, the lolling breasts particularly vandalized and a whole series more converging on the sodden bush surmounting the vulva that was oozing crud.  My innards, clit and nipples reacted fiercely. It was strange indeed to behold a whipped female devoid of flesh rings!
  “That’s the Commissary General’s mistress,” Celia whispered to me from behind her floor cloth with a glance to ensure Stockton was out of hearing. “She spends the entire weekend down here, going from one appliance to the next, delighting in them all. And doesn’t she just get off as she’s tortured – roars like a ruddy musketoon. She has to be carried upstairs on Sunday night to the dinner table where she’s kept naked during the meal and even till they leave on the Monday. Then she dresses up again in corsets and brocaded crinolines, kisses everybody and has to be helped into the carriage…” 
  Our tête-à-tête ceased abruptly as Stockton strode over and slapped Debbie’s face.
  “One more word from any one of you,” she yelled, “and I’ll mark your whorish carcass down for fifty lashes when we get back from the Abbey.”
  So, on we toiled until the place was spotless, even the punishment slab, stakes and breast bench furbished to meet with Stockton’s approval. Thereupon, the same silent skivvy as before returned us to our cellar most churlishly and without a thimbleful of sympathy for our plight and the work we had just completed. For my part, I had rather enjoyed it; it had been a change from the outside duties, and I had great pleasure in feeling my slave rings dangling and chiming beneath me as I worked on my knees.
 
   16 May
  The sun was barely up when we were taken up to the loggia and strangely allowed to squat together on the floor among vases of lilac and forsythia. Our sole belongings – the pewter spoon and bowl provided for the journey – hung clipped to our neck strap or, in my case for some reason, to one of my labial rings.
  Scurrying maids and lackeys brought down bags and hampers to be loaded on the cart drawn up before the main entry. And then Elizabeth appeared. Despite her journey – which hearsay told us had taken her to the south coast to meet a French brig, no doubt with arms or funds – she looked fresh and more striking than ever I had seen her. Clothed in a tight riding habit that hugged her superb breasts and shapely hips, she wore a skirt that descended leisurely to soft deerskin boots and jangling spurs. The latter reminded me of that evening spent in her lover’s bedchamber where, stretched over her bare body and lapping her gaping cunt, I felt her booted legs close around me, the spurs pricking my slippery buttocks and drawing a trickle of blood to keep me hard at work.
  As she gave her orders, I caught sight of the plaited length of her riding crop grazing her leggings and, spellbound by her celestial beauty, I would have gladly laid my body over the wickerwork table there and then and taken a lashing. At the same time there in front of her, I felt suddenly uneasy over the decision I had come to with Mildred, whereby I was about to desert the very one who had taken me off the streets. In any event, it was too late now to change my mind and, as a Puritan, I had given my word to Mildred, which was more than I had done with Liza. But the very sight of that slender form moving among her servants produced an empty feeling in the pit of my stomach. I prayed to Our Protector to strengthen my resolve to disregard Elizabeth and follow Mildred back into the real world out there…
  Curiously, we three slaves were permitted to talk together while the splendid coach and the very different, miserable cart were drawn up before the portico in the first light of dawn. Everything seemed to be organized – except, alackaday, Celia’s condition. I mention this since I did verily pity the poor slut, having missed her last two periods. Scared at the prospect of becoming big-bellied, she had begged Mildred to relieve her of the threatening offspring, a plea that the sow Stockton had overruled until after the return to Maveringham. Desperate for the abortion bodkin, the little redhead feared the worst at Winscome. 
  I prayed, yet again, that I, at least, would remain barren for as long as I might, taking care each time I was pumped full to sluice myself out in our cellar washroom – the only helpful thing Heather Skinner had taught me. My sympathy for my careless sister-in-bondage was only matched by my revulsion for Stockton. How My Lady, I thought again, could tolerate this obnoxious animal in her presence, completely defeated me.
  Like lightning on legs, she darted around, giving orders but now, thank Heaven, fully attired for the journey, yet still looking mightily repellent, even in black taffeta, her grey hair gathered into a bow, her ugly paps flattened within a bodice of cheap brocade. I must admit that our Slave Master was quite handsome, his doughty genitals neatly tucked away within the satin travelling breeches. In a way I do feel sorry for him, engaged as he is in such a soulless task – to be at the beck and call of callous guests and constantly confronted by naked slaves in a house of sin. Were these two ever to fall into the hands of our Ironsides, justice would probably be swift. Yet, methinks it would take a strong rope to break those necks.
  Dame Fortune was certainly with us, I felt, for we were served a handsome meal – steaming pottage in our bowls, gruel and slices of black bread. Unbelievable, forsooth! As we fell upon the food, Mercer bade us fill our bellies well: “Slurp it up like sperm, my beauties, for you’ll need all the sustenance you can get. The journey’s long and wearying and at the inn you’ll get precious little, given our number. So, eat up.”
  We did just that while My Lady and Gilles were served by Molly, the cook, a new beverage we had never heard of, namely cha or tea. Full of pride and borrowed knowledge, Mercer told us it came from some place called Macu or Macao where the enterprising Portuguese had opened a settlement, and was becoming popular, he repeated, in the coffee houses of London. As I wondered whether Ma Skinner had learned of it, Elizabeth came up to me and did let me sip a drop. The tang reminded me of another thicker but clearer fluid, so stringent was it. I would have preferred a gulp of the latter but made do with this strange cha.
  Aided by two surly curmudgeons, passing as maids, who to my mind could have done with a good dose of the whip, Mildred did prepare us three for the journey. When my turn came to be equipped with the sex shield and chains, I did sense an even clearer desire smouldering in her beautiful body to break loose from this prison, and with me. She seemed, despite her privileges, to have had enough of Maveringham and its rituals; my arrival, my presence and body apparently determining her decision to cut and run. As she clipped the rough cloak around me, she muttered a word to me which, even now, stands out in my memory.
  “Don’t forget, sweet one, you’ll never get to Winscome. You’re going to escape with me.”
  Her determined look, the fragrant smell of her body and the trust I had in her combined to reassure me. Her sincerity overrides my curiosity to know the Abbey and her body has taken the place of even My Lady’s, though not, of course, of Gilles’. But somewhere within me there still lingers a doubt. In truth, it is not Maveringham I find difficult to escape from but from myself. Deprived of the whip and flesh irons, I fear I might well languish and thus regret my taking off with her.
  It was at that moment I caught sight of Gilles taking breakfast with the group of visitors who only a week or so ago had laid into us three in the Vault. It was strange to see them lounging there, sipping their beverages and dressed ready for their own departure, back to town. With nothing better to do and tired of my colleagues’ babble, I thought back to that night when Liza had ordered Mercer and Mary (the harridan’s eyes keen as needles), to take us to the punishment chamber where the guests awaited us. There, as we filed in, heavy with slave-chain, the three men, already masked, stripped and in erection, and the two women, wearing double-dildos, specified on which structure each of us should begin the night. Celia was chained outstretched against the wall by means of a block and tackle, Deborah crucified head down on the flogging cross and I was allotted the slab. This, standing hip-high, had a sharp wedge across it designed to raise and curve the loins so that the crotch is easily attainable for use; the limestone block was short enough to have a slave’s head hang over one end and the buttocks raised above the other, the legs drawn back to meet the wrists. Thus both mouth and cunt were available for the guests’ periodic relief during pauses in the lengthy flagellations and bouts of what in Maveringham parlance was termed ‘erotic carnal recreation’.
  Allow me here, dear diary, to recall how one night my body was braced back and readied for punishment , the visitors handling me expertly and unhurriedly, remarking among themselves on the quality and volume of my flesh and the size of my breasts lolling flaccidly over the ribs. If some of the comments did frankly terrorize me, the tortures were worse. Using the protruding ends of nipple needles, whereby to attach me to the overhead chains, was one, others serving to stimulate the more sensitive parts of my body for what awaited them. I cannot, secret diary, hope to describe the incredible sensation of helplessness and vulnerability I experienced as two of the guests prepared my breasts for persecution. The woman, equally buxom but twice my age, did most of the work, a younger, well-hung male helping her by elongating my breasts by the teat rings, as she wound, turn after turn, hempen twine round the root to half-way up each constricted tube of throbbing meat. As on so many previous occasions, the lymph meat bulged like purple cannon balls above the strangling cord. The nipples, I saw, reared up like swollen thumbs, the veins pumping in the tight skin, the colour of the wine de Clavaux had served to him.
  From the utterances exchanged across my body I learned I was to be breast beaten and ‘bodkined’ further. The torture, that verily made me resemble a porcupine, never failed to bring me off uncontrollably.
  The couple then dealt with my vulva, a process which, if it took less time, proved equally vexing: joining leather cords – from what I saw of them, they resembled long bootlaces – to the inner labial rings, they wrenched my sex open, turning the cords several times round each thigh before tying off the ends.
  Thereupon the youth’s fist suddenly burrowed into my gaping vagina which, because I am so blessed when it comes to downpour, is rarely other than sopping wet. Nevertheless, I flinched and jolted with shock, for the hand went in up to the wrist, the knuckles distending and reaming the mucous membrane within. I felt relieved the thumb had not threaded itself into the clit ring, for that would have tilted me over the edge into orgasm, a veritable catastrophe before being told I could respond and spurt forth.
  Since my neck strap was not too firmly chained over the end of the slab, I was able to glance at my sisters. With Mercer’s help, Deborah had now been hung by the ankles, outstretched on the X-crossed beams of the flogging cross, her cunt agape among its rings, the breasts wrenched upwards by a chain encircling her neck that disclosed the tempting undersides of blanched flesh. I envied her being the first on the cross; by the time it was my turn to hang there, much of my strength would be sapped – and anyway a mammary mashing always makes me come uncommonly fast. As to Celia, I could hear her moaning, the tension the chains were exerting on her wrists bringing out of her gripings that no one heeded and which, no doubt, would be paid for with a double ration of lashes – which possibly she hankered after anyway. Then the session got under way, all five visitors working on each of us in turn.
  It was very much the same as other evenings in the Vault, except for one novelty which truly scared me. Thick with milky sperm and heavily welted, I had my erect clitoris drawn out by its ring, a needle jabbed through it, the sharp and blunt ends bearing down on the rolls of labial flesh on either side. I cannot deny but that, deep down in my slave body, I derived great pleasure from those long hours of persecution.
  Finally, after midnight, we were handed back like broken-backed beasts of burden to Stockton, who at once started chiding, insulting and humiliating us in a manner none of Liza’s guests had descended to. On the contrary, one of the visitors had asked me, after flogging my belly, how old I was and when I told him, he smiled, expressing the hope that I was good for at least another year of torture and flagellation, since he had entered into a contract with My Lady whereby he could use me specifically on each of his visits.
  My jewel Mildred and her insolent aide helped us back to our cellar. My verdict was, give me ten such sessions to one out there in harness, galloping over those spongy lawns with Gertrude flaying my thighs… My blonde treasure’s touch, as she attended to my body, strengthened my resolution to follow her, if need be, even into Hell. I felt, for once, I could well do without further desecration of my young body.
  Alas, my quill wanders, dear journal. But before harking back to the bustling hallway of departure, I must set down my sentiments regarding this handsome Frenchie who seems mightily to have taken to me.
  I have been accorded the privilege of being summoned to his private bedchamber on other nights than that I have recounted. The luxurious room truly enchants me, especially when it smells of his body and the odour of My Lady’s, following one of their couplings, which are long and licentious. I am stretched upwards by the arms to a single chain with my knees braced against the bed end, my ankle straps serving to secure the legs, at their utmost reach, to the foot of the four-poster. Merely to watch him strip to the waist, disclosing that powerful, hairy thorax, thrills me and causes my vagina to leak obscenely; but when he unbuttons his crotch flap and brings out his impressive phallus, my self-control crumbles. To be honest, treasured diary , that sight alone is enough to dispel, if fleetingly, my misgivings at having been inveigled into this house of wantonness and debauchery. And if My Lady is present to share in the thrashing of my hefty arse and the upward lashes into my ringed crotch – which again bring me off, I find myself wishing the night will never end. With Mercer and many of the more demanding guests, chiefly the females, I am made to govern myself until given permission to spend – and, alas, only too frequently the flagellations and wrenchings are so violent that my climaxes are lost in the tidal waves of torture washing through me. But with de Clavaux it is different. First, he knows how to beat a naked woman, especially one craving for punishment and erotic pleasure, for the strokes are precise and judiciously spaced in time, to allow the combined effect of pain and pleasure to penetrate well into the flesh. Secondly, and even more stimulating for a flogged slave, are the occasions when he seizes my nipple rings, extends my breasts to their farthest reach and encourages Liza to cane them until the flesh is covered in sepia welts. I particularly relish her wresting my head back by the hair as she pounds the breast meat and the surprisingly obscene comments the two of them exchange at my expense.
  Before I recount our departure, I must set down for memory’s sake their predilection for using me as a ‘candle holder’. Once they have beaten me sufficiently, lowered me to the bed and made me bring them off, they relax on the pillows, reclining enlaced and gratified, thereafter using me to illuminate the book from which Gilles reads to Elizabeth. They have Mildred hang me by my parted legs, chained high behind them to the rear bedposts, with a candle thrust into my vagina amid the rings. Not being able to follow much of the text, a profligate tale involving loose noblewomen in Paris, the slow dripping of the wax over the belly and the perineum, down to the anus, as well as into my vagina, engages my entire attention. It is only when the candle is almost spent, the flame scorching my inner labia, does the reading come to an end. As on the first occasion, de Clavaux then closes the book, prizes the lighted stub out and, reversing it, rams it into my sex-vent, thus dousing it and plunging the room into darkness. Thereupon, My Lady summons Mildred with a tug on the bell rope for me to be hustled back to the cellar, scorched and still stoppered up, and aware that ‘bell, book and candle’ could have a secular as well as a religious significance.
  Although on the last occasion she kissed me ardently, peeling the wax off my crotch and smearing spikenard upon me, my dearest Mildred did not consider being a candlestick to be particularly singular. “Oh, I’ve had plenty of that in the past, hung by the legs,” she remarked casually, “with the Harquebusier Colonel’s mistress plugging red candles into both my holes. But she lets the candles burn right out and then whips off the congealed grease with a groin quirt. You don’t frig for a day or two after that.” And there she was right.
 
   16 May again – I return from these meanderings to the loggia
  Fortified with the meal, I stared out at the beds of hydrangea, azalea and the lawns beyond, the latter, though long since free from snow, still recalling grievous memories. But the prospect of a journey did truly excite me. Rarely have I felt so content, for a spell away from Maveringham will, I think, do me good, whatever precisely Mildred has in mind… Then suddenly Liza spoke.
  “As your overseer Mercer may have mentioned already, girls, we are going on a journey. But I shall confirm matters. We are to pay a courtesy visit to one of my dearest friends, the distinguished Beatrice de Troville, a noble lady who happens to share certain political views and other tastes with me. Now, since my late beloved spouse, the Count Richard, is, by God’s inscrutable will, no longer among us, I shall be accompanied by Monsieur de Clavaux.” I saw the elegant Frenchie bow respectfully. “Contrary to what you girls may have heard through gossip, Winscome Abbey is a delightful abode with many rooms, fine cellars and spacious yards. It is there, well secluded from the eyes and ears of these insufferable Roundheads and Puritans, that we shall sojourn a week or so. It lies many leagues from here and the route is up hill and down dale. So, we shall make two stops, first at the house of friends and then, there being no further congenial allies to shelter us, at an inn.” I was surprised we, as simple strumpets, were being given such detailed information when a curt order and a lash of the whip would have been sufficient. “You three will travel on the cart behind my coach, under the supervision of my major-domo and his dutiful companion, Mary.”
  Mention of that vile hag, who could flay a girl’s bottom with a mere dozen lashes, did snuff out some of my exhilaration but when My Lady confirmed that Mildred would indeed be accompanying us three in the cart, my spirits revived. To leave her behind would not only ruin her plans but break my heart.
  “You will wear thigh-hose with garters, heeled slippers and a cloak,” our Countess continued, “for it would not do for you to be found devoid of raiment were we to be assailed by scoundrels – and here again I include” – she gave me a quick glance – “these so-called Ironside ruffians haunting the countryside.” That seemed logical enough. But the chance of my being freed by my co-religionists, men of my Faith, both excited and disturbed me. Again I had no wish to be separated from Mildred but also I was not averse to seeing this Abbey. From hearsay, it seemed to be a place which could open up the mind – and one’s bottom.
  “As is usual on such journeys,” our owner went on, striding across the first bars of light traversing the loggia, “you will be chained to your cart bench, wearing a metal chastity belt locked over your greedy crotches which might attract knaves on the way. One can never be too prudent these days. Also, a line of links will attach you to the wagon floorboards and Mercer will ensure the leg-irons are firmly bolted below. And you, Mary, take care not to tear the stockings. I want the girls to arrive in pristine condition.” That reminded me and confirmed why we had not be flogged or tortured during the foregoing days. “Now, if on account of this pernicious civil war we are set upon by those rascals of Roundheads, you will not move,” – as if, I did reflect to myself, a female chained by her groin could leap up, ripping the rings out of her labia and take to her heels! “So, you will remain on your seat unless given permission to descend, in order to relieve your bladders during a halt, or when we stop for the night. Above all, you will not speak to any stranger or octroi officer we may encounter.”
  Precise enough, the orders were similar, Deborah confirmed to me in a whisper, to those issued on previous journeys, though some of the terms were above her. Then came a threat I had half-expected.
  “The slightest disregard of my injunctions will entail the harshest possible disciplining after you have been appraised by Mrs de Troville, and I warn you that at the Abbey the amenities for punishment are impressive.” I was sure they were and, after all, what were we but whipping meat? I risked a glance at Stockton, all prinked up in her funereal taffeta, and noticed her nodding her head gravely. “And, if I may add, gracious Lady,” she ventured, “further correction on return here.”
  “Yes, indeed, Mary dear,” the beauty I felt I should still idolize confirmed. “As your supervisor rightly remarks, any misconduct on the way or at Winscome will be paid for by relegation, once back here, to the oubliette below the West Turret and merciless punishment. You, Mercer, my good man, will see to it they behave.” And then to scare us: “If not, on return you may use the claw-tipped whip on them.”
  Hurrying the maids and drivers on with the loading of baggage, the great man bowed. “Of course, noble Lady. Tensdale, the driver, and I will see to it. Your Grace may remember the problems we had last autumn with that riotous trollop, Rose, who refused to remount the cart and had to be stripped and whipped. It meant proffering a freshly scourged body on arrival at the Abbey, to your hostess’s distaste. We shall try to avoid beatings this time and deliver the flesh in satisfactory condition on presentation.”
  “Precisely. The incident you refer was exceptional and, anyway she’s been sold off. I’m sure our three Graces will behave themselves.” We received a disarming smile, sweet enough even to bewitch Celia.
  (Note added later: Mildred had already mentioned, when we had made love in her chamber one free night, the Rose incident. Apparently, one day on the way to Winscome, this bitch, a cheap whore from Bedfordshire, had kicked over the traces, shrieking her head off in the middle of nowhere. Once subjugated, after bandying words with some drunken peasants and shouting abuse at Milady, she was bound to a tree by her nipple rings, thrashed senseless by Mercer and then, hog-tied, loaded on to the rear of the cart. On arrival at the Abbey, the state of the body displeased the aged Beatrice so greatly that the dowager took umbrage, refusing to present the slut in such a condition to her illustrious guests. With Elizabeth’s sanction, the wretch was consigned for an entire night to the tender care of Honorine, the Abbey’s second-in-command of slaves. Hung by the ankles, legs parted to dislocation point, this Rose was turned into an even deeper shade of scarlet than her name implies. The whip was dripping with more than sweat when she was taken down and auctioned off dirt cheap in the courtyard. Her new owner, I learned, added her to a brood of slaves he kept in a subterranean cellarage in London, where she lasted only two months.) 
  I wonder sometimes if Mildred’s stories are not simply ways of raising my heat and dying for her to straddle me. It seems to work, for a minute later I’m ready for her lips and that tongue, the colour of crushed cranberries.
 
   17 May
  Forgive me, patient diary, I have rambled on. So, now back to our departure.
  Thus yesterday morning our little procession set out as the sun topped the eastern edge of the lawn, the Frenchie having graciously stopped by our cart before joining Liza to wish us – or I suspect, me – a pleasant journey.
  The only problem prior to departure arose out of the clumsiness of one of the harassed maids, who reminded me poignantly of Annie in London. The poor slut had the misfortune to upset over the flagstones the pot of sesame oil, destined for greasing our breasts. Stockton seized the terrified wench, dragged her to the newel post of the loggia staircase and, at a nod from Elizabeth, ripped apart the petticoat – the sole garment a Maveringham domestic wears when on duty (except if priests are present, when a gown is required), and brought her service scourge down across the well-rounded rump. The lass whimpered most pathetically – the only sound, along with the hiss and thud of the plaited leather, to disturb the sudden silence in the loggia. At each bestial lash, the maid’s hind blubber shuddered like that blancmange I had often enviously seen being carried as a sweet to My Lady’s dining table. Although I had absolutely no affinity with or sympathy for the wretched bitch, I did pity her and did greatly marvel how constant beating has conditioned our rears, compared with hers. Clearly the slattern was hopelessly inept, unaccustomed to the sort of service whip Mary the Maimer used – a triple-tailed flogger she greased each night with salted pork fat and vinegar, a whip that, if it slit open a buttock, let alone an udder, left one with something to remember. Watching that beating, I asked myself whether I, if ever put to it, could flog a woman… I looked at Mildred in her lace collar and audacious décolleté revealing her delicious breasts, and wondered.
  After we had been loaded aboard, various articles of defence were stashed away behind, in the event of a surprise encounter with brigands or roving companies of Ironsides, whom – I mean the latter – may God preserve, along with our Lord Protector. There were swords, muskets, grapeshot, satchels of powder, chain and ropes, and a bunch of service whips which clearly were not intended for the horses.
  I was seated behind my two colleagues and, to my delight, next to Mildred, surprisingly wrapped in a cloak of rabbit pelts that smelled of camphor and, alackaday, forestalled my being able to catch the delicious odour of her body. But, being nigh to each other, we could converse in undertones. Further to the rear was Mercer, splendid in a silken pourpoint, jabot and white breeches that concealed, under a pearl-buttoned triangle of satin, his sedulous cock and sack of balls which en route would doubtless provide us with our daily rations of spicy seed. At his side was Stockton the Stockfish who appeared vexed at not being allowed to ride with the Countess.
  When we started off, frightening redwings and sparrows from the bushes, we rumbled down the driveway out on to the lane, the lurchings over the ruts truly distressing me, for the chastity shield did saw cruelly into my nether region. The curious cortège of two nobles in their coach and upon the wain, our overseers, we three and Tensdale, the driver, then gained the upland moors in the warming rays of the sun. It was a while later that Mildred murmured something to me, words that escaped me, for I was much disconcerted by her hand straying under my cloak to caress my thigh. I was scared witless at her effrontery, fearing Mercer – or worse still, Mary – might notice, conversation being forbidden, at least for us slaves. 
 
  I find it hard to relate without some anguish the trials of that first day that proved most fatiguing, enough to provoke a saint, even if there was no such one among us. Despite an occasional halt to relieve ourselves (through a slit in our chastity shield), the agonizing hours of being rocked and jarred on that rough bench did cause me to offer up thanks to the Almighty – and to Cromwell – when at long last we drew rein. Our wagon was backed into a shed by the side of a handsome house hidden among oaks and elms at the end of an overgrown road. Thus the first leg of our travel was done and fortunately we had not encountered either highwaymen or armed Levellers, the latter less scurrilous to my mind than robbers and cutthroats, though my captors considered them worse.
  After finally being unchained and allowed to descend, we were tethered to the wheels of the cart and given a bowl of gruel that we had to slurp up like the bitches we are. From the rear of the mansion came the sound of wassail and carousing as our custodians, including Mildred, supped with the domestics. Only Tensdale was left with us but was soon pickled, snoring in the hay. I slept soundly although regretting my blonde lover’s absence within.
 
  Today  we left at the crack of dawn, our retinue joining us again, somewhat worse for ale and wear. Then we received a veritable surprise. For from the house came a florid Cavalier, a man in his fifties with long curls, and jewels on his gloved fingers. Behind him, stark-naked, ringed and heavily chained, staggered a thin figure, her hair drawn austerely back into a long, braided plait, a lead of links stretching tight from the apex of her vulva to the grasp of the overdressed, pot-bellied fop who appeared to be either her owner or overseer. As we clambered back on to the wagon, the nude, narrow as an arrow, received several lashes over the shoulders and buttocks and a brusque order: “Up with you, whore, and squat where the major-domo tells you.” Then Mercer was addressed with all the familiarity of a confrère: “The bitch will not peep a word, brother, but beat her to the blood, if need be. She’s in luck to have a ride to the Abbey instead of footslogging it behind me and my sorrel trotter like the last time, slut that she is.”
  I risked a quick glance at the girl as she climbed the tailgate and cringed in the corner of the wagon. So much, I thought, for these resolves to present slaves unblemished on arrival; this wretched slag looked as though she had been trounced, strapped, belted and flayed every day of her dismal existence. I did feel myself to be countless notches above her, and oddly I found her contemptible and abject although I had no idea who or what she was nor why she was sharing our cart and accompanying us, a titled lady’s slaves.
  This further day of travel riled me, my chastity belt abrading me most cruelly, causing what is the most delicate part of me to feel as if it was being scoured with pumice stone. Wisely none of us three had abandoned herself to the pleasure the friction might well have brought about, our overseers’ service whips only too conspicuous; if flesh whipping was proscribed, there was nothing to prevent a slender crop being used on the slit between the legs… Nevertheless, during one stop to relieve bowels and bladders, Mercer did fumble with my breasts but went no further, rather disappointing me since a quaff of his discharge would have helped to quench my thirst. I made do with a gulp of water from a gourd, in fact more refreshing.
  The hostelry that came into view in the gloaming looked less austere than had the barricaded noble house of last night’s halt. Thatched and freshly whitewashed, it struck me as being most modest and hardly fit to lodge persons of the standing of Elizabeth, Lady Postell and even that of her paramour. Mildred did whisper to me that no other lodging or Royalist sympathizers’ dwelling was available for our owner and party to pass the night. The Commonwealth spies were roaming everywhere, many just simple farmers.
  “Cavalier hosts are few, darling, along this route,” she said, “at least until we reach Winscome. Even if proprietors are supporters of Charles, most of them are afraid to shelter political allies, particularly when they happen to be accompanied by a gaggle of geese like you lot. Should the Levellers get wind of an illicit gathering, it might well be the end of that house. Last night at the Snellings was an exception. Hence an inn tonight, incognito, see?” She lowered her voice still further to add: “It suits me only too well, as you’ll see, rosebud. Just wait until night is with us.”
  I did realize her plans were about to mature and I began to tremble. “Oh,” I spluttered. “Tonight? Really?” and tried to think of something else, such as the civil war raging in the land, the Queen marshalling friends and funds abroad, war with Spain and, again, spies stalking the countryside. I rather envied Debbie and Celia, blissfully unaware there had been a revolution in England and a King beheaded only seven years ago. All that concerned them was a comfortable fit of their crotch shields – and that their orifices, nipples and breasts were well oiled, in case of Mercer’s sudden need.
  We stood awaiting an unconscionable time as night fell, the rooks winging, like fleeing papists, to hidden nests in the elms, and the last swifts circling the inn, the adjacent barn and pigsty. Meanwhile My Lady and her elegant Frenchie entered the hostel, Mildred carrying the silken sheets for their bed. On the doorstep, where the innkeeper bowed and scraped – ‘Yea, Countess… Of course, Countess… Be assured, honourable Lady…’ and the like, Liza paused to address her major-domo.
  “See to it, Mercer, the horses and watered, fed and given fresh straw, and find Ellis and Tensdale somewhere to sleep. And I don’t want any unruly drinking tonight, though I raise no objection to your playing dice or cards and even indulging in a little gambling.” I was horrified in my Puritan soul to hear her consent to such evil recreations that are verily works of the Devil. “Our host,” she went on, “will find room for you, Mary dear, and for Mildred in a corner of the tavern, I believe?” The toadying hostler truckled to her, upon which, at the same time as Monsieur de Clavaux muttered a word in her ear, Mercer inquired: “And the slaves, my Lady? Chained up in the byre, like the last time?”
  “Ah, yes. I nearly forgot them. I suppose they can pass the night in there,” she said to the pick-thank of an aubergiste, “as on previous occasions? I just hope it’s less putrid and squalid, for I want these girls to look immaculate when we set out tomorrow.” Everyone nodded agreement, as further orders were handed down to the overdressed Mercer, and then to the skinny Stockton, for whom, in my view, the pigsty would be more fitting than the inn. “Be sure, Mary dear, the sluts are securely fastened by the arms to the wall or posts. I don’t want to have them fiddling with their chastity belts, trying to frig and wearing themselves out before we arrive. They’ll have ample opportunity to do all that, once at the Abbey. And remember, Mercer, no flogging. You know how our hostess takes exception to welted flesh before the ceremonies commence.” She turned her ravishing head towards my bête noire, Mary the Mephitic. “And another thing – I see no reason to overfeed them, they’ll only throw up on the way tomorrow. A piece of bread ought to suffice, along with the slops from the pig troughs, which will be easy enough to digest.”
  “Indeed, Countess,” the innkeeper assured her, Mercer and Mary agreeing.
  Despite that he would have Mildred at his disposal in the tavern, I did forsooth feel that our major-domo was a little put out not to have permission to take one of us three indoors for a moment after his supper for the usual fellatio he enjoyed at Maveringham; nothing, I suspected, would tempt him out to the muddied byre, not even my maw which he had often said he found ‘mightily accommodating’. As to resorting to making use of his colleague, Mary Stockton, I felt he would prefer a goat.
  Once roped up to their posts in the nearby shed, my two sisters sank into slumber almost at once, heads falling forward before their raised arms, their
 
   snores competing with the grunts of a nearby sow. Mary, of course, had seen to it that Mildred relieved us of our cloaks, hose and slippers, which were deposited on a crumbling shelf to the side, ready for the morrow’s departure. Battling against the shield’s rasp on my crotch, I managed to assuage my dispirited soul and dozed off in the filthy straw and manure infesting the byre. At the same time I wondered whether my bewitching Mildred would have to give herself to Mercer, a thought dismal enough to prevent me from sleeping for quite a while.
 
  Dearest journal  it must have been well past midnight, to judge by the course of the stars beyond the byre’s doorway, left ajar to provide us with a breath of night air, when the rusty hinges screeched, waking me with a start. I froze with goose flesh at the thought that perhaps My Lady had decided to have me brought up to the inn bedchamber to service her and de Clavaux.
  But there, partly in shadow, a shaft of moonlight whitening her flank like whey, stood Mildred, still dressed, a masked lanthorn in hand. An admonishing finger to her lips – that I could sorely have done with pursed round my teats, she came to kneel beside me, her voice, that of the inveterate intriguer, barely more than a whisper.
  “Not a word, poppet. Just do as I say. We don’t want to disturb those two,” – she motioned towards my dormant sisters, – “or the sleeping swine, do we?” (I assumed she meant the pigs rather than the overseers bedded down in the inn.) To my astonishment, she released my wrists from the halter above and had me on my feet. “Oh, how tempting you looked when I came in, stretched out there with your arms above you and those legs parted – just as you look in the Vault after a whipping… But we’ve no time for erotics now. So, away with this rope.” Freeing me, she hurried me out of the shed into the moonlit yard, seizing on the way one of the slave cloaks – I making sure, despite my alarm, it was the one with you, my dearest diary in the pocket. She made me slip into the shoes I had worn during the journey. Neither of my sisters stirred.
  Although I knew perfectly well what was afoot, I again wondered if this was not in fact a call to sexual duty upstairs in the inn. But then, why the hurry and need for clothing if a session on My Lady’s bed was in view? And surely in that event, I should be washed down, have my sex shield removed and, if my dearest Elizabeth sought to please her man, at least have Mary Stockton grease my anus. Before I could come to my senses and question my blonde ‘guardian angel’, we had veered away from the dark hostelry and, skirting the hedgerow, were ploughing through the bracken, my ankle chain impeding me mightily. The dew upon the meadow grass drenched my legs and was almost refreshing. In spite of my bewilderment and half-expecting to see Mary sprinting after us, I perceived the thatched roof dwindling behind me, beyond the sprays of broom. What, in the sacred name of God, Cromwell and our gallant General Monck up there in the Border country, was happening to me? Instead of being thrust into My Lady’s bed like a cold brand into a fiery furnace, here was I careering naked into the shrouds of night, silently appealing to the nearest Commonwealth troops and to my parents over there in the Colonies…
  Rasped by briars and hobbling, I did seek to halt my fleeing companion. But on she sped until we reached a clearing of hornbeams surrounded by boxwood, and there my Mildred lifted each of my legs in turn and smote off my ankle chain with a sharp flint stone. I felt as if deprived of part of my being. Out of a sack I had not noticed, she produced a pair of woollen stockings, making me draw these up to my thighs and then told me to don my cape and slippers. Suddenly, with practised skill she detached my groin shield, peeled it off with a soft sound of suction and tossed it into the ferns in a gesture of disdain – which I shared, although I was afflicted with terrible misgivings.
  “But, Mildred, what in heaven do you think you’re doing?” I panted, my voice breathless with dread. “Where are you taking me? Just think of Milady… of Monsieur Gilles… of Mercer! For heaven’s sake, let’s go back before it’s too late. I can’t do this to those who’ve housed and fed me. I can’t!” And there I stood, trembling like an aspen in the night breeze, as she passed the woollen cape around my shoulders, clipping it to the ring in my slave collar and shaking her head at my insubstantial faith in her.
  “Twaddle,” she remarked and then, more resolutely: “Hush that sweet mouth,” at the same time planting a kiss on my frozen lips, a hand clamped over my freed vulva that, for once, did not start to seep as it always does whenever she grabs it and thrusts in that middle finger. “We’re breaking free, jewel, and heading south, or rather south-east, back to old London town where we belong. Just think of it, lovey! Once in Cheapside – don’t stare like that, I know the way – we’ll meet up with Betty, Rosalind and the other old copemates of mine and then – a life of lechery, love and luxury.”
  “And what shall become of me? I haven’t a farthing or a friend. Oh, Mildred, let’s go back!”
  “Fret not, sugar plum. The doxies I know will help both of us out. Two of them run a busy brothel near the docks, with a shoal of drabs, some of them whipping wenches, so you’ll be at home, won’t you?” Drawing the cape around me, she told me to hurry. “Yes, I know what you’re going to say, but Betty will teach you how to wield the whip – even if you think, after the Manor, you’ve learned the knack.”
  “But I’ve only known the long end of the lash, Mildred,” I pointed out, the mention of London nevertheless raising my spirits. I could almost smell the Thames and the fish stalls at Billingsgate, and yet I found myself voicing my old hesitations: “But leaving Milady… after all she did for me. Taking me in …”
  “To your Calvinist hell with her! She’ll find someone else soon enough, treasure. Maybe the skinny tart who joined us last night.” I felt truly offended by the comparison. “Or,” she went on, “who knows, she might even purchase a replacement from among the de Troville bunch. Last time I was there, the old bitch Beatrice had scads of slaves, a dozen or so, all chained up, ready for use – female and male, and some, if overworked, were not bad looking. I know because I’ve slept with them all, sweetie.” She helped me into the slippers, the lambskin giving me courage. “Now, let’s bolt, Janet my juicy. Come cockcrow, Merciless Mary will find us gone, and Mercer’ll tear his hair, take to horseback – can’t you just see him! – and start scouring the countryside He’ll be terrified he’ll be sacked for playing cards too long with her and that other slave keeper who joined us – all of them forgetting their duties! But those bastards’ll not catch up with us, and I wager you’ll hotfoot it along faster than me. So, please, stop moping and pull your luscious self together. We’re off to London, darling. So, run!”
  Trusting woe would not betide us, I followed her through the fields of barely ripening barley, across streams and down dales, changing tack all the while to confuse Mercer, who doubtless had a bloodhound’s sense of direction. Soon we had behind us the last slopes of the Chilterns, I feeling London was still as distant as Constantinople – where one of my young girlfriends at Smithfields had apparently ended up after her master had bartered her off for a goodly sum to a visitor from the Sublime Porte… And yet I was free!
  It seemed so strange, sweet journal, to be unshackled and at liberty, even to realize my wanton body was, for once, devoid of marks left by whips and instruments. Imagining my two unsuspecting companions, lily-white like junket, continuing to the Abbey without me, I trusted their bodies would not have to pay too dearly for my desertion – the price would probably be met by that skinny new one who seemed impervious to hundreds of lashes she took every day. Yet I wagered Celia and Debbie’s stay this time at the Abbey would not be a sinecure or one of repose. I could almost hear the groans, the clank of their chains, the mockeries of the masked floggers, swaggering with stiff cocks, the women’s dildo-stuffed cunts and self-assurance, and the orders governing the next round of punishments. In a way, I commiserated with my two long-suffering sisters but also envied them. But the sight of Mildred striding ahead told me again that now I was free and on my way south, back the great city I love and fear.
 
   18 May
  Here in the shelter of a sycamore, as I caught up with writing up my experiences, I must admit to the hunger and thirst that have begun to vex me, despite the delight of drinking from streams and sharing some crusts and rounds of veal Mildred had had the foresight to filtch from the Manor’s kitchens and from the inn. Our first day of progress has been mightily retarded by my having to discard my slippers, already in tatters. My poor feet, albeit seasoned by the thoroughfares of London and the rough flagstones at Maveringham, have started to bleed where sharp stones have scored them. Yet Mildred continues to beg me to be staunch and so I plod on behind her, sometimes regretting that her lovely, smooth bottom, like my own, is shrouded with burlap we purloined from an isolated farmstead and have tied around us with cord, also stolen.
  The very sight of twine, similar to that Stockton on several occasions was ordered by a regular Manor visitor – one of those members of Parliament divested in 1653 – to knot round my breasts prior to his beating them, veritably makes my nipples shrivel, like unto acorns. And thus attired from armpits to thighs in sackcloth – but without ashes upon our head, although I felt guilt-ridden over abandoning My Lady – we trudged on after a bitter night, clasped to each other. We headed directly south.
  Towards midday, we did fall upon a large grange where we resolved to rest, spend the rest of the day and, being exhausted, even pass the night. Most fortunately, it provided us with a bed of the first cut of scythed hay and I, being indeed dog-tired and without footwear, lay down to sleep, Mildred’s reassurances regarding the next days of slogging ahead barely encouraging me. Moreover, her facetious remark that maybe a gulp of her honeyed discharge would help me on, did truly annoy me. I did find her jest misplaced and told her so, whereupon she replied that I was beholden to her for achieving freedom and that I should remember it. So, I dutifully licked her off – and, lapping it up, found it quenched both my thirst and lust.
 
   Later on the 18th day of May
  The clouds were already radiant in the sky when we awoke in each other’s arms, snug in the hay, and made ready to depart. Knotting again the burlap about us under the cloaks, we suddenly turned rigid. To our horrified ears and eyes, the barn doors creaked and parted as two yokels entered with pitchforks, whistling and joking. Their horse and hay wain stood stolidly before the entry, blocking any chance of escape, had we the chance. On spying us, their surprise equalled our own but it was we who turned white with fright.
  “And what, in the sweet Virgin’s name, do we ‘ave ‘ere, Tom, me boy!” the elder and stubbier of the pair shouted. “Well, strike me dead, if it ain’t them two bitches yon swell from the Manor wus aseekin’ on yesternight! God and all ‘is saints save us, it’s them all right!”
  “Aye, what else can they be?” the ruddy-faced farm help agreed, “And wiv precious little on ‘em. Just rinse yer eye with them boobs on yon fleshy one – yer could suckle a calf wiv ’em, and the lass looks like she could do with a milkin’. Yer be right, gaffer, that’s them, as sure as I be standing ‘ere.” The young lad came towards me, staring. “An’, what d’yer know, this un’s got rings in ‘er udders an’ cunt!” The other one joined him, as the yokel went on. “So, what’s yer mind to do, master? Remember wot that there valet was sayin’ ‘bout a reward fer their’s capture? Methinks we’s got ‘em!”
  By then the older one had seized my wrist, still girt with its slave strap, and hesitated a moment before deciding. “Get yon mare unharnessed and off with you, Tom, me boy. Back to the farm or that there Hind’s Head where the gaudy one said the gentry be lodged, and tell ‘im we’ve collared the bints. Both of ‘em. But first, mi lad, better get ‘em strung up. We don’t want ‘em awandering off, now, do we?”
  Mildred defended herself far more valiantly than did I, for I was distraught and also habituated to being manhandled by the Manor’s overseers. But the contest proved unequal even for her. With a sharp blow across her face, the older bumpkin knocked her senseless; as she crumpled to her knees, the other one ripped away her cloak and loose sacking and even heaved off the boots. Together, the two lugged her across the boards, lifted her up bodily and roped her wrists aloft to one of the upright stays rising to the roofing.
  Then it was my turn to be stripped bare and stretched likewise against a pole opposite her. For both of us they used hempen cords that hung on a nail behind the door. When they had me extended on tiptoe, they wrenched on each part of my flesh that had a circle of metal in it, the older man jerking brutally on the rings hanging from my nipples. “This whore’s sure enough from yon Manor, Tom. Is that where yer’s from?” he asked me. “And the other one, too?”
  Too terrified to speak, I just nodded. I do not know how my tethered body looked but Mildred’s, facing me, was so voluptuous that I could only stare, spellbound, at its sleek length – the arms wrenching her exquisite breasts upwards, the rib cage arched above the sunken belly, and below, the triangle of blonde hair, fastidiously trimmed, descending sharply to the cunt. O, sweet journal, this being the first time I had seen her drawn out naked, I almost swooned, the sight being almost worth the trauma of capture. And, holding my breath, I fell in love with her all over again.
  “Off with yer, me lad,” the older of the two damn whoresons shouted as Mildred began to recover her senses, giving me a heartbroken look. The rat-faced youth took one more look at us, hurried out to unharness the mare from the wain and mounted. As he did so, uttering an oath no Protestant’s diary should repeat, he threw the cart whip to his senior.
  “Go on, master, give ‘em a taste of the horsehide as yer does on that idle milkmaid of ours back at the farm. Yer’ll be savin’ yon Manor folk the trouble. But save some meat fer me, gov’ner. I’ll go fer either of ‘em… I just hopes I can find the toff that’s on the search.” With that, the work horse ambled off with the lad to look for our avenger who no doubt was still combing the countryside.
  The other man grabbed the whip and took off his jerkin. His chest was hirsute, not unlike Mercer’s.
  I was the first to be whipped, probably because I have more flesh to welt than has sweet Mildred. The lashes – a couple of dozen, at least – fell across my belly and thighs, setting my rings ajangling. Those sounds, together with the hiss and thud of leather, were only too familiar but the strokes were clumsy, compared with what a slave girl usually culls from a Maveringham guest. Fortunately, the plaited whip at least spared my breasts – I say fortunately, since my teats were cold, puckered with fright and in no condition to take an unanticipated flagellation; at the Manor, the dandies always spend time preparing a victim’s udders, slapping and wrenching them, twisting the rings to bring the nipples up into their full plenitude – in Stockton’s words, ‘priming whore-flesh for flaying’. Although, dearest diary, you know how partial I am to a breast beating and to teat clamping, there in that barn I was, as I say, in no condition for such haphazard punishment such as this cruddy hobnail of a peasant was giving me. It was not erotic but erratic, bringing up ugly random welts no self-respecting slave at the Manor could possibly be proud of when laid out subsequently on the slab for sex torture. We had fallen foul of shoddy amateurs.
  Manifestly aroused by the havoc he had wreaked on the front of my writhing body, the bovine brute stepped back to observe the damage and – as floggers often do – masturbate his erection before continuing. I do not know about Mildred, not having ever broached the subject, but to see one’s flagellator pause, often several times during a long-drawn-out slave-whipping, to frig, gives me a particular pleasure.
  Muttering to himself most abominable remarks regarding my body, the fellow then swung me around to deal with my back and buttocks. I did hear him let out a low whistle, occasioned, I presume, by the dimensions of my rump; he had probably never set eyes on hind cheeks such as mine. He then doubled up the horsewhip and laid into the volume of what God in His largesse has given me. And that was a different story. Probably wont to drub his wife or daughter, if he possessed such, he did indeed beat my saddle gammon with a vengeance. Although inured to frightful lashes from the Maveringham overseers and more callous guests – all of whom know how to flog a naked girl – I nevertheless ended up groaning and then yelping vociferously, slamming my pelvis uncontrollably into the spar that held me. Verily he did cut me to the quick until I was on my last legs. But worse was to come.
  “Let’s be ‘aving that there brothel beef loose an’ slack, trollop. Leather on a tight bum be leather wasted,” he rasped, as if I didn’t know that from Stockton’s early lessons. “And get them hams apart, so as yer dangling twot gets its fair share.” My calf muscles ached and burned like fire as I widened my toehold stance, the long barefoot slog from the inn having taken its toll.
  The rear beating nearly finished me off, the dolt lacking, I repeat, that finesse I had become used to at the Manor, particularly when the Frenchie Gilles laid into me. What riled me more than the irregular lashes across the arse meat were those the folded whip delivered up between my gaping thighs, making my sex rings jangle and causing me great pain. Thereafter, I was left to hang, sobbing and done in, far distant from achieving even the shadow of an orgasm. Indeed, I was about to pass out with disgust and distress.
  Suddenly the lout closed in upon me, seized me by the pelvis points and I felt the smooth, wet helm of his cock foraging for my anus. A moment later, my well-disciplined ring of sphincter muscle was stretched to its limit, which, as you know, long-suffering diary, is now impressive, and the shaft thrust hard into my bowels, stretching the thin membrane between them and my uterus. It seemed to take an eternity of time and innumerable toings and froings before I felt the rod pulse, and I was filled. Although I relish sodomy, for once this was loathsome, mainly on account of the churl’s grunts and vile verbosity, but I nevertheless tightened round the spout, as I have been disciplined to do, and drained him dry. The cock’s clumsy withdrawal almost dragged my rectum out with it, curse the swine.
  I braced myself, awaiting his return to tumescence and being turned round once more for a head-on attack but strangely this was not to be – and that somewhat to my frustration, having been deprived of a decent fuck since leaving the Manor – orgasms with Mildred being something else. Of some compensation, however, was the thought that my sweet doxy had beheld the performance en tête-à-tête, if I may put it so, and as an appetizer prior to her own chastening. I just hoped she had enjoyed watching it. I felt myself fortunate to have escaped the lout’s lash over my kidneys which at the Manor – as I’ve already told you, dear journal – are customarily protected during all heavy rear beatings by a leather bodice, or ‘whipping corset’, laced round the lumbar area, allowing a slave’s back to receive the mightiest of floggings without untoward damage. Anyway, I love corsets, for besides protecting me, they taper the waist and emphasize the volume of my behind. But then this thug cared not a fig for me or my body’s welfare.
  As I recovered, I once more regretted my rash decision to follow Mildred; I fell to recalling the advantages afforded by Maveringham: shelter, food, healthy outdoor work and ceaseless whippings and sex. And the folk themselves, such as Monsieur Gilles, who seemed to like me, his fierce wife, Francine, who scared but attracted me, My Lady, so serene and generous – and even Mercer, I began to miss them. But not the witch Stockton. Then I realized, if such was any consolation, I had the most seductive of them all, Mildred, here with me, even if she had not given me the pleasure of flogging me. Ah, if only we were back at the Manor, far from this calamitous barn.
  Despite young Tom’s entreaty to have one of us to beat, his elder seemed unable to resist Mildred’s divine body. But if, may Heaven be praised, her flagellation, such as it was, fell far short of mine, it was a pure ecstasy for me to watch my blonde angel writhing under that moron’s whip; never in all my days at the Manor have I relished a sight so erotic, so entrancing, and I know she wanted me to see her so. Her beauty made me completely forgive her for leading me into this quagmire of perdition. Had I been free, I would have squatted before her where she hung, put her thighs on my shoulders and tongued her off.
  About to reverse her, as he had done with me, the fellow stopped brusquely, catching the sound of horses’ hooves. Hearing it too, to my horror I saw a bemired and sweltering Mercer dismounting from an equally hot, froth-spattered grey and striding into the grange. His language confirmed our fate was sealed.
  “So, you damned trollops out of Hades,” he fumed, “you dared break loose and bolt, betraying your gracious Mistress! You have committed the most grievous crime of all, abandoning the one who admitted you into her hospitable home and household, who had nurtured you, given you shelter – and who holds me, your overseer, in high esteem. And what do you have the gall to do? Abscond!” It seemed, at least to me, as though he had prepared his harangue while riding towards the barn, but not what he did to Mildred – for he plunged the haft of his riding crop into her breast as if driving a faucet into a firkin of ale. “And you, bitch,” he yelled, “have made a fool, a clodpate of me. You, who should have helped me to bring them to Winscome. You, whom I had promoted, you… you are the very distillation of wickedness, the vile dregs of villainy!” He sought breath to add the threat I expected might come. “Your whorish bodies will pay for this and to a degree neither of you can even imagine.” As if this were not sufficient to daunt us, he hissed: “I doubt not that you will be sold off as soon as a sufficiently unprincipled buyer can be found…”
  Amazed, under the circumstances, at his command of terms, I turned pallid at the thought of being bartered off to some town brothel – or Royalist army stew – where discipline would be even more drastic than at the Manor. I imagined myself, hog-tied and gagged, being bargained over by some ghastly bawd.
  Having reviled poor Mildred, whose mercurial advancement a year back was due, as he said, to him, on account of her erotic beauty and her ability to fellate while being flagellated, he crossed over to me, making as if to strike my face. But he halted on observing the purple contusions left upon me by our captor’s cart whip. Turning to look at the blonde beauty again, his anger redoubling in ugliness as, in very different terms, he berated the two peasants. I tried to imagine his quandary: there was now no question of delivering us in the immaculate state required on arrival at the Abbey, and in any event, our witless folly would come to Beatrice’s ears soon enough, thus explaining the premature, unwelcome lash marks upon us. And he, Mercer, would have to take the blame – unless he could shift it on to Stockton.
  It was the elder of the two rustics, he who had almost slaughtered me, who felt obliged to account for our condition. “Them wily bitches,” he said, nervously retrieving his jacket, “wus about to set fire to the barn, milord, and fought like bloody vixen, tryin’ to make off with our nag! So we wus forced to calm the sluts down and give ‘em a touch of the old lash.” His lying effrontery took me aback. “As yer ‘Onour knows, there be nothin’ that quiets a cheap whore like hard leather. Yon flaxen one,” he spat in Mildred’s direction, “I’s been savin’ for young Tom ‘ere for when he come back lookin’ fer yer Lordship. The lad whips a riotous lass mighty well. I’s been learnin’ ‘im. But I guess the sluts be now all yer ‘Onour’s.”
  I was even more amazed at his audacity in addressing a titled lady’s major-domo thus, for Mercer was as far above him as are the stars in heaven. Even more brazen was his proposal. “Now as we ‘ave them strung up and one of ‘em grilled like a porterhouse steak, maybe, milord, yer’ll be wantin’ to finish off beltin’ the guts out of this ‘ere half-cooked blondie. For I sees yer ‘ave yer whip to hand.”
  Mercer tried to control his anger. “So, it’s only a whipping you gave them? Nothing more?”
  The peasant glanced askance at me cautiously. “Well, milord,” he muttered, probably realizing that even a ringed slave has a tongue that can talk, “yon suety one did get a length of cock up ‘er rear… but that be all, cross me heart. No harm in that, I’d say. But we ain’t got round to buggerin’ the blonde chit. So, neither’s ‘ad it front side, ‘onest as I stand ‘ere.” To explain his point, he jerked his gnarled thumb in and out of a half-clenched fist, a gesture that set the ploughboy sniggering.
  “Is that so, fellow?” Mercer said, his wrath abating. “Just as well you thought better of that. But, as to the rest – since you caught them and came for me, I’ll let the incident pass. Let’s say that you’ve had your reward. We’ll see later at the Manor whether Lady Postell thinks you merit further recompense.”
  During the exchange, I did glance at Mildred, hoping a smile might comfort her, as hers would me. But she looked utterly despondent, yet all the same, being nude and stretched out at full length, incredibly gorgeous, her comely honey-freckled cheeks pale as milk, the blue pupils staring through tears into the void, as a woman does when she has been horsewhipped. Her groans confirmed her disheartenment – the dismay of one who, having risen from abject slavery to a rank of some privilege, had now deceived her owners and defected. As, forsooth, Mercer had expressed it, she had committed the crime of crimes. Desertion. Dereliction of duty and betrayal of the trust a Royalist countess had put in her.
  As for me, who had followed her down that terrible path, I could not fall much lower.
  Once released, I did glance at our slave master and in a sense regretted the shame and obloquy we had brought down upon him in the eyes of his exalted Mistress. Clearly he feared her fury and, more so, the persiflage and mockery he was bound to receive at Winscome from its proprietress and her overseers and guards, as one who could not keep a tight rein on his drudges. After all, what was a slave whip for?
  “No more of this,” he announced, returning to his mount and throwing a bundle of cords to the men. “Get the two wenches tethered to these leads behind my grey and we’ll be off. I’ll not be needing you,” he said to Tom, the youngster who looked disappointed at being deprived of Mildred’s rump, “I can find my own way back to the inn with these damn reprobates.”
 
   Evening, the same day
  The night dew had begun to fall, the birds long since settled in their nests, by the time we were led out of that accursed barn, but not before, in panic, I was able to search the hay and retrieve you, my precious diary and my stump of lead; these I stuffed behind my slave collar as usual, hoping they would be safe, hidden under my sweat-drenched, tangled locks.
  Our wrists tied to the end of long ropes hitched to Mercer’s saddle pommel, the far ends passing under his thighs, we began the long and melancholy trudge back to the inn and nemesis. In the situation we now found ourselves, neither of us cared that we were stark-naked and barefoot; we were beyond worrying over such trivialities. Further, since we had avoided roads and even lanes on our getaway, we had also kept clear of homesteads and farms. Now it would be more than my flesh and spirit could bear were we to be towed thus through some hamlet, even though the cottagers would be abed. What seemed strange to me was that Mercer did not use his whip on us as we both expected; probably he thought we were marked enough.
  Yet, as we set off into the night, stumbling behind the grey, I did recite a little prayer suggesting to the Almighty that Cromwell, our great Protector, if not too busy in Parliament or fighting in Ireland, might do worse than send a small band of Ironsides to halt and free us on the way. What is strange in us Puritans, dear diary, is not only our confidence in Faith but our faith in the impossible.
  I did suffer mightily on the way back to the inn. The soles of my feet, though hardened by traipsing the Manor’s passageways and now over leagues of rough countryside, seemed unable to adjust to the rugged way and, worse still, the prickly fields of rye we crossed. But at least neither of us stumbled or fell, which would have meant being dragged helpless, who knows how far? At one point, to distract my dejected mind from what awaited us, I thought back to what those peasants had told Mercer, and I wished indeed we had set fire not only to the barn but to the inn. Thus we might not have to face Elizabeth. For indeed, she was the last person I wished to meet again – even less so than having to confront Stockton, which is saying much…
  It must have been nigh on midnight, to judge by the moonrise beyond the downs, when we staggered past that fatal pigsty, where I presumed Debbie and Celia again lay in their damp beds of straw, wondering where I had gone. From what Mercer had said in the grange, it was only too likely the planned departure onwards to Winscome had had to be postponed, pending the outcome of the search for us runaways.
  Before the lighted hostelry bustling with commotion, the major-domo drew rein, detached us from the leads and hustled us, exhausted from the hours of trying to keep up with him, into the yard. There, still muttering profanities under his breath, he did chain us back against the inn’s wattle-and-daub wall, scaring a bird or two out of the thatch – affrighted they well might be, but not as terrified as us.
  A moment later, our arms were wrenched up backwards behind us and tied to the ring-bolts in the wall that passing travellers use to tether their horses. Our tangled locks dripping sweat, chins almost touching the breasts, we groaned with cold and pain and, above all, at what awaited us. My main concern was not for myself but for Mildred, the thought of the sentence that would be passed on her truly mortifying me. Though in her time when a Maveringham slave she had, like me, known savage treatment, further profanation of her beautiful, nude body, no doubt along with my own, verily made my heart bleed.
  Left alone, naked and aching, we remained silent until I ventured a whisper: “Will they make us continue to Winscome, Mildred, or send us home with Mary or someone?” Secretly I hoped it would be the Manor; at least I for my part would face the ordeal in familiar surroundings.
  “Where do you think, dunce! You bet we’re destined for Beatrice’s bagnio,” she muttered. “What better place to mete out the sort of punishment we are in for now?” She gulped, trying to turn her head towards me. “O, sweet one, I’m broken-hearted, woebegone to have drawn you into this pickle. You’ll just have to forgive me and even if we get separated at the Abbey, don’t give up hope. I know, after years of slavery, there’s always a way out. Remember the barges stuck on the mud off Canvey Island when the tide goes out?” I didn’t but said I did. “Well, we’ll float out of this somehow. It just depends who’ll be around when the tide comes in… And don’t count on Liza, oh, no! We’ll get out, poppet. Just keep a hand on the wheel.”
  Although I did not relish the reference to wheels and did not know what she was referring to, having never been so far east as the Thames estuary, I found comfort in her show of courage; and again I reminded myself of what she must have lived through, not only at Maveringham where she had been at the mercy and later in the confidence of pre-eminent people, but also in London in her former life, at the beck and call of lechers, bawds and ‘tomcats’. Her pluck and daring astonished me, just as did her way of stretching me out on my bunk, back at the Manor, and licking me off, even when Stockton was on the prowl nearby.
 
  But as to her ‘way out’ of our present predicament, I was far from convinced.
  Whatever flicker of enheartenment I felt her courage had sparked in me, it was suddenly extinguished when Mercer emerged from the inn, accompanied by Elizabeth and de Clavaux, followed by Tensdale and the other coachman and a cluster of others, including the thin slave’s guardian. A stealthy glance through my trailing tresses revealed, in the glimmer of the landlord’s lanthorn, a sight I shall never forget: clad in a diaphanous night-dress, My Lady’s body shimmered, sleek and pale, outlined against the light, while Gilles, also in a long bedgown, a bonnet over his head, stood a step behind her, caressing his beard and – this was probably my fantasy – smiling at me but not at Mildred.
  But Liza looked strained and incensed, as well she might be, but at the same time, relieved. Then worse was to issue out of the warm inn. Mary the Malignant appeared, singularly still fully dressed and mittened, as if half-expecting us, and from her grasp resembling pigs’ knuckles just out of the pot, trailed the inevitable service scourge. If the sow’s customary look of hatred was only too evident and more menacing than usual, I was aware of signs of nervousness in her features, for once unveiled and particularly contorted. And probably with reason, for who had been responsible for our custody that night but she? Not Mercer, certainly not Mildred, nor even Ellis or Tensdale, already drunk, – but our zealous Stockton. 
  It was de Clavaux, surprisingly, who later told me that she had tippled gin while playing cards with the drivers and local regulars until late into the night, and even slept with one – I presume he who lost, for no winner, not even Ellis, would want her as a prize.
  My Lady stepped closer to us, raising a kerchief to her nose as if we not merely caked with mud and cow dung but nauseous, which was probably so, for we had sweated mightily. Yet I hoped my drooping tits appeared still as attractive as they always were at Maveringham when she, Gilles and visitors palmed, lifted and weighed them with shakings of astonished heads. As to the yokel’s whip marks, I trusted they did not offend her too greatly… and maybe enriched our beauty? Her look, alas, bespoke the contrary.
  “Don’t maunder there, Mary,” she said. “Lift the caitiffs’ empty heads up so that they look at me, their mistress. And be quick about it, woman, before I lose my temper again.” Desperate to obey, the scrawny bitch grabbed a fistful of our hair in each hand and jerked our necks back almost to the wall, hissing like a night-hag careering through the air. I recall that it was Gilles, on one my first nights in bed with him after a whipping, who said Stockton resembled a ‘night rider of the Apocalypse in an etching of Dürer’s’ – whatever that or Dürer may be. Then we heard quite clearly what Liza said to her major-domo.
 
 
  “Indeed, as you mentioned in the taproom, I see that they have been chastised, which is regrettable in that it infringes on the Winscome rules, whereby visiting slaves must arrive unmarred. But it will not matter greatly, in view of what our dear hostess and I” – she turned what were sorrowing blue eyes, sombre in the lanthorn light, towards de Clavaux – “and of course you, mon amour, will have to decide as appropriate punishment. I’m ashamed this should have happened, Gilles. Thank God Francine is not here.”
  The pause that followed this was distressing and awkward. Then she said: “We shall set out tomorrow at seven of the clock. On arrival I shall consider with our hostess, the degree of correction they merit.” She drew the billowing nightgown closer about her delicious body – I was surprised someone, at least her Gilles, had not ensured that she – different from us inured to the cold – was properly covered to venture out into the chilly night; but of course Mildred, who would have seen to it, was otherwise engaged. “Now,” Liza said with a shiver, “as the night air is chilling me, let us back to bed.” I did mightily envy them all but especially her and the Frenchie in the nightgown.
  As she turned in a swirl of rich perfume that even reached me, de Clavaux halted her gently. “Should they not,” he murmured, “be given something to eat and drink, beloved… and maybe taken under shelter, say with the other girls?” He gestured towards the outhouse standing this side of the hedge.
  “I do not see why, dearest, and it’s far too late to keep the staff up any longer. The wretches can have some crusts and water in the morning. As to shelter, do they not have the eaves above them? No, they shall remain where they are for now. Tomorrow on the cart, Mary, you will have to find some sacks or horse-blankets to rope round them, in the event of our encountering a Roundhead patrol. And there is no need, Mary dear,” she added, “to waste precious liniment on their welts, particularly on that one.” She motioned towards me. “Let the execrable trollop sit on it and consider her sins.” Stockton gave a nod and an odious smile of agreement. Even Gilles did not protest as I thought he was about to do. But at least he gave us what I took to be a look of sympathy, but I cannot vouch for that.
  Thus the group left us to the nightjars and a distant hoot owl as the door closed to behind them.
 
   Dead of night (Night of the dead?)
  In the diverse fortunes of my brief life I have passed many unhappy nights, but none as miserable as this one; there was that following my dear parents’ sailing by brigantine for the New World in 1650, exactly six years ago; those spent at the Skinner’s, and then on the steps of St. Margaret’s, and more recently the grim moments passed in the West Turret, but none compares with being chained up in the cold outside that inn. All I can recall, patient, indulgent diary, is that – the cold. And the gradual numbing of the arms canted up behind, the heavy sag of the breasts – primarily mine, twice the size of Mildred’s – and the night air freezing my nipples into studs. And neither of us daring to fall asleep and dislocate a shoulder.
 
 
  19 May
  It is beyond me to set down here the sufferings we endured over the rest of the way to Winscome. Since our bodies had been vandalized at the barn and could not be presented in that state, My Lady saw no reason at each halt not to allow Mercer and Stockton – and the emaciated whore’s escort – to hang us by the wrists from a convenient bough of an oak or sycamore and flog us almost senseless, the entire company watching the spectacle. Mary the Misery particularly enjoyed the beatings, not only because she loved to see the welts ripen on a nude but because by punishing us she hoped she was exonerating herself from blame for our escape.
  That journey, the entry into the Abbey grounds and our reception I would rather forget. Night had fallen on the great edifice, surrounded by firs and trimmed laurel hedges, as we were unloaded, Deborah, Celia and the wraith were taken to the Slave Shed, a long, dark building almost hidden from view to the side of the mansion. We two were left to console each other as best we could, which was not simple since we were roped fast against the cart wheels. Stockton had proposed gagging us with the usual well-bitten replica of a stubby penis but was overruled by Mercer. “Let them pray aloud for forgiveness,” he muttered.
  The place was an overgrown courtyard, lit by flambeaux in iron brackets bolted to posts that to me seemed very similar to the flogging stakes in our Vault at home – except that these did not have rings, chains or projecting leather-covered phalluses upon them. With the evening becoming colder, I wished I could move closer to Mildred but the chains held me where I was; but at least I was able to talk to her. In reply to my fretful questioning, she reluctantly provided me with certain details concerning Winscome. Gesturing towards a spinney to the side of the Abbey, an edifice long since deprived of its religious status, she pointed out a pathway leading through the bushes to a low-lying edifice I had already noticed.
  “Once you pass through that lych-gate, sweetie,” she said, “you’re on your way to the slave quarters. Watch your step, angel, when they lead you through the laurels to that hellish building because the further you go, the worse it becomes. You’re going to ask me why, aren’t you, poppet?”
  Frigid with fear and the night air closing in on me, I nodded, anxious to glean as much as I could from her. “Yes, Mildred. Why?” I murmured, glancing at her nipples that had puckered like my own.
  “Because there are beds of stinging nettles, tall as your waist, bordering the entry to the shed, and the closer you get to the doorway, the narrower becomes the pathway. The guards – that’s what the slave supervisors are called here – wear high boots and capes that protect them as they drag you after them. They make a point of tugging on your chain to make you stumble into the borders if you don’t keep up. Even so, they spare you the whip – they’re not allowed to mark you until you’ve been inspected by Bragg, the Slave Master, and Honorine, his beautiful but callous whore of an assistant, and, above all by Beatrice herself. But once your thighs have broken out into a rash, the guards amuse themselves by sticking bunches of them into your slave rings. That’s allowed.” She paused to look down at her own hips which, compared with mine, were sleek as willows. “Anyway, once in the paddock, we’ll have real welts from the whips.”
  As I listened, I vowed to avoid those pernicious weeds that reminded me of having to prepare soups with them for the Skinners in London. “They’ll probably use the nettles on us in any event, sweetheart,” my blonde added, “whipping you with them, usually when you’re back in your cell, trying to get some sleep.”
  I gasped and, nervous and starving, even at the thought of nettle soup, asked, “And the guards?”
  “You’ll find out soon enough, treasure. Last time I was here, there were about a dozen or so, male and female, and the women are far worse than the lads. I suppose they know which parts of our flesh hurt most. They work veiled, and almost naked – like us – except for their cavalry boots and body straps. And watch out for their service scourges, darling, because some of the women’s have metal lugs braided into the tips of the lashes, and, believe me, they really hurt, unless you’re sky-high on your way to orgasm. But the real floggings begin, as I said, only after Beatrice has taken stock of your carcass. As we’re criminals, I’m afraid we’re in for a rough time – and not just the floggings and torture you revel in.”
  “And this paddock, Mildred?” Although fully accustomed to the Vault at the Manor and racing around the grounds under the whip, the thought of a stable yard truly scared me. I hoped my queries were not nettling – a fitting term, no? – my well-informed sister who knew the Abbey from her experience as a former slave handler.
  “Oh, that’s a large, fenced enclosure of ground beyond the Slave Shed yonder. It’s there that Beatrice’s slaves are exercised and made to carry loads, sacks and tree trunks back and forth during the daytime. Don’t ask me why, sweet, because I don’t know. But I do know they sweat it out for hours on end, the guards’ whips driving them on to exhaustion. And also, inquisitive one, it’s there in the yard that the guards are allowed to take revenge on laggards and reap rewards for having to supervise the slaves at work, come rain, come shine.”
  I begged Mildred to continue, for if she had known the enclosure as a visiting assistant in the past, I needed to know, as a condemned slave, what to expect. A little reluctantly, she described the sort of punishments that took place out there in the open air where you froze or were sun-scorched.
  “They have three stakes there,” she finally disclosed, “for shiftless slaves they believe require harsh flogging for indolence or slovenly sexual conduct, like giving, different from you, a lackadaisical cunnilingus. Also there’s a crossbar set high between two other posts, where they’re sure to hang us…”
  My liquid vagina clenching, I felt I did not need more of her inflammatory information, and so I said, “But the guards you mentioned, Mildred – they can use us as they choose, when they like? I mean, for wanton sex?”
  “But, of course, sugar! And most of them have massive cocks, the sort you love, my pet, but fitted with rasping straps. And the women wear ribbed dildos just as big. But enough of that. Just let me tell you something else. Once you’ve been allotted your cell that’ll be opposite a row of others, you’ll see a doorway to the side of the far end of the building. That leads to an underground passage Beatrice has had tunnelled out, and goes to the cellars under the Abbey itself. The Vault at Maveringham, sweetheart, will seem rather tame when you see the equipment they’ve got here. Even some of Beatrice’s guests, I heard, have taken exception to their own slaves being used down there, and rendered incapable of sex for the next day or two.”
  “God, Mildred, is it that bad?” I did mutter, my heart in my mouth, my vagina awash and throbbing.
  “You’ll see, beautiful,” was all I received. Then she added, “I don’t know which guards we’ll get. If it’s Howard, I’ll bet you fall for that sturdy erection of his, knowing you. He’s not bad looking and fucks famously. And his female helper, a slut called Brigid, never seems to tire of using a double-dildo on slaves.”
  Again I was astonished at the patience she spent on enlightening me, given the predicament in which we now found ourselves. As a last enquiry and in view of her previous and happier visits, even as a whipping slave, I asked her what she thought was about to befall us.
  “How do I know, precious? I assume there’ll be a meeting between Liza and Beatrice to decide on our punishment. Liza’ll probably have to defer to her hostess and we’ll be handed over to Bragg and his Honorine. Believe me, she lashes a slave ten times more fiercely than our miserable Stockton.”
  “Why them? Aren’t Mercer and Stockton still in charge of us?” My courage was fast abandoning me.
  “Not here, love. Just wait until you’re faced with these two connoisseurs. I’d rather be on a flogging bench in the Tower of London! Just be brave – and don’t forget to swagger that fine arse of yours.”
  I did hesitate to pose further questions. Moreover, the night air, as when we were exposed at the inn, was chilling me to the bone. It had started to rain, making me wish we were already within, instead of lying naked, spread against our wagon wheels. I would even have welcomed the slave quarters beyond the trees.
  I do not know, even now, how I was able to doze off, but I did, shivering with frightful forebodings.
 
   20 May at sunrise
  Drenched and aching, we awoke to see two figures approaching across the cobbled courtyard, accompanied by a third, a Winscome guard, to judge from the slave scourge swinging from his belt. It was Gilles, the Frenchie, I recognized first. Handsomely attired in silks, he was clearly well rested; his presence veritably cheered me for he gave me a most alluring smile – the second I had received since our capture. But more engaging still was the woman walking beside him. She was probably the most attractive person I have ever set eyes upon, excepting Mildred, of course, and possibly apart from Liza, who did not deign to rise and come out this early.
  Dressed in high riding boots with sharp spurs, this Honorine – for it was none other than she – wore a scarlet cape that hung from her shoulders to mid-thigh, revealing in part a superb, pale-fleshed body, neatly traversed with dark straps, her face half-hidden beneath a thin veil of organdy, the slender arms confined in soft gloves of what looked like pigskin. As she walked, the borders of her cloak parted with each step and all too suddenly I did see, below the harness she wore, the jewelled navel glinting like a third eye, and below a sprucely-trimmed swathe of pubic hair, golden but more plentiful than Mildred’s. Oh, sweet journal of mine.  I do not believe there could exist a figure so exquisitely formed nor a head borne with such elegance, and clearly de Clavaux did not seem insensible to her beauty, for he deferred to her with the greatest of courtesy.
  “So there they are, Honorine,” he remarked with that irresistible French accent, “our pair of miscreants. It’s the slim blonde one, as Lady Postell said at table last night, who requires the rings. Being already pierced, this should not occasion too much trouble. The dark-skinned one is, as you see, already equipped and thus is ready for punishment.”
  The startlingly comely woman nodded, almost interrupting him by addressing the guard, to whom I now turned my attention. What I saw was a fine, well-built youth in slack Cavalier top boots, an array of thongs clasping his thorax, a couple descending to encircle the root of truly powerful genitals.
  “Have them washed and scoured out, Howard, their matted manes combed, and verify there’s no unseemly growth of hair in the usual places. The Maveringham female – what’s her name?...yes, Mistress Stockton – can use the Sequestration Chamber to reinsert the blonde one’s rings. I do not wish to involve you and Brigid in such trivialities, in view of the work you have on your hands, including the preparation of that unsavoury Irish whore who’s just come in, along with these two. Feel free, once you’ve readied them, to use them as you wish – but no flogging, for the moment.” She ran a gloved hand down the length of her colleague’s dangling penis, which she clearly seemed to admire. “Then chain them up in adjacent cages in the Slave Shed – I believe Cells Eight and Nine are free. Have the flesh fully extended on the slab, belly up, necks bent back over the far edge, locked in the iron clamp and the arms fastened firmly, so that there’s no risk of furtive masturbation. Make sure the legs are well parted and chained aloft to the overhead hooks, so that guests have easy access, when the time comes, to all three orifices and, of course, for the crotch whippings. You know the position, man.”
  I could hardly believe what I was hearing and dared not glance at Mildred, as the orders continued.
  “And when the mouths are not in use, be sure to gag the bitches. There’s no point in exciting the other inmates with groans and screams. In fact, you can link the gag to the neck strap, ready for future use.”
  As the guard began to release Mildred, yet a further word was added. “And, I repeat, Howard, inform your sister and brother colleagues that these two bitches are not to be ravaged until Mistress Beatrice has viewed them. One other thing – mattresses will not be necessary in their cells, as the sluts will be sweating, and anon no doubt bleeding profusely, not to speak of their discharges and the sperm they’re going to receive. We’ve had enough palliasses soiled already. Now, my man, take the blonde whore-slave away for her re-piercing and ringing.”
  Mildred managed to blow me a fleeting kiss as she staggered to her feet, stiff from the night’s bondage, and I took the risk of giving her a quick smile. Our looks vanished very promptly when the guard, joining my love’s wrists behind her back with twine, asked his superior, “Is branding foreseen, Mistress, as with the slut that tried to scale the fence last month? Am I to ready this one too for the marking irons?”
  I cannot guess, even now, what effect the query had on Mildred but my entire expanse of naked skin turned to goose flesh, my vagina contracting in sudden horror. Even our Frenchie seemed verily startled.
  “That depends on the decisions being discussed,” the woman replied, straightforwardly. “But your point is well-taken, Howard. Should such form part of the punishment, Master Bragg will receive the order, as it’s up to him to make the arrangements. In any event, I should think it would apply to both slaves.”
  At that, the man bowed and led my mute sister away into the laurels beyond the carriages that I noticed had increased in number during the night. Passing, he doused the guttering torches.
  I trembled anew as Honorine turned to me. “Your other jailer, our faithful Brigid, will come for you and those obscene masses of lard you flaunt. Obey her scrupulously, slag, for she has a short temper and uses the nipple tongs astutely.” Then she bowed most graciously to our Frenchie. “I must leave you now, sire, to see to the piece of Irish trash that came in with your party, but no doubt you will attend the opening ceremony when the gracious Mistress of Winscome is to review the two culprits, prior to the preparatory flagellation.” De Clavaux returned the dazzling smile that reached him from behind the veil of Bruges lacework, and unexpectedly, the handsome beard decided to stay, as with a flash of spurs and a twirl of her cape that laid bare the rounded beauty of a haunch, the slave mistress departed. For once, I did pity the forlorn lass from Erin, that rebellious land our noble Cromwell was forced to bring to heel.
  I found myself alone with our de Clavaux, which did not displease me after that daunting interlude.
  “Well, Janet, this is indeed most regrettable state of affairs,” he commiserated with me in that same foreign lilt. “How you could have committed such an outrage as try to abscond from the loving arms of Lady Elizabeth truly defeats me. After all, mon Dieu, you seemed quite content as a whipping slave, even if you seemed to resent certain aspects of your duties.” As sufferings under Stockton were alone those that vexed me – not so much her beatings as the demands her loathsome crotch imposed upon my tongue, I assumed he referred to her. “If I’m not mistaken, Janet,” he went on, astonishingly using my name again, “you thoroughly enjoyed those long sessions in the Vault at the Manor – I do not refer to your visits to our bedchambers where your lechery exceeded all bounds, pardee! No, Janet, I do vividly recall that first – and let us trust not your last – encounter with my insatiable and taxing spouse, Francine, who is not one to waste pity on a naked slave. And furthermore, you indeed respond most agreeably and… how does one say in English?... most salaciously to the demands Elizabeth’s house guests make on your splendid body. Nom de Dieu, it is a joy to watch… and those amazing orgasms of yours under the tongs and whip! Incroyable! Countless are the females – and on occasion young males, though they are not my partiality – I have seen flagellated through intense pain into ecstasy, but not one, no, not one, rivals your erotic lust.”
  Truly, precious diary, I felt flattered, even there, filthy against the wagon, and hoped he might use me and assuage my forsaken vagina. But suddenly he said something that frightened me most mightily.
  “Vertudieu, you are just the sort of slave Francine seeks for her place in Paris.”
  As I stared at his fine bearded features, now lit by the sun rising beyond the conifers, my mind went back to something to the same effect mentioned during my flogging at the Postell mansion in London. Loath to meet his gaze, I lowered my eyes to the level of his crotch: the erection bulged within the satiny gloss of his breeches – and I sorely regretted my folly of following Mildred into perdition. At that moment, dear journal of my life and lusts, I would have given up Mildred – well, maybe – to have that blue-veined pestle of his out of its hiding and parting my ringed labia… I was wet as the keel of a Thames barge.
  Quite suddenly he wandered off to stroll among the rich carriages and coaches along the driveway, leaving me to regret my momentary faithlessness towards my blonde angel. And the hours went by slowly.
 
  The sun was well up when a familiar chink of metal awoke me from a muddled daydream in which Francine was badgering me in French to work harder on Gilles’ cock that was in my gullet… Then I saw Mildred looking more tempting than ever, not only with slave leathers round her throat, wrists and ankles but also her erotic extremities refitted with metal rings. I did wonder if I appeared so alluring as she, and then, as she was halted in the sunlight and made to stand facing me, I noticed her inner thighs: they glittered under a sheen of downflow, the inner rings clotted with what resembled cream. With a stab of jealousy I did realize that she had been fucked. I just hoped that, whatever the effect of being ringed anew, she had at least relished the gift and had spent, for abstinence must truly have been taking its toll on her as it was on me.
  By chance, Gilles returned in time to watch me, in my turn, unharnessed from that hellish wheel and regain my feet for the young Howard to clip the lead chain he had in hand to one of my labia rings. He fed the length between my thighs  and extended it to the similar circle freshly inserted in her, whence he took up the slack and bade us make for the laurels.
  About to advance, with great caution, I received a singular smile from de Clavaux who leant idly on his cane, taking a pinch of snuff and watching us leave for further preparation.
  “I wish you both well,” he said most kindly, caressing the fob at his waist, “and shall do what I can to cool Lady Postell’s ire, for she is much distraught over your misconduct. I shall also try to intercede with our distinguished hostess” – I realized he had to watch his words on account of the guard – “on your joint behalf. Naturally, I can promise nothing but we shall see if the sentence cannot be trimmed to reasonable proportions and, given the presence of the Irish whore, some of it transferred to her. Of course, should I succeed in some degree, I would expect you both to recognize my efforts and accept the price.”
  Both of us stared at him, mystified, but not daring to utter a word. In any event, we were so pained by the stress on our labia and apprehensive as to what now awaited us, that his encouragements sounded shallow and even contrived. Yet the idea of the Irish lass substituting for us in some way did make sense – but then the poor thing could not stand in for both of us! I would not have disliked watching the scrawny harlot being tortured, but then I regretted the thought and told myself to think of my own fate.
  With a casual nod to our guard, the Frenchie left us to our fate, but not before he astonished me further by furtively whispering, “I found your diary in the wagon and read it before I put it back. Continue to write when you can,” he murmured. “It entertains me.” 
  The young Howard prodded us towards the laurels, sparing us the lash, and then down a narrow, sombre pathway. A moment later I did spy the threatening stinging nettles Mildred had mentioned. With the greatest difficulty I managed to avoid being brushed too grievously by the venomous weeds, although our guard saw to it we both were reddened with stings over the thighs. Arriving before a door which he opened with a hefty key hanging from his belt, we were hustled brutally into what we were to learn was the Sequestering Chamber itself – a strange appellation, since it was to serve for our cleansing but probably also for such lucky female slaves as were in menstruation. Later I did learn from the girl who dealt with us, along with Howard, it was also termed the Preparation Room, which for me had more sinister implications.
  The windowless retreat lay to the left of the entry and struck me as ordinary enough. As in the Turret at home, an array of slave chains, crotch thongs, belts, hoods and other articles that perplexed me, hung from hooks along one wall, facing long horizontal bars that reminded me of one such rod, precisely in the Manor’s West Turret, and which I had no wish to see again. Another wall displayed various pieces of strange clothing, some of which I, at least – Mildred, I suppose, knew the place from her earlier visits as a slave and servant – recognized as slave capes, stockings, high-heeled slippers and what I took to be leather bodices, fitted with straps, and probably with spikes within, that were familiar, for I had often worn such at Maveringham to protect the kidneys when a so-called ‘beating-to-the-blood’ of the dorsal area was ordered. But apart from an iron grid sloping at an angle against the far wall and a couple of whipping posts with the customary leather-sheathed phallus protruding a third of the way up – to hold the slave firmly anchored for teat torture –, the only other items I could see was a succession of overhead hook-and-chains.
  If indeed Mildred was no stranger to the trappings, I certainly was. But her presence gave me the courage I needed, particularly when, by the light of the single candle burning in a wall bracket, I caught sight of the two female guards. Howard addressed them with a certain disdain.
  “Let us not waste time, sisters. Get these two cleaned up, flushed out and oiled quickly. And our Honorine wants both overworked pairs of lips, on the kisser and the cunt, stained dark purple, and the teats rouged, as you did with that Irish trollop.”
  “Oh, that slut!” the older of the women jeered. “One can’t believe, for godsakes, what sort of whore trash comes in these days and needs tarting up. But at least these two look worth a guest’s whip! Where are they from, Howard? The Gainsborough slave farm? Or a whore wagon of one of our Royalist regiments?”
  “Just get on with the work, duckies. They’re convicted slaves who tried to make a getaway and we’ve some two dozen visitors come to see the show. So have them looking fetching – and don’t forget to see they’re well shaved. You know how a hair left in an armpit or the buttock crease, leave alone around the pubis, gets old Beatrice’s dander up. So watch your arses, you skiving bints!” He reminded me of Mercer berating Stockton. Talk of the devil! From the shadows came the Medusa herself. “May I be of help, colleagues?” she simpered, clasping a razor. “I’m used, as you say, to ‘tarting up’ whores for flogging.”
  “Oh, they’re yours, are they?” the second woman said. “No, we can deal with them, thank you. But you can hold the bucket while we scrape them down and sluice them out. Maybe you could come by when Master Bragg’s finished with them and there’s blood to mop off.” The discarded Stockton retired to a stool.
  The two muscular women – one of whom was Brigid – in slit leather aprons that left their cunts free, dragged us to the centre of the room, released our wrists from the nape and hooked the rings to the chains descending from the vaulting. And with frightening swiftness, our ankles were wrenched outwards and locked to hasps in the flagstones. Thereupon, amid atrocious profanities with regard to our anatomies which I have no intention of repeating here in these virtuous pages, we were scraped, scrubbed, sluiced out and finally pigmented. I truly thought my teats and clitoris were about to be peeled off their bases, so violent was the treatment. Giving us each a slap across our glistening buttocks, one of the females paid us a tribute of sorts. “At least these trollops respond to a spot of rasping, which can’t be said for the Irish slug we prepared last night. That skinny bitch won’t last out even fifty lashes from any guest, let alone from our Honorine. The slag’ll have to be given smelling salts or fucked back into shape, to take the breast bodkins. After all, there’s no use driving needles into a stunned slave, now is there, Howard, and you over there, in the black togs?” Our guard nodded casually, but memories of those tortures I had undergone countless times in the Vault from our Bloody Mary, sent an icy shiver down my spine. Were I to cross paths with that pathetic Irish tart, I would offer her the advice Mildred had given me, one night in her bunk, after we had sucked each other off deliriously: a slave should hold her breath and clench her jaws as the point pricks the skin, stabs and then slides into the soft lymph, and I always follow her counsel. But the poor slut would be too far gone even to care what was done to her. She should have stayed in her peat bogs and starved.
  “Apparently,” Howard yawned, addressing his helpers, “her owner from Bedford, the Lord Santon, one of His Majesty’s Commissary-Generals, and his two regular mistresses, want their Gaelic wench hung head down, to get at the underside of her flabby udders. Never a dull moment with the Santon clique, eh?”
  What puzzled me as a Protestant was that sluts from rebellious Ireland, apparently on the side of the Royalists, dared cross St George’s Channel in the hope of surviving by whoring in England. This creature Santon, who owned the woebegone trollop in question, must evidently enjoy a special relationship with Beatrice to have her quartered here. Most probably he, the proprietor of the wench and no doubt of several other slaves, was away fighting and needed the whipping strumpet to be kept in trim, pending his return. I did wonder, given our Ironsides armies’ slaughtering power and the state of the whore, which of the two, the Commissary-General or his slave, would outlast the other… But enough said of refuse from overseas.
  The cold water and laving had refreshed me and, I think, Mildred also, but I was relieved when it was done. Yet it was not entirely over. The cockerel Howard, whom I did not dislike, ordered his Brigid to strap herself up with a double dildo and ram into Mildred, while he, long since in erection, treated me to an exceptionally fine length of hard cock, careful however to shower the flagstones with his gism rather than my vagina, now in mint condition. If Mildred came most silkily and suddenly, I truly yelled out my pleasure, which amused all three of them, and possibly Mildred too. It was almost worth the harsh scrubbing and the women’s bawdy utterances, and alleviated me of my desperate need to spend.
  We were then led out and into the slave hall – I say hall for want of a fouler word, for it smelled of sweat, flesh, groins and armpits. The long length of the building was in fact a sunless chamber with barred cells along each side. More disturbing were the flogging posts, the same Celia had mentioned one night at the Manor, set in a half-circle at the far end of the building. Two of the stakes stood gaunt, with a gnarled, wooden penis bolted to them, again half-way up but the third post was occupied. Weird quivers beset my vagina, or more to the point, my rectum, as I tried to stall being hustled into my appointed cell.
  It was not just the post that dumbfounded me. Now, indulgent journal of mine and record of my pleasures and misfortunes, I have seen sundry and unexpected spectacles in my brief existence but what was revealed here to my eyes almost stopped my heart – and at the same time made what was left of my juices suddenly flow again, although I thought I had already sprayed all I had, twice along Howard’s tool. I wished I had seen the sight before Howard pronged me, for I would have given him double value.
  “Do you see what I see, Mildred?” I muttered from the corner of my mouth. “Hold me back!”
  She gave a glance towards what I was beholding and frowned at me, urging caution.
  Clearly visible in the brighter light at the end of the shed, chained on the central spar, to my utter surprise and, I admit again, to my excitement, hung the oiled figure of a naked youth. Slender but relatively well-built, the lad’s loins jutted out by reason of the stout rod penetrating his anus; his head was sheathed in a studded leather hood, and from the crotch stood what verily aroused me – an impressive, blue-veined phallus, throbbing aloft in unbridled erection – and circumcised, too, a rarity in papal quarters.
  Although Mildred had told me the infamous Abbey catered for gentlewomen of high birth, partial to beating and tormenting male slaves, I stood there, truly fascinated, my vagina flooding anew. But not for long, for we were chivvied brusquely into the rodded cells to which we were assigned. Yet I still had time, even from afar, to note two further features: first, the loose skin of the victim’s testicle pouch had been pierced with a ring, from which swung what appeared to be a chunk of iron; the balls seemed to cling to the cock root but the swarthy pelt below stretched, thin and empty, into a triangle under the tension. This was new to me as a sight and it brought out my clitoris into further readiness, reminding me of when Stockton hung similar weights on my long labia, prior to using the flesh tongs to please a guest – and herself.
  The other spectacle was just as exhilarating for me: to the side stood a stalwart female jailer in riding boots, thongs and veil, but otherwise nude, engaged in conversation with another guard, a tasty and fine-looking male, not unlike Howard in fact, except that his penis, contrary to our overseer’s but like the slave’s, was rearing aloft. The woman’s studded, gloved hand slid slowly up and down its meaty length, while the man cleaned off his companion’s flogging leathers. Just before my cell gate clanged to, I caught sight of the lash welts standing out where they criss-crossed the slave’s thorax and thighs – and no doubt the cock also. In any case, a long string of viscid gloop – another term Debbie had taught me – trailed down from the slit in the slave’s cock helm. I wondered, as I was laid out upon the stone slab, if he would be allowed to spew his load – and how far the thick gobbets would reach. Alas, I was deprived of the outcome.
  Dearest diary, amazingly still with me, you must forgive me when I say I would have given both my swollen nipples to Stockton’s pincers – had she by chance been there – to run the risk of kneeling before that lad and to have relieved him of his pent-up spunk. It would also have quenched my atrocious thirst. But then I changed my mind as, through the bars, I beheld my Mildred’s gorgeous body being chained outstretched… I have nothing against penises, forsooth, but none can rival her clitoris when it’s fully erect.
  May the good Lord – the Almighty this time rather than the Protector, who seems to be doing little enough to help me – be praised that unbelievably she was in the cell adjacent to mine. Our bodies tied as Honorine had ordered, the legs parted aloft to the hooks, my luscious breasts slumping sideways, I felt the fresh air cooling the steaming heat of my cunt and anal crevice as they slurped apart, ready, I presumed, for impending use. Then the gates were locked and we slept.
 
   21 May, a dreadful date
  It must have been early dawn again, for I could hear the birds singing beyond the line of barred, cobwebbed windows set high in the wall, when we were released by Howard, fed some turgid porridge, watered, given the bucket, and led out of our cells. It was Bragg himself who examined our bodies, checked our bondage chains, for Howard to lead us towards the posts, I fearing the worst. To my grief, I noticed that the whipped youth – one of three males, Mildred said, serving Winscome as slaves – had been taken down and was probably hard at work, carrying sacks in the paddock. I confess I would have liked to see his body close up and also what a whipped penis looks like. I hoped he had enjoyed the stake and had shot his load.
  The fact that both of us had been visited several times during the night by guards of both genders had not allowed us a peaceful rest but at least I was no longer suffering from sexual deprivation. I must say the position on the slab had in a way proved most practical, all three of my portals, once the mouth gag had been removed, being easily accessible to the gaolers and, to judge by the flowery accents, the guests. Only the quantity and acidity of the different discharges into my gullet, with my neck stretched downward over the far edge of the slab and held by an iron clamp, had caused me discomfort, the ejaculations choking me and bubbling from my nose. As to my blonde angel next-door, her groans seemed to indicate that she too would prefer a better position to perform the repeated duties, among others, of fellatio and cunnilingus.
  Dragged out into the yard, I saw that we were more heavily chained than the dozen or so Winscome slaves, but we were put to work alongside them, which did not appear to be to their liking. The huge yard, ringed with a high palisade, was wet and muddy on account of the small rain continuing to fall. And it was there that I did observe further stakes set out in a line, each fully equipped with chains, manacles and the usual leather dildo, similar to those within the building. The sight of those structures, together with the guards’ knotted floggers and horsewhips, did not encourage one to remain idle. The work consisted in carrying hefty logs, uselessly it seemed, from one side of the fenced-in enclosure to the other and in digging trenches for purposes that defeated me – unless wherein to bury us at some stage. Fortunately, I was teamed up with Mildred who, burdened with the felled tree trunks, laboured gallantly, although she’s less sturdy than I. The cohort of slaves, stark-naked and chained, toiled unceasingly, despite or on account of the overseers’ continuous lashings that stung them atrociously, especially when delivered by the females.
  I did gather from my sister-in-chains that some slaves were taken out on to the estate to work but these were led in neck-chained coffles by several guards and kept under strict surveillance, the most trivial sign of trouble being checked by immediate beating, deal out in ascending scores of strokes, starting at 22 for the first offence and rising to 44, 66 and so on up, for more serious offences. Naturally, since all worked in the nude, the slave rings were regularly used for tethering a body on the work site or for punishment.
  Watching the treatment meted out to the work force, I did realize how relatively mild was our life at Maveringham , compared with the discipline at this grim Abbey. I was astonished, despite my whippings in the Vault at home (thus I continue to term the Manor), at the way these benighted, illiterate country girls and the well-hung lads took the whip and put up with the cries and oaths spurring them on. Although you know, dear diary – you now kept hidden behind my cell slab – how I, as a compliant, believe in authority, but the bite of those rawhides must surely have been terrible. For our part, we were still spared the lash, pending assessment by the Dowager of the de Troville fortune.
  At one point towards the end of the morning’s drudgery and before what looked like dry biscuit and pig swill were doled out, a couple of gangly, raw-boned sluts happened to slip in the mire and collapse, their immense log almost crushing them. Daubed with mud and filth, they just lay there, panting. At that, Mildred, conversant with the Abbey’s practices, muttered to me, “Now, cherub, watch what happens if you chance to fall…”
  Four of the guards hastened forward, seized the ashen-faced girls by the hair and dragged them through the squelching sludge to the stakes. A moment later each debilitated slave was hoisted aloft to have her rear orifice spigotted on the shaft rising at an angle from the post, her four limbs wrested back and chained to the iron rings implanted above and below. Maybe a common position, dear diary, and one you know I have endured often at Maveringham. But here the strain was so great that each slave’s belly bulged with the thrust of the rod penetrating her entrails. It was indeed a fearsome sight to behold. But even more daunting was the flagellation that ensued. The two broad-shouldered male guards, teamed up with a brace of equally burly female jailers took turns in whipping the soggy bodies, replacing the slime with thick weltings from armpits to thighs. In no time under the falling rain, the slaves’ hapless flesh was the hue of those rosettes Cavaliers wear on their coats. And yet, as I watched aghast and also mightily aroused, to my astonishment neither of the sluts screamed or shrieked; only low moans came from their gaping traps. Moreover, none of the inmates at work in the compound even turned a head towards the posts, as if the floggings were taking place somewhere beyond the seas. And oddly that image made me think of Francine in Paris, beating her slaves – why Francine, I know not. Most strange… a premonition?
  “They’ll stay there until the midday break,” murmured my knowledgeable companion at the other end of the tree trunk we were carrying, and we ploughed through the rain, imagining what awaited us.
  Adding our load to the pile, I couldn’t avoid a question. “Where will we be punished? Out here?”
  “How do I know, precious? Maybe here, maybe inside, maybe in the cellars, it depends on the sentence. But bloody Beatrice has still to look us over and that she’ll do before we’re put to the whip… and to whatever else – the other things they’ve decided on to ‘teach us a lesson’, as Mercer would say.”
  “Other things? What other things” I muttered, with a cautious eye our guards who were sheltering in the entry of the nearby stable and mistreating a stocky, carroty-haired girl who looked strangely like our Celia. “You’re referring to… torture… to teach us a lesson? I mean real torment, not like at the Manor?”
  “What do you expect? A tea party with damson pie? And, by the bye, some of the guests here are great ones for breasts. I’ve only been down to the dungeon once, I mean as a slave. It was something, sweetheart, to have my paltry dugs strapped to the bar and have five of the visiting bastards work on me a whole evening. I don’t want to scare the teats off you, but just imagine… when they see your milk churns!”
  Ignoring her uncharitable remark, I glanced again at the group bullying the redhead, one of the men fucking her, a dildoed bitch reaming her back door, while the others held on to her arms and breasts All of a sudden, through the sheets of rain I did recognize Celia. Yes, our pugnacious, combative little Celia but, for once, she was not retaliating in that fiery manner of hers. She was crying bitterly, at the end of her tether. As I narrowed my eyes to see more clearly through the downpour, something else came into view within the stables. Close to the door, Deborah was hanging, alongside another – anonymous – slave girl. Suspended by the wrists, both were undergoing a vicious flagellation by guards – or guests? – hidden from view. I presumed Celia was awaiting the same and meanwhile was being ‘prepared’. I was distressed to see them there in a filthy stable, without approving onlookers, without what Francine called a ‘mise-en-scène’. O, heavens, I hoped we two would at least warrant a staging, and a public other than uncouth turnkeys.
  About to alert Mildred to what I had seen, she returned my look, suddenly tight-lipped, her eyes warning me as a hefty-bosomed female in dragoon boots approached, cracking her whip. As we slogged back to take up another log, I felt more sorry for my erstwhile colleagues than I did for myself.
 
   22 May    
  After a further night of fitful sleep and several demoralizing visits from cocks and clits demanding attention, Honorine herself, more domineering than ever and clad in a tight black corset and suede top boots, came by to announce that the so-called appraisal of our flesh and the sentencing would take place that morning, prior a luncheon the Winscome hostess was to give for her guests.
  “At the tolling of the Abbey bell, you will be summoned to the apse,” she informed us. I presumed she meant the tail end of this dreadful slave prison, where the cock-hard youngster had been beaten and, I hoped, splattered his floggers with sperm. “There,” she went on pompously, “our dear proprietress, Beatrice de Troville – may the heavenly angels preserve her and our Sovereign Liege, Charles! – will take stock of your bodies before her guests and the household. This, I might inform you both, as discredited, convicted criminals, is to determine the degree of punishment your despicable flesh can endure without wrecking you as whipping slaves. For, after all, you may well serve further, should subsequently a buyer come forward – even from among our distinguished guests, although that,” she added with a shake of her gorgeous blonde head, “one has reason to doubt, given your outrageous behaviour.”
  As she strode up and down before our cells, I gave Mildred a quick glance to see her turn her blue eyes upwards. I too was fatigued by this sermon. And yet, indulgent journal of mine, I wondered what it must be like to spend a night, naked and chained, in her bedchamber – as long as Bragg was not there too.
  “I just trust that you will both survive the penance decided upon,” she concluded, “and give the best of what your naked flesh is capable. I must admit, both of you have, in different ways, attractive bodies. And I must say I look forward to flogging you and to assisting our guests in torturing your erotic zones.”
  When she had wafted off in a cloud of heady French fragrance – another import, along with arms, from Cardinal Mazarin’s land, Howard and Brigid appeared some time later and, chaining us even more stressfully, marched us to the building’s furthermost area, where stood the six flogging posts.
  Already a veritable crowd of guests, visitors and others had gathered and were either seated in high-backed thrones or talking in groups behind. It did seem the entire company of the Abbey was present, including many of the guards, lackeys and servants. As we approached the tall whipping posts, I saw our aged hostess, Beatrice. She was seated next to My Lady who was dressed in funereal purple; at her side sat de Clavaux in bright silks, and thereafter numerous guests, the women glittering with jemstones and rings – the latter always scaring me, having had so many fingers, adorned with the like, thrust up into my vagina –, and, to the side, was Bragg, arrayed in the formal garb of the Slave Master of Winscome, a lugubrious mask, straps descending over the thorax to his huge penis, and thigh-high boots, shining, it was said, with the saliva of slaves who daily and dutifully licked them spotless. But what intrigued me more was Honorine, now relieved of her corset and, to my dread, wearing, strapped around her voluptuous loins, one of the largest double dildos I have ever been given to perceive on a woman. If that boded ill, the triple-tailed scourge with split extremities that hung down her thigh truly caused my heart to halt and then pound like the water wheel at Maveringham. Clearly we were in for massive punishment. But the prospect of being whipped naked by this paragon of beauty made me leak unspeakably. For, the more attractive my flogger, the better I spend.
  We were exhibited to the gathering, as I knew we would be – nipple-rigid, as Hawkes used to say, our oiled bodies outstretched between the posts, the central stake serving us both, the limbs extended to the very limit of the tendons. I held my breath as the chains were tightened and suddenly saw among the slaves, bound to the gate bars of their cells, none other than Deborah, Celia and the seedy, ‘dispensable’ Irish slut, already atrociously welted. Then I caught sight of a redundant Mercer standing next to our equally superfluous Stockton, drab in black (like her soul), resembling one of those three wizened witches I once saw in a play by someone named Bill or Will Shakespeare at what was called The Globe – but that was before our stern Protector rightly put a ban on theatre and its lurid gaieties that lure us from God.
  The hubbub died away as Beatrice was helped from her chair for her to hobble towards us, lorgnette in hand. Now, sweet journal, rarely have I, and possibly Mildred, been prodded and probed so vilely, my labia stretched, my clit studied and, thereafter, my teats extended from the areoles. And all this accompanied by the most obscene comments, addressed to her guests and, incidentally I realized, to Elizabeth also, who, all the same, must surely recall the unfailing service Mildred and I have bestowed on her and her guests – that is prior, alas, to our blotting the Manor’s reputation in her eyes and those of her aristocratic benefactors.
  “This whore trash from the gutters of Cromwellian London,” the crumbling dowager croaked, slapping my belly, “is what it is – slime from the lowest sewers of that traitorous town.” And then she shambled over to Mildred. “This sickening thing has had, my friends, the distinctive honour of serving, not only at Lady Postell’s noble abode but here at Winscome, as whipping meat and, after promotion, as a slave handler. In view of her outrage to our society, she therefore requires the harshest possible treatment.” Stumbling on her cane, she added, “I find both their bodies robust enough to undergo what we have decided, and I am sure we shall all, illustrious guests,” she turned her rheumy eyes on the company, “enjoy seeing, today and over the following six days, just retribution dispensed for the insult proffered to my dearest friend here.” My Lady avoided all glances. “So, we’ll start forthwith to cleanse their flesh of evil.”
  Our hostess regained her chair and bade Honorine read out from a scroll the list of our ordeals. By the time she had done, I had almost passed out where I hung, aware that I could not possibly endure the torture my body, and particularly my breasts, condemned to be root-throttled and twisted with tongs, had been assigned to take. I could not believe My Lady or Gilles, who seemingly was party to the decisions, had readily consented to such a terrible vengeance, even if I do orgasm best under the whip and implements.
  We were then given our ‘preliminary’ flagellation, our bodies for once, being between the posts, not penetrated by those bestial anal rods. Both Bragg and Honorine flogged me first. When I had screamed my throat raw and climaxed thrice, I felt I had been siphoned up into a cosmic cyclone of sexual ecstasy. Then they dealt with Mildred and I sensed she received more lashes than I. But, happily, she too discharged, to judge by those soft cries I knew so well. And we and our floggers received the fervent approbation of the gathering. I presumed, as I passed out into the clouds, we had at least contented the onlookers, for cunts and cocks, I had noticed through my tears, were in full use.
 
  What I do remember, at long last back in my cell and the guests departed to table, was Gilles looking down through the rails at my welted body as Howard stretched me out and began to chain me to the slab. That sudden vision almost made me forget my throbbing breasts and midriff, all the more so when he had the guard open my gate. I could barely believe he was beside me, the cool, suave touch of his sleeve grazing my flogged thigh. Though I had spent liberally under the lashings, I felt my clitoris bestirring itself again.
  “Well, Janet, that was quite a beating you received as a start, was it not?” He spoke almost in a murmur, as if not wishing to be overheard by Mildred, who anyway was on her knees, dutifully licking off Brigid, the young female guard seated on the slab and grasping my love’s golden locks in her claws.
  Gilles noticed my sidelong glance, partially one of envy, and smiled. “I trust you too still have the strength and your usual lechery to service me once again. As you may have gathered from your sentence, you are now available to be used indiscriminately by all and sundry. However, this time I would prefer your appetizing arse that verily wrings the juice out of a man. Would you therefore stretch out over the slab, use your hands to part your cheeks, as if you were in a bed in London – or Paris. Then you may thrust a hand under you and finger your stalk as I sodomize you. You may orgasm freely, if you have anything left.”
  The unexpected turn of events reviving me, I duly laid my belly on the cold stone, my pelvis points on the edge while he brought out that incomparable cock of his. Yet he continued to speak.
  “Because of noise around me and the hiss of the whips, I did not hear your usual prolonged, incoherent shrieks of pleasure during your double whipping a while ago. To judge by your expression, I assume you came, but it would interest me to know how many times, under so fierce a flagellation. It would be valuable, for our future reference, should our plans mature, as Francine and I hope they will.”
  Though that made me nervous, I caressed my bared pleasure stem beneath me and confirmed I had spent. “Yes, master, several times, when the pain became pleasure… and with all those eyes upon me…”
  “You greatly enjoy that pain, do you not, Janet? You luxuriate in submission, in docility and in yielding up your voracious body up to vicious punishment, is that not so? With me you may speak frankly.”
  My head now turned sideways, a cheek pressed against the slab, to gaze at him, again I admitted the fact. “Indeed, sire, I seek suffering… but also the pleasure it gives me… Especially when I am naked, chained and humiliated by those who enjoy punishing me…” Then I risked it. “… such as you, master.”
  With a grunt from him for an answer, I sensed the prod of that divine dome on my rear muscle and almost dared tell him I’d prefer him in my tacky cunt rather than up a parched rectum, but I kept silent.
  He drove deep into my bowels, taking the circle of muscle in with him, I finding myself grateful, for once, to the odious Stockton for having broken me in with those ribbed dildos of hers. As the smooth shaft began to pump, he took hold of my pelvis points to keep me still and positioned. And, after a long silence, enjoying what he called ‘a well trained, slackened anus’, he continued to talk, as though he were still addressing me from beyond the cell bars. I loved his words almost as much as the ripple of my sphincter.
  “As you heard, the ordeals set out for both of you promise to be extreme, most of them taking place in the… raise your butt a shade!… cellars under the Abbey itself. As probably your blonde partner in crime has told you, the access from here is through that doorway to the side of the slave posts where… you were… flogged…Now tighten on the prick!” His voice was becoming ragged, the plunges into my depths lengthening and quickening. “Both of you must do your best… and I on my side shall try… as I said before… to intercede on your behalf…Now clench my prick root, slave whore… and grab the balls.”
  The crude words, some in French, began to dwindle into fragments as my approaching orgasm began to forge itself within me, viscous sap drenching my fingers, I crushing my sex stem into its base and tugging on the bollock sack. “In a way…” I vaguely heard, “I am rather looking forward… to certain parts …of your tortures but…” Suddenly the thrusts diminished, the rod pausing and then thickening within me, as the heavy surge of sperm jetted out, gushing up into my entrails. I gave my clit a final crunch and howled as my juice spurted over my hand.
  For what seemed like an eternity, the throbbing phallus remained within me, subsiding slowly until he withdrew gently – so unlike Mercer and the young Howard who dragged my inner cartilage and the sore sphincter out along with the shrinking cock.
  This, I realized, was one of the few times I had been used unbound, bereft of slave chains. Amazing!
  After continuing to pass his hand over my whip welts, he made me sit up. As I did so, I glanced at Mildred beyond the bars, hoping she had noticed my privilege but she was heavily engaged again on her knees, sucking the cock of some guard I did not recognize, while a contented Brigid, astride the slab, looked on, mopping off her cunt. It was indeed true we were now available to all and sundry, even Frenchie guests.
  “Our Winscome hostess seems bent on punishing both of you severely for your recklessness,” Gilles began again, as he buttoned up his silken crotch flap. “She particularly wishes to see you suffer, on account of what she terms your ‘behemoth’s body’ – that is, compared with that of your slender companion next door.” He smiled and smoothed his sharp beard that I loved to feel brushing my breasts when in the past, in the Manor bedchamber, he had bitten into my teats. “The degree of punishment she proposed during the discussion and which was announced, seems unfair to me. But little could I do to save you from Master Bragg’s unscrupulous methods of beating women. To my mind, the list is far too long and drastic. Reparation there should be, if only to content our dear Lady Postell, whom you two have grievously wronged, and also satisfy the aging Mrs de Troville, but some of the tortures proposed by our hostess – and incidentally the Honorine creature – appear unreasonable.” He paused a second. “After all, as a competent sex slave with, let me add, extremely attractive and gifted flogging flesh, you could well have a distinguished career before you. Perhaps not here where rumours of your behaviour will certainly get around, but say, abroad. This, Francine and I are prepared to arrange, should our two hostesses agree.”
  I was completely baffled by the way in which he was confiding in me. For after all, quite apart from being what he described as ‘gifted flogging flesh’, I was a renegade, a snake in the grass, an over-fleshed whore who had stabbed her owner in the back. Moreover, Liza now clearly would no longer wish to be my owner, even if she remained his mistress.
  “No, Janet,” – once again my name – “I have other ideas for you, and possibly for your blonde bed warmer in the adjacent cell there. But principally what interests me is you, with that fabulous body, those heavy breasts, fine areoles and teats, those hindquarters – and, of course, those rich, long labia…” – he was waxing lyrical. As if aware of it, he added, “But enough of this, ma belle salope. We shall speak later.”
  “If I survive my punishments, sir…” I murmured, still recovering, somewhere up in the sky.
  “Survive you will, I pledge. Rely on me in your present predicament and for your future welfare.”
  Later the talkative Howard (he of the luscious cock) informed us of our first round of what he called our ‘penalty proper’ and that it would take place in the Abbey cellars. Mildred turned white and, seeing that, I did the same. Our guard admitted being puzzled by the rumours filtering down to his level whereby our ordeals had become the subject of heated discussions between the ancient Beatrice and her Maveringham guests. He had been summoned by Bragg to accompany him and the terrifying Honorine in attending yet another meeting held before dinner last night, in order to receive ‘revised orders’. From what he recounted, it seemed that de Clavaux, that ‘meddlesome Frenchie’, had again intervened at some point to announce that a last-minute compromise had been arrived at between him and Lady Postell. To our utter surprise, we were told – ‘on the quiet, of course’ – that the de Troville vixen had apparently consented, with great misgivings, to pare down our sentence, on condition that the punishments laid down for the afternoon and evening of today, as well as what had been agreed upon for the morrow, remained binding, which I thought was, alas, a fitting term. The latter, if I remembered the verdict, would take place in the paddock.
  Towards midday, we two again chained to our slabs in the same position, Honorine herself appeared to confirm the new arrangements. Remembering Gilles’ five or six delicious spurtings when inside me, I felt disillusioned by the numerous visits of guests and guards and their brackish discharges. But it was a delight to be unshackled and dragged out of the cell to kneel before the ravishing Slave Mistress, even if she had us both disagreeably bent back for Howard to tie our wrists to the bars. Briefly, sweet diary, her disclosure went thus:
  “Master Bragg and I doubt that you two bitches warrant the curtailment of your just deserts agreed to last night, but we naturally always abide by our orders. At least we shall have the pleasure of whipping you both and torturing some of your more sensitive parts. For I have come across to tell you that you will undergo, all the same, the session foreseen in the dungeon. It will commence later today, once you have been prepared, and last well into the night. I assure you it will be taxing but, for such guests as wish to attend and participate, not to mention Master Bragg and myself, most satisfying.” Still recovering from the hours on the stake, I was glad that at least someone would be gratified. Honorine was clearly enjoying our apprehension. “At the strike of the midnight bell,” she went on, striding imperiously up and down before us, “you will be taken – I should say, carried – back here to your cells for meditation and medication.” Gorgeous but a bone-headed bitch withal, she seemed pleased with her footling alliteration.
  “Then tomorrow, according to the revised protocol, you will face your final penitence, in the paddock. Final, alackaday! For you both have bodies that truly tempt a woman like me. I hope you will remember Winscome and – who knows? – come back one day. Then, after the paddock you will be taken to the coast, to be shipped abroad.”
  My beating heart nearly abandoned me. To the coast? What was happening? Mildred also turned pale and tense. Our consternation increased when Howard put a question to his superior. “Permit me, mistress, to enquire how you wish the bodies to appear for the dungeon sequence. Stark-naked, as for the correction you gave that pregnant bitch, last month? Or partially clothed, to be stripped by the whip?”
  The Slave Mistress’s eyes behind the veil flashed – as they did the other day when she drew the first blood from my left breast. “You’ll receive precise orders from Master Bragg after the visitors’ midday repast. But since you raise the point, I expect some raiment may be required – black hose with red garters and high-heeled court slippers probably, and you, Brigid,” – the nasty slag had sidled up the cell row quite silently – “be sure to be in the Sequestering Chamber to meet any behest that may come from the High Table regarding clothing.” Both underlings bowed with an acquiescence that exasperated me. Then came a detail that made my sex folds ripple and quiver. “See to it the bitches are ready by three of the clock and that their labia are wrenched fully open with the spreader chains tight round the thigh meat. I don’t want the links slipping in the sweat when the crotch whipping’s under way.”
  What I was hearing made me forget the alarming mention of ‘the coast’, as Honorine’s mordant voice went on, addressing Howard. “I assume Master Bragg has told you how he wants the precinct to be prepared – chairs and mattresses for the guests, and which posts, cross-frames and slabs should be ready. Don’t forget to grease the horsewhips and soak the short flogging leathers in brine. He will inform you which we’ll need, so lay them and the sex implements out on the long table. And get yourselves spruced up – we’ve some prestigious guests present tonight.”
  About to leave, she drew her velvet cloak about her as she mentioned something to Howard which convinced me we were truly exonerated from the following horrendous days of disciplining. “Tell your colleagues Sally and Meadows to start preparing the Irish slag and our Augustine, that hunk of shagging meat in Cell Twelve. They’re the substitutes in place of these two until Lady Postell leaves.”
  To my astonishment, the fellow had the gall to say, “Why, pray, doesn’t our dear, respected owner use the two other tarts that came in with this lot? Wouldn’t they do as replacements?”
  “Hold your tongue, birdbrain! Lady Postell would never allow that. Now get on with the work.”   
   It did appear to me, listening to the breathtakingly beautiful woman and her subordinates, she purposely spoke before us by way of informing us and also frightening us into gooseflesh. True, at Maveringham, My Lady and Mercer – and frequently, Mildred – often discussed the details of a ‘slave session’ in front of Deborah, Celia and me quite openly, often consulting a guest as to his or her preferences with regard to the whips and appliances to be used on us, but Honorine was more subtle.
  I thought she was about to leave but there was more to come.
  “You will ensure, Howard,” the silken voice recommenced, a hand now caressing her ivory-shafted six-thong, “there’s plenty of water available – if you were listening instead of fondling Brigid’s arse – to soak the leathers and wash off the flesh after the beatings. And, Brigid, don’t let me find you leaving the preparation of the guests’ refreshments to the last minute, like the other time when you preferred frigging to fulfilling your duties. And, of course, remember the seating arrangements. Separate the couples. Spread the visitors around.” She stepped towards where, fearing the worst, we two knelt in obsequious silence, and slapped my breasts. “This is the sort of soft meat I really enjoy throttling tight and thrashing to the blood.”
  Confronted by that sleek figure of immense cruelty, I realized that all those who had so far held sway over me had been women – Heather Skinner, Lady Elizabeth, Beatrice and now this blonde goddess (I do not count Stockton who’s hardly human). Honorine’s half-hidden smile concealed a savagery I had not yet encountered, apart perhaps in Francine, Gilles’ spine-chilling spouse, when she ran a whip thong through a gloved hand. With her I felt I was a pale flower, pressed between the pages of a book I could not read. And yet the very sight of this domineering Honorine, with her purple-painted nipples and carefully trimmed pubic fleece, reminded me of something Debbie had said one day out in the grounds – ‘Put an ear to the bark of a poplar in Spring, when you’re chained to it for flogging, and you’ll hear the sap mounting.’ I did not need to lay my head against the thigh of this slave mistress to feel the pounding of her sexual power. And to think I had been the victim for months of that black tarantula, Mary Stockwhip, when Providence might well have consigned me to this one! Yet, I guessed it was easier to squeeze juice out of a stone than sympathy out of either.
  Suddenly the Slave Mistress twisted the rings in my nipples, almost wrenching them out. “I deeply regret not to have you for a spell to myself in the dungeons. I’d whip and torture these hulking sacks down to a reasonable size in less than a week. It must be trying to lug such burdens around, day in, day out, no?”
  Although my gullet and tongue were now dry as the cell bars behind me, I managed a reply to the only direct question, apart from de Clavaux’s, I had been asked since my arrival. “Yes, mistress. They need beating.” Ignoring my courageous answer, she turned to Mildred and bounced each of her mammaries in turn. “You, on the other hand, and now I remember, flaunt a fairly puny pair of flogging bags, but a similar week of daily flayings and having them stretched up to the wall hooks, would help to enlarge them.”
  Glancing at my beloved, I thought her sudden pallor became her well, especially when the elegant one reached down to examine the ringed crotch, I feeling relieved there had been none of the usual derisive comments on my drooping labia. “Zounds! I believe in faith I do recall this slit.” The ivory tusk of the whip handle parted the neat folds, as though the woman was splitting a fig. “I rarely forget a cunt,” Honorine declared, thrusting the haft up into that divine slot. “You’ve been here before, have you not?”
  Poor Mildred! I felt for her, grievously. “Yes, gracious mistress, on several occasions.”
  “Just address me as ‘mistress’ when you’re spoken too, slag. Flattery leads nowhere here. Where do you think you are? In court circles? But, yea, I now remember you. I even recall giving you a healthy beating – all of sixty-six lashes, hung on the dungeon crucifix, which no doubt you will recall too. It was one summer evening, was it not? Yes, yes – you were bound back to back with a really splendid specimen of slave meat we here rather admired. A truly sturdy chit… now what was her name...? whom your noble and distinguished proprietress sold off to some French people.”
  “Veronica, mistress,” my treasure muttered, more frightened than ever I had seen her.
  “Indeed. I thought it was Monica. We are not given here to using names. Cell numbers are so much more convenient. Yes, a sexually gifted trollop if ever there was one! Did not you and she have the rare privilege of amusing me in my bedchamber one night, after your double-dildoed suspension in the cellars?”
  “We did, mistress. After being flagellated before a group of guests. You whipped our ceremonial silk thigh-skirt and crimson stockings off us and caused us to shed blood …”
  “But, as usual, you both enjoyed it, I expect,” the awesome one casually replied. “That Monica – or rather, Veronica – creature certainly did.” She thought a moment before adding, “I now also recollect your coming here as some sort of assistant but that is less clear in my memory. We get so many droves of cheap slatterns here, like you and this plump partner of yours, that it’s hard to remember them all.”
  The idea of my pet sharing the flogging chains and a slave mistress’s bedroom with the legendary Veronica, famed for her tenacity under the leathers and tongs, riled me mightily but then these were things of the past and before my time as Mildred’s lover. All the same, the green-eyed monster did wink at me.
  The strange reminiscences over, Honorine recalled her assistants. “In view of the importance of the occasion, tonight and tomorrow,” she instructed them, “and bearing in mind the fastidious requirements on the part of some of our visitors, make quite certain these two whores are properly prepared. Check the armpits, navel and the three entries for cleanliness and also the hold of the rings.” Our neck bondage being released and we made to stand, legs asunder, the elegant one suddenly tapped my sagging outer vulva flaps with her whip. I feared, alas, this would come about and readied myself for similar distressing comments as those proffered in the Preparation Chamber.
  “By all the holy saints,” she breathed, “this brat’s quaintly formed down here, Howard. But since Master Bragg wants their vulva meat, both inner and outer folds, chained back over the groin for the first spell of tonight’s flogging and torturing, these lengthy lappets will certainly help. But rouge the labia before stretching them. Then feed the sluts lightly, water them and take them down below. They can be splayed out already, as we discussed, one on the iron grid, this one outstretched and skewered on the stake. Then they can await the start of the session. And, Brigid, I count on you to have them well powdered – no grease or oil to start with, and eyes kohled, mouth, areoles and nipples, and the navel cochinealed.”
  With much bowing and scraping, the two assistants accompanied the Winscome Slave Mistress out.
  “Wasn’t that awful, Mildred?” I gasped through the bars separating me from my blonde treasure, both of us again chained over our slabs.
  “It could have been worse, poppet. But before we’re separated, as we’re sure to be in the cellars, say you forgive me again for getting you into this.”
  “The fault, Mildred,” I answered her a little sententiously, “is not in our stars but in ourselves that we are underlings…”
  “Where did you learn that, poppet? Not underlings only but damn fools, and it’s all my fault. But, by the way, what do you make of her remark about going to ‘the coast’? Try to find out. Pump your Frenchie.”
  “Don’t I do enough pumping as it is, jewel?” I quipped, admittedly, dearest diary, in abysmal taste. “I’ll do my best, as long as you’ll question Mercer, who still has a soft spot for you. Especially as he must be feeling cold-shouldered and benighted here, demeaned as he seems to be by these haughty ones.”
  “It’s not that, sweetheart, it’s because he’s drinking too much wine here. He functions only on ale.”
 
   The same long day, my account being scribbled down much later
  On looking back, I find I have little wish, dearest diary, to recall the tribulations we were made to experience during the latter part of the afternoon and again that evening after the company had dined and we were fed our scanty fodder; yet I must recount briefly what Beatrice had managed to salvage from the deal made between My Lady and de Clavaux.
  It was the loquacious Howard who had informed us, while using Mildred’s throat, of the four sessions Beatrice had chosen out of the original twelve: today, hooded up, we were first to be flogged and tortured in the cellar, Mildred spitted on the central pillar, I chained over the gridiron; the night’s corrections would continue in the dungeons, using the punishment slabs and overhead leg chains. On the morrow, it would be out in the paddock that we would be ‘dildoed together and thrashed’ and thereafter, face each other for the final ‘duel’ – whatever all that meant. More than that, the guard refused to divulge.
  Once chained to our respective contrivances, I suffering atrociously on account of the grid’s iron points,  the thing was an upturned harrow propped against the wall, our stipulated retribution commenced. 
  I think I shall never forget, nor Mildred either, the unseemly pleasure the succession of guests derived from beating and persecuting our naked bodies, once outstretched in those frightening cellars. Most of the earlier part of the abuse was devoted to flogging, interspersed with most zealous and agonizing wrenching of our ringed teats. By the time the Abbey bell announced the break for the guests’ dinner, both of us were weak from pain and the endless use of our distended forward orifice. Each of us suffocating and sweltering under buckled head-hoods of cowhide, I am incapable of knowing how many of the visitors – quite apart from Bragg and Honorine, our wardens – lashed and twisted the most vulnerable parts of our flesh. This scourging and torture truly devastated me, causing me to howl and splutter what saliva I had into the tight mask – the constraint having only two small holes beneath the nostrils for air, and a narrow gash before the mouth to allow us to fellate. Yet some sequences did inflame me indescribably, especially those involving what I deduced to be the use of iron tongs on my mammaries and splayed crotch. To be frank, I could not gather, despite her equally frantic, muzzled screams, what befell Mildred but the heavy thuds of leather and, intermittently, the slushing sound of cocks and double-dildos reaming her, told me she was probably again regretting her recent imprudence in trying to escape.
  Throughout the afternoon, on account of the slave helmet, I did regret not being able to see her splendid body writhing and juddering in pain and, hopefully, pleasure, a sight enough to add a further orgasm to those the implements and that tawse with the slit ends were bringing out of my distended cunt.
  Alas, gentle journal, having been deprived of my vision, it is not easy to give an accurate account of the way in which we were used; and I kept reminding myself that these mind-numbing throes and thrills were only the first part of what, I suppose, was well-merited punishment.
  It was rather the evening séance, which exceeded anything I have suffered so far as a slave, that remains as if branded on my memory. Well nourished and liberally wined – we received only a mug of water – the company set to work on us with a vengeance, aware they would have to make do for the rest of the week with the Irish whore and the weary Augustine, both of whom were less than tempting.
  This time we were suspended by the legs and thrashed abominably with canes and short quirts of wet rawhide, not only between the thighs – pounding, pulping and welting in percussive rhythm – but upon the underside of our drooping breasts; my engorged teats, weighted with chunks of lead, so grieved me that I verily thought I would never again be able to give suck to my Mildred… As we no longer wore the hood, we could see plainly by the candles’ glimmer each gesture of each guest as she or he selected a scourge or a handful of needles. There seemed to be no end to the positions we were made to adopt: chained over massive limestone slabs, with sharp, iron keels raising the loins, we had our ‘erotic extremities’, as Liza always described them, flagellated and tortured, Bragg, Honorine and numerous guests seeking to excel each other in terms of cruelty; we were drawn out at an angle between wall and floor rings, all four quivering limbs outstretched wider than any guest at Maveringham had ever ordered Mercer to do, or even Mother Mary the Mortifier. I veritably suffered the pangs of a ‘popish hell’ but was too far gone to see what they were doing to my blonde angel. Blessedly I did climax time and time again until I had no more sap or energy to expel.
 
  I can tell you, indulgent and charitable journal, I was profoundly disturbed when I realized that a pair of guests was later doing to her what they had relished inflicting on me. Although her body was far more slender than mine, it had been seasoned up in the past to endure pain; yet I offered up a silent prayer that they would not hurt her clitoris too badly. That adorable stalk of hers is something I cannot do without. Worst of all were her moans of pleasure as she finally discharged under the mauling from these accursed, unprincipled aristocrats; this distressed me greatly, for I maintain that I only should give her that joy.
  Finally the peal of the midnight bell reverberated, the sound even reaching down to the dismal depths of our Babylon where we wept. And we were released. Long since, all traces of powder had vanished; running with sweat, sperm and trickles of blood, our bodies were dragged back up to the cells by Howard and Brigid who paid less attention to us than they would to sacks of millet. Once we were again chained out over our slabs, I was almost comatose. Yet, before I fell asleep, forspent with pain of the flagellations and the force of my orgasms, I sensed de Clavaux’s presence there in the wavering glow of the lanthorns. Being neck-clamped, I could not see him but heard his muted voice clearly enough.
  “You both did well and I’m sure you will do likewise in your final sessions tomorrow in the paddock. They will be arduous and, as you know, I was unable to exempt you from them. But, since in one you will be hung face to face, you will have the chance to prove how inseparable you are to each other. On my part, I shall see to it you keep each other company from now on.” Then, dumbfounding us, he added, “We leave for France tomorrow, whatever your condition. And be grateful that you’ve only slave straps, chains and seven rings, for on arrival you’ll probably have a further ring passed through the cartilage of the nose and the tongue pierced with a metal stud.” With another smile, our handsome Frenchie, now our proprietor, left us to imagine what else lay ahead, far beyond the confines of Winscome Abbey.
  Despite the ghastly adjuncts mentioned, all the same I gave silent thanks to him – and of course to our great Lord Protector – for having saved us here from three or four more days of dire punishment. I did not have the vigour or chivalry to give the wretched Irish whore, in whichever cell she waited in chains to replace us, even a kindly thought…
 
   23 May – Howard informing us of the news that England had recently taken Jamaica, wherever that may be.  
  The rain having ceased, we were again, this time clad in jet-black stockings with crimson garters, led out of our cells into the clearing beyond the slave building. My heart thumping again like the proverbial Ironside trooper’s drum, Mildred encouraged me with a hushed whisper, “Just one more day and then, if you’re right, we’ll be out of here.” Dear Mildred, reassuring as ever, was no surer than I as to our future.
  The yard had been tidied up, the dreaded crossbar to the rear of the compound freshly whitewashed. But it was the sight of Beatrice, seated on her throne, there in the anaemic afternoon sun, her scrawny thighs bared to display an even mangier groin, that almost made me sick. And there they were, the visitors – insolent Royalist Cavaliers with their long hair, lace collars and impatient cocks, accompanied by their murderous silken spouses or concubines in shameless décolletés, and many a pretty cunt on show. Some I did recognize from the previous night and feared the worst. Clearly, we were expected to provide them with a further justification for their having travelled so far to share in the special floggings and persecution of a couple of penitent whore-slaves. I just hoped Mildred and I were still up to what was left on the menu, for I could barely walk straight behind my ‘peddler of pleasure’, as I am wont to tease her. Oh, sweet heaven, she was exquisite – despite, or probably on account of, the welts encircling her delicious curves.
  After Bragg and his mistress had jabbed into our bodies with their whip hafts – most lewdly and, I thought, unnecessarily, so that the gathering could watch us squirm, the decrepit hag de Troville ordered the guards to hang us by the arms from the lofty flogging bar, facing each other, our stockinged legs, of which we are both so proud, parted with iron spreader rods and chained out to hasps in the ground. Once suspended, each of us had the studded end of one and the same curved dildo thrust deep into the gaping vagina; it was incredible to be coupled thus, so close to one another, each jerk of our loins causing the wooden helm to stab up into the cervix. For the first time, I truly felt I was being fucked by my sweet angel.
  Being bent back to expose our breasts – the roots, by the grace of God, as yet unthrottled –, the only impediment was that I could not reach Mildred’s mouth to tongue her but, all the same, her lips were only a breathless whisper away. Although I knew I was taking a reckless risk, I muttered to her that my ooze was already sliding down the rod marrying us, and I was rewarded with an equally daring smile of lechery.
  When the double flagellation of our back and buttocks began – delivered with force by both Bragg and Honorine together, I believed my last day as a sex-slave had come. Not only did the lashes slash deep into my arse meat and leave criss-cross welts on the lumber zone – the renal area, contrary to Liza’s practice, being unprotected, but more dreadful still, the woman’s leathers sliced down into my breasts and ringed nipples like white-hot knives, the slit ends seeming to lance my skin where they struck. Through my scalding tears I could see Mildred screwing up her blue eyes in pain as Bragg – said to be one of the finest slave floggers in the country – laid into her ruthlessly with exemplary precision. Amid my bleatings and the lunges on the shaft gouging me, I sought desperately to get my clit on to the rod and, at the same time, thrust out my tits, as Stockton has taught me to do when under heavy flogging – except that she has never had a genuine cause, as did Honorine now, to punish me for misconduct. Somehow I rode out the hundred or more lashes from both slave master and mistress with fortitude, reminding myself that we outsiders were on show as well as on sentence. As my orgasm, thank Heaven, began to take shape, partly thanks to Mildred jerking the dildo into me at each lash she received, I caught sight of the loathsome Maveringham witch standing behind the row of chairs – and I felt thankful she was not flagellating us, having first wrested permission from My Lady to garrotte our breasts in order to draw blood from the nipple vents. 
  I sensed we were somehow ‘protected’, for through my tears I could see de Clavaux observing us with a smile on his bearded countenance, as if ensuring the punishment left us in a reasonable state for travel. It was, dearest diary, strange to think that we were suffering before the man who had purchased us!
  Suddenly, lurching hard down on the jolts of the wooden rod, I shrieked. The whiplash, dildo and Mildred combined to give me a most prodigious, shuddering climax. Its potency utterly wrecked me.
  I shall never know whether the strangling that followed was a preordained part of our punishment or because I had glimpsed and cursed our pythoness, but Bragg invited her to come forward with the wet twine. With Brigid stretching out each of our breasts in turn, Stockton, true to form, throttled the roots tight, the teats and veins pulsating, for the two floggers to take over. I do not know which excited me more – the tongs crushing and wrenching the purple meat and nipples or the quirt beating from Honorine. But I do know I discharged twice again and passed out quite suddenly. I think Mildred did too, for she was privileged to have Bragg himself work on her swollen bulges.
 
   24 May
  The first light was traversing the cobwebbed dormers when I came to in my cell. No one troubled to attend to our bodies, now chained only to the rear wall. I felt as if that harsh dildo was still rasping me but, after swallowing some gruel and a refreshing bowl of goat’s milk, somehow I was able to talk to Mildred through the bars. Perhaps to avoid thinking what awaited us in the yard, we tried to rally each other’s spirits.
  “My tits hurt so, they feel they belong to someone else,” I murmured facetiously. “And yours?”
  What I got as an answer rather distressed me. “What do you suppose the Frenchies paid for us?”
  “A gold louis for me and two for you. In fact, something tells me we’ve been bartered for arms. How many muskets d’you think I’m worth? Be generous, Mildred.”
  “Welted like that, I’d say you’d barely raise a bag of shot.” But we were not in any mood for mirth.
   The sun was well up but in an overcast sky when finally Howard came to oil our scarred nudity, the silken stockings of the previous day having been ripped to threads, and load us with additional chains. In the paddock of grievous memory were seated the guests, along with the entire household – Beatrice next to My Lady and at her side our new owner, fetching as ever, fondling Liza’s bare breasts most lovingly. And there stood Bragg, his phallus webbed with the usual rasping-thongs, accompanied by the sparkling Honorine, looking as though she had just enjoyed flogging a slave or placating her dour master in bed. There reigned an atmosphere of anticipation that veritably made my blood congeal like encrusted spunk.
  Abruptly the Slave Mistress nodded to Howard who forthwith hastened us forward to the centre of the enclosure and did something that set my heart beating as it did on the Manor lawns. Clipping short chains to our clit rings, he stationed us facing each other a few paces apart, and secured the ends to pegs that had been driven into the ground. The Slave Master then released our right arms and thrust in turn a hideous plaited scourge into our grasp, knotting the haft-straps round the wrist. I caught my breath as my lover’s knuckles blanched, like her cheeks, when she clenched the weapon; the sight of her armed with a flogger simply paralyzed me. The whip seemed to change and enhance her personality, as if it were a natural extension of her sinewy arm.
  Having received a similar implement, I felt my entire body turn to ice as a spine-chilling hush fell upon the paddock, the major-domo and his acolytes retiring to the side. All of a sudden, Beatrice – would that she had fallen foul of the Great Plague of 1626 – cawed like a raven: “Now thrash each other’s whore flesh, you two-faced, perfidious tarts! Drive the devil out of your traitorous bodies. The first to fall,” her voice had risen to a screech, “will pass the night stretched, head down, from yonder bar… and receive three hundred lashes from each of my faithful overseers. Such here is the penalty for failing a flogging contest…”
  Though carried away, she paused as our Frenchie leaned over to mutter a word in her ear. “Or rather…your distinguished purchaser here will ensure later the loser pays for her frailty. Now, flog!”
  I stared at Mildred in horror, unable to raise my arm. All at once, I heard a shrill hiss as her thong sliced round my hip. I almost collapsed, not so much with pain but with stupefaction. How I avoided the following lashes across my breasts that sent them lobbing sideways, I shall never know. Murmurs of approval rose from the onlookers. Gaping blankly at my cherished angel, I nearly died at what she said: “Come on, you fat, fucking bitch. Flog, for God’s sake! Lash me… don’t believe she’ll spare either of us.”
  The sting on my haunch raised a weird fury in me. It took possession of me utterly, beyond my usual self-control. She was right – we were on show and under orders. Remembering how the atrocious ogre Stockton put her full weight behind a scourge, I struck out at the sleek body before me. With lash after lash I drove her back until she was staggering under my thong, her clit chain taut, making her crouch. Suddenly I did recall how that Cavalier Captain of Horse, Burley, and his vicious wife had larruped my crotch one horrifying – but for me unforgettably erotic – night in the Manor cellars. And I brought my scourge up into Mildred’s crotch with all my might; it buried itself in her delicious slot and beyond, with an impact that sounded like a boot sinking into mud. It reminded me fleetingly of Mercer spurring me on to one of my better orgasms… But this, alas, was no time for such enjoyments, and immediately I regretted what I had done. My beloved doubled up, sex-sap splattering out of her hole on to my lash, her gossamer locks tumbling over her face as she let go of her whip haft to grab her groin. The swaying breasts tempted me sorely but I refused to continue. And just as well, for her clit chain strained even further from the ground peg below and, cursing myself, I sent up an anguished prayer that her sweet stump was still whole, as she crumpled to her knees. With a long moan, she slumped out on the ground. She had given in.
  It was, I believe, Bragg – it could not have been Honorine, for I felt his rigid penis moistening my hip – that relieved me of my whip and returned my aching arm to the neck strap.
  “A laudable show, whore,” he muttered. “Your adversary’s down and out.”
  Striving not to sink to that same posture of defeat, I heard the confused sound of applause coming from the gathering, amid groans, slushings and shrill cries of discharge – it is strange, I still had the power to wonder, how different women’s cries of pleasure varied. Then desperately I sought our Frenchie’s approval, vaguely noticing with sweat-dulled eyes of envy that My Lady had his erection firmly in hand.
 
  It was later, after being fed lentils and mush in our cells that Mildred whispered through the bars what, I swear by our Lord Protector’s soul, I did not expect, for I was on the point of begging forgiveness.
  “Glad you grasped the ruse, sweet one. I couldn’t have borne to see you lose. Anyway, I’m used to taking punishment. And a heap better than you. The mere thought that you might be leg-hung from that bar out there was too much. All the same, delicious, there was no need to whip my sex that bestially! It was quite painful, you know. Just like Mary Stockton. But I think you rather enjoyed it.”
  I stared at her, totally nonplussed. “Oh, Mildred, you mean … you let me win?”
  “But yes, poppet. I had no desire to see Bragg whip you where you hit me.” She gave me one of her smiles that ‘could sink a thousand ships’– as a popular play had it, before, I repeat, our noble Protector closed down the theatres, The Globe among them. “And, by the way, you flog quite well for a beginner, if a little haphazardly. You should aim more carefully and pause between the lashes to let the pain sink in.”
  I nearly died of mortification at her words but nevertheless promised to do better should we ever break free and start up a whipping house together. But what I really wanted was to soothe her sore clitoris with a truly loving tongue, a desire thwarted by being again separated by the accursed bars of our cells.
 
   25 May   
  When at last, despite the state of our flesh, we were being prepared for departure, Honorine, the know-all, sad to see us go, told us we were to be conducted to a tongue of land projecting out into an unfrequented bay on the Suffolk coast, travelling in a phaeton one of the Winscome guests, a distinguished Master of Colours of the King’s Reserve and a mighty slave flogger, had agreed to lend to de Clavaux. She added we would be gagged, hog-tied and bagged for the voyage, at least until we landed in France.
  “You will travel as baggage,” our bearded proprietor then confirmed, “for we do not want to be searched by these terrible Roundheads who might cause us trouble. By the time we arrive in Paris, a three day journey by phaeton, your welts should have healed. Which is all to the good, since my dear wife is much averse to slaves bearing scars that she herself has not inflicted or at least seen inflicted in her presence.”
  Thereafter we waited an interminable time, unchained and watching the guards rattle their canes down the lines of bars before selecting a slave to beat and use, we all of a sudden being exempt as ‘foreign property’. Yet I rather envied the chosen ones for, apart from earlier use and the double dildo I had shared with Mildred in the paddock, I could have done with a stiff penis or, failing that, the thrust of another ribbed dildo, up my aching vagina. But, alas, we were left to content ourselves with the groans and shrieks from other cells. So, I laid myself out over the slab and brought myself off beautifully, as only I can do.
 
   Nightfall, 25 May the time of our farewell to Winscome! – For reasons that will become clear, what follows written after the event upon our arrival in France.
  With the rolls of jute sacking under his arm, Howard and his sulky bitch of an associate led us out into the starlit courtyard where the carriages still stood alongside the main stables. It was strange to pass along that narrow pathway and those nettles again, but this time in the other direction. A splendid, gilded coach with a pair of handsome piebalds, fully harnessed, stood awaiting us, de Clavaux standing apart, speaking with our hostess and Liza. He appeared saturnine under the flare of the flambeaux. Possibly he was disgruntled that domestic duty was causing him and his mistress to part company, if only temporarily.
  Strolling over, after relieving me of you, dear diary – ‘for safe keeping on the forthcoming journey’ he did tell me, promising to return you to my care upon reaching our destination  - de Clavaux ordered Howard to unroll the burlap sacks, lie us out on the gravel and bend our legs back at the knees, whereupon he released our wrists and joined the manacles to the ankles behind the rump. It was Brigid who inserted the wooden gags into our mouths and secured them with straps; the stopples, thanks maybe to our new owner, were blessedly less stressful than some that had been thrust into us in the dungeons. Most exactingly hog-tied, we then had the bags drawn along and up our bodies to above the head, plunging us into an evil-smelling obscurity as the mouths of the gunny-sacks were tied off. Straight away I did notice the breathing holes pierced at head level in the clammy surface of the burlap. Obviously, stopped up and bagged, the heart-to-heart chats I had envisaged with sweet Mildred on the journey would be few and far between… Then I felt myself being heaved aloft like one of Heather Skinner’s sacks of Lancashire potatoes, to be deposited with a thump on the carriage floor. De Clavaux must have mounted next to the driver, for suddenly, with that only too familiar crack of a whip, the coach lurched forward and we were off.
  Trussed up and stifling, I grieved deeply at not having been able to bid farewell to my sisters, Deborah and the redhead, who anyway were probably undergoing further flagellation and penetration from guests in the paddock stable. Nor did I have the chance of paying homage to Elizabeth, who doubtless had no desire to reciprocate after what we had done, and she doing battle with what she called ‘these damnable Nodle troops’, as she dubbed our great Cromwell’s Model Army. Even Honorine and Bragg were missing, Honorine’s absence distressing me, for in a way I regretted not having experienced that week alone and naked with her in the cellars.
  27 May 
  Come the first halt on the way through Suffolk to relieve our bladders, a bleak depression took hold of me, not so much on account of the depths to which I had sunk but because of my fear of water – not only the memory of it pouring over that treadmill, but my terror of that mass of heaving wetness ahead.
  Far worse, however, was to come. A while after passing a brief and painful night, still bagged, I did catch through the life-giving holes the smell of seaweed. Apparently we left dear England, Mildred told me later, at somewhere near Aldeburgh, as if that meant anything to me. Then came the creak and slap of oars, followed by being hauled aboard some brig or other and being slumped against the gunwales, at least that is what Mildred called them later, once we could talk. I truly believed life could not be worse – give me a slave cell any day. The bags began to slither over the wet deck as the brig pitched and rolled, the canvas sails clacking like those horsewhips guests used on us at the Manor – until someone made us fast to a bollard. Ghastly was the salt water swilling about in the sack, some of my welts being far from healed. Retching my guts up, I thought I was about to die but, alas, could not… and there were still hours of this watery hell ahead. I supposed, as I threw up again into my gag, it was just as well we had been starved before embarking, otherwise I would already have passed away.
  On landing – at a beach, Mildred believed, near somewhere called Bray-Dunes? – we were extricated from the stifling bags, relieved of our gags, both of us looking ghostly and green, and told to clamber into yet another carriage, this at the curt order of a young woman who met us in dainty shoes and a modest, damson-coloured gown, the same hue as my poor breasts.
  The mares pulled well but my head and innards were still queasy with the swell of that accursed sea. But gradually, there at the feet of our owner, my senses returned to me as he studied documents (lists of armaments to be shipped?) and you, dearest diary. At least, I thought, you hadn’t been soaked in brine, Then Mildred and I fell into a sleep as deep as that watery stretch behind us, I hoping never to see a bloody bollard or mast again – except that a mast might well serve, after all, as a flogging post.
 
   29 May, I think. 
  At the first halt in a clearing of oak and beech, near a stream, we were told to pee, which proved easier than when clamped in a chastity belt – an item we were spared for some reason. The girl in the plum-purple skirt then washed us down, cleansed us briefly and offered us a piece of cold pigeon pie and a gulp of brandy that did much to settle our bellies. Thereafter, life began to improve, in spite of the rocky way and the carriage having no springs. But one aspect of this voyage into foreign parts, although I had vaguely foreseen it, did verily worry me and increasingly so when Gilles and the woman conversed in French. Not a word could I, let alone Mildred, make out; even their gestures were strange. My heart began to panic. How would we be able to follow orders that Francine or her staff would give? And how, other than in English, which at least she spoke, after a fashion, could we make ourselves understood? But then probably her slaves were not permitted to open their mouths, except to scream and for other obvious purposes. It was then too, thinking of mouths, that I remembered Monsieur Gilles – notice the correct form of address, fastidious diary – had mentioned our tongues being fitted with a fellating stud, and a ring in the nasal septum. Well, those items would hardly improve even our English, let alone our French. Life was becoming disquieting.
  We finally passed through a toll-gate which our young guardian, sprucing herself up for arrival, did manage to tell us was the Porte de Saint-Cloud. The streets of the city thereafter were dark, lit only by an occasional pitch torch, yet the nearer we came to the outskirts, the brighter and more animated became the scene, the strange odours stronger. At long last, the phaeton drew up before a stately house where other coaches stood waiting. Stiff from the journey, we were led inside, our wrists astonishingly left unchained!
  The hallway, more richly furnished than even the Postell residence in London, glittered in the light of candelabras and there, in gorgeous silks, was someone I recognized at once – that thin-lipped mouth and beauty spot on the cheek. Like the maid holding our lead chains, we bowed as Francine de Clavaux embraced her husband.
  “At long last, my Gilles,” the blonde one said in broken English, giving him an enchanting smile, “and with our two purchases! We must toast your success, dearest, but in bed, not here. Was it difficult to wrest them away from our grasping Beatrice and Liza? As agreed, their next batch of arms leaves for Dunkirk tomorrow. A fit exchange, pardee! Now, Melanie, use the coach to take the wenches to our other place, and let us waste no time, for I want to put them to work tomorrow.”
  The girl looked surprised and said something in French which Francine dismissed with a wave of a jewelled hand. Then our ‘purchaser’ turned back to us. “Melanie, whom I trust entirely – which is more than can say of you two – will convey you to the Marais where you may get some rest. For tomorrow, we have to have your tongue and septum pierced so that you’ll match my other demoiselles.” Fatigued and bewildered, Mildred and I exchanged a glance, recalling Monsieur Gilles’s forewarning of this. “Then, we’ll see how you two match up with my other girls. Some of our best customers are looking forward to flogging and using you, whether at our place in the Marais, or out at Orgival near Saint-Germain where our clients are… how shall I say?... far more difficult to please. You will find our cellars a great deal more exciting than those at your previous, tame places of service. But you will grow used to them, as have my other whores.”
  I did not like the sound of that and felt shamed when her husband added, “And I warn you two not to be tempted to play truant as you attempted to do that night after leaving Maveringham.” Suddenly, he took you, my journal, out of his jacket pocket and handed you to me.
  “Here is your diary, Janet as I promised.  I have left enough space for you to recount, if you so wish, your journey from Winscombe up to now. What becomes of you here, Francine and I maintain, is not necessary to relate. Anyway, I’m afraid you will not have the leisure to write. We do not allow a slave to waste time in scribbling.”
  Delighted to recuperate my only treasure, though scared by the veto, I expressed my gratitude with one of my better smiles I knew he found attractive but he cold-shouldered me as he took Francine’s hand and left. At the same time, I secretly promised myself to continue my story all the same – as set down above.
 
  Seated in the carriage again, our clit chains in Melanie’s grasp and, for want of a common language, all three of us silent, I stared out at the dark streets and squares as we crossed the city and then a bridge over some river, narrower than the Thames near the Skinners’ hovel at home but similar. And I opened you, dear journal, to remind myself of where I had left off. Apart from two blank pages left to me, the remainder to my horror had indeed been torn out!
  But, as you see, dearest diary, I have at least brought you up to date. What is now to befall us in the Marais  brothel and out at this sinister-sounding Orgival place will, alas, have to pass unrecorded, unless I can lay hands on some scraps of paper. And given that I am still alive.
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