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Author’s note

With the possible exception of Queen Victoria herself, Victorian England in 1840 was a land ruled by men. Indeed, one of the most important aspects of Victorian life was the premise that a woman was inferior in many ways to a man and should defer to his will in all things.

Before marriage, a girl was expected to obey her father and after marriage, her husband. In fact, all her possessions as well as the woman herself became the legal property of her husband upon marriage to such an extent that a man was entitled to imprison his wife if she failed him in any way or even sell her to another man. Spinsters and widows who had no male guardian, on the other hand, did much better inasmuch as they could own and control property in their own right.

The Victorian woman was not permitted to question the judgement of either her father or her husband and to do so was only one of a multitude of symptoms of the mental disorder described as hysteria. This disease presented with a spectacular assortment of manifestations including lassitude, irritability, depression, confusion, palpitations of the heart, headaches, forgetfulness, insomnia, muscle spasms, stomach upsets, writing cramps, ticklishness, weepiness, blindness, paralysis, or just being difficult or rebellious. Refusing to marry or wanting a divorce were also clear indications of a diseased mind and several records exist of just such instances where the unfortunate woman was incarcerated in a mental asylum for many years.

Any woman who rebelled against Victorian domesticity risked being declared insane and committed to an asylum where she was immediately reduced to the same social class as the mentally retarded and criminally insane. Generally, she had no right to contest or appeal the committal and once incarcerated, proving sanity was a difficult and lengthy procedure not helped by the fact that the asylum keepers relied on patients for funding and had no reason to allow release. In fact, because it wasn’t actually necessary to show any evidence of insanity, many inconvenient women were committed just on the word of their father or husband. All he had to do was to persuade two doctors to sign the certificates of insanity.

The asylums themselves were usually private houses, often run by non-medical men who did little more than keep patients locked away, often in chains and sometimes naked because it made them more docile. Asylums were generally financed by family members or charitable donations, but were also allowed to open their doors to paying visitors who came to view those incarcerated. Although there were many good asylums run by well-intentioned keepers, it must have been tempting for others to maximise profits by making a spectacle of the unfortunate women and exploiting their reduced circumstances.


Chapter 1

A Cure is Suggested

Sparks were flying from the wheel and dropping to the floor like a cascade of tiny stars in the dim light of the workshop. It was another warm morning; a good day to repair some of the fences, particularly along the main drive where the recent wet winter had beaten the integrity of many of the wooden rails. The man inspected the blade and touched it gently with his thumb before smiling to himself, placing the broad-bladed chisel on the workbench, and picking up another smaller one.

“Jack… Help me.” It was a woman’s cry and he recognised it immediately. It was Juliette, but there was no urgency in her voice. He replaced the chisel and stood, stretching his muscles where he’d been hunched over the sharpening stone.

“Jack. Where are you?”

“Here I am, milady,” he said adopting the appropriate obsequious tone of voice as he ambled out into the sunshine. Juliette just grinned as she peered down from Ladybug, her favourite grey palfrey. She was a big horse for a palfrey, but all three of them knew that Juliette was perfectly capable of dismounting by herself.

“Help me,” she cooed and held out a hand. Jack returned her grin and walked over to the horse, but instead of taking her hand, he held the bridle and led the horse over to a mounting block where Juliette could just step from her side saddle onto the wooden platform.

“That’s mean,” she said scolding him from the block, but he turned to her and wrapped his arms round her legs to lift her clear and then allowed her to slowly slide through his clasp until they were standing face to face.

“Does milady require any further assistance,” he asked with his arms still wrapped around her body.

She averted her head coyly and said, “No, thank you,” but he noted that she wasn’t exactly pushing him away. “My father might see,” she whispered. There was actually little chance of that, they were out of sight of the main house, but he would not have been happy if he had and Jack could even have lost his position on the estate.

Their mutual attraction was common knowledge at the hall, even to the aging Lord Steven Huckabee-Brown, Lord of the Manor of Barnbury, although he did his best to not notice their furtive glances in his presence. They’d grown up playing together as children, so it was only to be expected, but now that Juliette stood to become Lady of the Manor as the only child and with her father’s failing health, the old lord was becoming anxious. She was twenty-four already and it was high time she married, although preferably not to one of the estate workers.

Jack studied her face intently. Her ride had been exhilarating and she was flushed with her bright eyes glinting with life from beneath her low fringe, a hair style she’d adopted only because it was not seemly for a lady. She’d tied the rest of her fair hair back in a ponytail with a black ribbon and her father hated that almost as much as the fringe because he considered it common; she’d have to untie it before seeing him.

“You smell of hot horse,” he whispered and she squealed and pushed him away before pretending to slap him, but she couldn’t hold back the giggles for long.

“I should go,” she muttered. “I’ll be late for luncheon.”

“Give your father my regards,” said Jack and she gave him another scowl.

*

Juliette Huckabee-Brown didn’t much like her name. She particularly didn’t much like it when she was called Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown, which fortunately wasn’t all that often. Her father had grown weary of dinner parties, so there was seldom occasions that warranted such formalities and that was fine by her; she was happy enough with her books or riding along the crests of the rolling Surrey downs on Ladybug. Occasionally, one of the neighbouring estates would throw an evening soiree with music and dancing, and she’d enjoy the lively company well enough, but, ultimately, the evening always felt hollow, as if it was missing something. The missing component was, of course, Jack, but she’d yet to admit that to herself, let alone her father.

Her mother had been quite different: by all accounts a stunning beauty of French minor-aristocracy whom her father had met on a trip to Paris twenty-seven years before. He’d returned triumphant to his Surrey estate with his new exotic French wife and Lady Collette Huckabee-Brown became the toast of the county with her lithe figure, piercing blue eyes, and long, ashen coloured hair. Three years after that, Juliette was born and the whole estate rejoiced, but the happiness was short lived. A few short years later Collette was dead from consumption to leave little Juliette in the hands of her nursemaid and a father who retreated from the world to wallow in his own self-pity.

Juliette was now an adult the very image of her mother and her father was old. It had not been an unhappy childhood despite his distant and withdrawn disposition. There had been Jack and the other estate children to play with and, later, gardens to tend and horses to ride. There were always trips into the local village of Cranleigh with Enid, the cook, and the more extensive shopping expeditions to Horsham or Guildford with Davies and his portly wife Rosie. They were all good people and the estate quietly prospered under her father’s light touch.

She sat at the table opposite her father and watched while Ethel, the young housemaid, spooned a poached egg onto the lord’s plate to join the boiled cabbage and carrots already there.

“Cabbage again…” observed Brown.

“Milord…” answered Davies, the family’s long-serving butler, and winked at Juliette. “But we have new season potatoes and asparagus for dinner this evening.”

At this, his lordship’s face brightened considerably and he picked up his cutlery while Davies once more morphed into a life-sized statue before of the dresser.

“Many people survive on a lot less, father,” said Juliette as she too was served and then added, “Thank you, Ethel.”

“I don’t need to be reminded, Juliette. I just get so tired of cabbage by May.” Nonetheless, he set about his lunch with gusto while Juliette watched with the hint of a smile and Ethel gathered up the serving dishes and returned to the kitchen. Davies followed her, closing the door behind him, leaving the two diners alone.

“It’s the May Ball at Horsham Subscription Rooms this evening,” said Juliette. “Will you be going?”

“Must I? You know I can’t dance and with all that noise, I can’t ever hear what people say to me.”

“You should go, father. People expect it and you haven’t set foot off the estate since before Christmas.” The old man gazed out of the window and she could see his face slowly set in an expression of determined intransigence. “If you don’t go, I won’t,” she added quickly.

“Juliette… You’re twenty-four and all too soon you're going to be mistress of this estate. How will you cope with no husband to guide you?”

“You shouldn’t talk like that. I hope you're going to be master here for a long time yet. And as for a husband, for now I can manage just as well without.”

“You may think you can, but you cannot. Do you suppose anybody is going to think this estate of any consequence with just a young woman steering it? Do you think the estate workers will answer to you or the tradesmen not try to take advantage of your weaker negotiating skills? That’s nonsense. It needs a master at the helm; you need to find a husband. You’ve already left it too long.”

“I shall take a husband in my own good time. I have yet to meet anyone I like well enough.”

“You mean anyone like that Jack boy around the stables?” Juliette looked up sharply. “You think I don’t see things, but I do. I accept that he’s a nice enough lad, but he’s an artisan, not a potential suitor for the Lady of the Manor. Find yourself someone of standing, a professional who people will look up to. I will not have you associating with a farmworker.”

“He is your head stableman.”

He scrutinised her as she stared down at her plate. “We will go this evening and I expect you to treat any new introductions with respect and decorum and to give them all the due consideration that they deserve.”

“Yes father,” was all she said and the meal continued in hushed silence…

*

The evening was all she expected it to be. She had endured hours of inconsequential talk about other people’s estates and prospects and she’d smiled benignly on cue, but inside she felt like she was slowly suffocating. Perhaps it would have been better if she’d met her prospective suitors in a more informal setting – a shopping expedition perhaps or a picnic with friends – somewhere people could be themselves and not feel like they were being inspected like cattle or horses.

It was getting late when her father beckoned to her. “Juliette, this is the Reverend John Blakeney of… where did you say you were from?”

“I am a peripatetic preacher, my lord. I travel to wherever I am needed.”

Blakeney was a big man in both height and girth with a neatly trimmed beard and short, spiky fair hair. He didn’t look like any preacher she’d ever seen. He was dressed expensively in a long, dark frockcoat and wore heavy gold rings on his fingers. He smiled at Juliette, lifting her right hand and touching her fingers to his lips. “Lady Huckabee-Brown,” he murmured and she found herself recoiling at his presumption.

“Reverend,” she returned and performed the expected curtsey. When she looked up again, she saw his eyes were on her décolletage.

“A fine jewel,” he said referring to the ruby stone of her necklace nestling in her cleavage exposed by the low cut of her gown.

“It was my mother’s.”

“Such a fine setting,” he said and she felt herself blushing, but pretended to be unfazed by the remark. “Are you God-fearing, my lady? Do you feel that our Lord has prescribed a predetermined path you should follow?”

“If the Lord has plans for me, he has yet to let me know.”

“One has to ask the way before they can receive God’s guidance; His path is often obscure to those who need it most. Perhaps I may be the one to enlighten you if you will allow me to call on you.”

Juliette felt like she was being manipulated and didn’t like it. She gave her father a quick glance, but his impassive face showed no sign of unease.

“I'm sorry, Reverend Blakeney, but I fear you would be wasting your valuable time. I prefer to find my own paths.”

“Juliette,” exclaimed her father, but she showed no remorse.

“Excuse me,” she said, curtseyed once more, and turned away.

“I'm sorry,” she heard her father say. “She is so strong-willed; just like her mother…”

*

It was two days later that a carriage drew up outside the portico of the main house and shortly after that that Davies touched the old man on his shoulder to rouse him from his afternoon slumber.

“The Reverend Blakeney has come to call, milord. He’s waiting outside,” and he passed Lord Huckabee-Brown his calling card.

“Reverend Blakeney? I don’t know any Reverend Blakeney.”

“He says you were introduced at the May Ball two evenings ago.”

“Oh… I do remember. Tall, dark-haired fellow with a fine moustache?”

“No sir. Fair-haired and no moustache. Shall I show him in?”

“Yes, yes. I suppose so as he’s come all this way. Show him in. Let’s see what he wants.”

“Lord Huckabee-Brown,” said the reverend bowing low.

“Good day, sir. An unexpected pleasure,” said the lord rising from his armchair with some difficulty.

The reverend smiled and bowed again. “I trust you enjoyed the ball, sir?”

The old man shrugged. “No sir, I did not. Too noisy for me. I shan’t go to another.”

The reverend continued without a pause as if the answer was of no consequence. “I had the good fortune to be introduced to your daughter at the dance, the Lady Juliette, and was much impressed.”

This certainly piqued the lord’s interest and he indicated another chair. “Please, sit down. Could I offer you a sherry?”

“Thank you. As I was saying, you introduced me to your daughter and I was very taken with her; a fine-looking woman.”

The old man’s thought’s seemed to clear and recognition dawned. “I remember you. You're the preacher.”

Blakeney bowed his head in acknowledgement. “I have come to seek your permission to court her.”

“Court you say? Yes indeed. But she said no…”

“Lord Huckabee-Brown, may I be frank with you? I have wrestled with my conscience these past two nights and feel that God does not want me to abandon her. I sense so much good in her, but fear she is an innocent in a world with so much evil. She needs direction and purpose in her life before she becomes lost and dissolute and I know that God has tasked me with this calling.”

“I have to admit it’s past the time she should have settled down and taken a husband, but I wasn’t expecting a man of the cloth such as you. Where is your parish?”

Blakeney bowed his head again and set about explaining his circumstances to the old lord a second time. “I am what you might call a roving evangelist; I go where my ministry takes me preaching the gospels of Christ. It’s been a hard but rewarding life, but I’m over forty now and have come to the conclusion that I ought to settle down; take a wife and enjoy the proceeds of a virtuous life.”

“The proceeds,” repeated Lord Huckabee-Brown. “Has there been much? I would have thought the life of a preacher would have been somewhat impoverished.”

“People are very generous when it comes to religious benevolence. The Bible says in 2 Corinthians, chapter 9, verse 6 that whoever sows sparingly will also reap sparingly, and whoever sows generously will also reap generously. Of course, much that is donated goes to charitable works, but the Lord has been good to me and I bring to the table almost ten-thousand guineas.”

“Really,” said Huckabee-Brown. “That much…”

“I could not possibly condone living off the good-will of a wife. My conscience would not allow it.”

“No indeed.”

Lord Huckabee-Brown gently eased himself up in his armchair, only to allow himself to subside again with a soft groan. “Reverend Blakeney, I don’t know what to say. I have repeated expressed my wishes to her in the strongest possible terms, but to no avail. The girl seems adamant that she does not want a husband at this time. Can you believe that? I don’t know how she expects to live. Of course, she’ll inherit this estate once I’ve gone, but she can't possibly run it by herself; she’ll certainly need a husband then.” He gave the reverend a wan smile and then grimaced when he tried to move in his chair. “Old age is not all it’s cracked up to be. You look after your back or else you’ll end up like me.”

“I believe that God sends down trials to test us and your stoicism is a lesson to us all.”

“Hmm… I would rather He’d just settle for my prayers. But we’re getting distracted. As to your original proposal, I whole-heartedly agree that a match between you and my daughter Juliette would be ideal for all parties, but the blessed girl won’t have it. She’d rather grow into an old maid.”

“But surely she doesn’t deny your wishes… You are her father. That’s a clear indication of a confused brain.”

“Then what am I supposed to do? Commit her to an asylum?”

“Many a loving father would before his daughter begins to show real signs of distress. Her general refusal to marry is often considered reason enough to diagnose hysteria, let alone her decision to disobey you, her father. Tell me, are there any other indications of a mental ailment? Lassitude, irritability, depression, confusion, forgetfulness? I have heard that some unmarried young women even resort to onanism… Self-gratification.”

“Oh, God forbid. I have no reason to believe she would indulge in that, but she is often irritable if I mention marriage and she forgot luncheon the other day; said she was reading a book.”

“Young girls can be struck down with hysteria just by being over-educated. It seems to make them more rebellious.”

“She should be doing useful things like cooking or sewing; not polluting her mind with nonsense stories. But I can’t commit her to a hospital for the insane; it doesn’t feel right.”

“That decision may be out of your hands if you leave it much longer. A husband is, of course, a sure-fire remedy for hysteria. The frequent marital relations helps to release the accumulation of feminine seminal fluids from the pelvis before they can turn toxic and poison the blood.”

“I shall speak to her again. Try to convince her of the absolute necessity of marriage.”

“If I may be so bold, my lord, I do have a suggestion that might work.” Lord Brown looked at him hopefully. “A short, sharp shock might bring home to her the seriousness of her condition and spur her to take a husband. Of course, I'm not suggesting that you should expose her to the true reality of a mental institution; it’s only necessary that she believes that to be the case. I’m staying in Horsham at present and am familiar with Doctor Franks of the Redhill St Matilda Hospital. In addition to other cases, they do treat victims of hysteria and what I propose is that you commit her into Doctor Franks’ care for a short period, say, a fortnight. The committal certificate will bring home to her the seriousness of her condition and Doctor Franks can encourage her to believe that she could be detained for an extensive period. She can be accommodated in a private room and would be quite comfortable, I'm sure. After a fortnight, you can tell her that she’s returning home to be reassessed.”

“And you think Doctor Franks might agree to this?”

“I am sure of it. I do a lot of charity work for the hospital and it is but a small favour to ask. Let me speak to the doctor and I can let you know what he says in a few days’ time.”

“I would be most grateful, most grateful indeed, as I'm sure Juliette would be if she did but know the full extent of the risks she’s exposing herself to.”

“It’s so gratifying to meet such a wise and caring father, my lord. I shall return as soon as I can,” and the reverend stood and bowed low before leaving.


Chapter 2

The Plan Adopted

Doctor Taylor, the village’s own local doctor reread the committal certificate. He was not happy.

“Are you sure, Lord Brown? You must be aware of the potential consequences of this.”

“I’m not suggesting that we send her away to moulder in some damp asylum for years. What I’m suggesting is a short period in a comfortable but secure environment to bring her to her senses. I understand you're socially acquainted with the management of the Redhill hospital.”

“Indeed. Doctor Franks is a good friend of mine.”

“Well then. Commit her there. It will only be for two weeks; a sort of holiday for her. As you can see, the Reverend Blakeney has arranged it all with Doctor Franks and has already posted to me the committal certificate counter-signed by Doctor Franks himself. You must agree that her present attitude is more than enough to justify a diagnoses of hysteria and we don’t need to subject her to the real thing. We just need to lock her in a room so she can consider her marital options and I'm sure she’ll see the light.”

“You are correct in that a contentious disposition towards one’s father is generally recognised as indication of hysteria and reason enough to have her committed. Have you noticed any other odd behavioural traits?”

“The reverend asked me the same thing and there have been several recent inconsistences in her character. Indeed, I had to admit to myself that I cannot rule out the possibility that she indulges in onanism.”

“I see,” said the doctor. “That is serious. Well, as you say, there’s little to stop you having her legally committed and I can visit her in two weeks’ time to enact the release certificate, but do you really think that will do the trick?”

“We can only hope. I do believe that if she will have him, Reverend Blakeney himself would take her for his wife. He has even put his carriage at my disposal to take her to Doctor Franks; he said that its unfamiliarity will add more realism to her plight and it will avoid having the hospital van being seen to take her away. He said that there’s no need to alert the local community that I’m having my daughter committed, even if it is only a ploy. He is such a thoughtful and caring man, I would be happy to endorse such a choice as her husband, but at present she won’t even entertain the idea. I just don’t understand her.”

“Quite,” said the doctor. “Young women are often difficult to comprehend. I’m glad I only have sons, that’s all I can say. She must be such a trial to you, but a good looking woman nonetheless.”

Lord Brown smiled. “She’s the image of her mother. Yes… I can well see how some of the local lads could be attracted to her, but that’s all the more reason to see her safely married to a more suitable spouse.”

“I cannot say that I don’t hold reservations about this, Lord Brown, but I must applaud the resourcefulness of the scheme.” Doctor Taylor read the certificate through for the third time. “It says Miss Julia Brown. Is that an error?”

“The Reverend Blakeney thought it wise to disguise her identity as much as we may whilst staying within the law in case her whereabouts should be revealed and embarrass her in later life.”

The doctor sat gazing at the certificate as if in a trance. “Just give me a moment, Lord Brown…”

He was familiar with the committal of girls and young women to lunatic asylums, and it was not a matter that should be taken lightly. Hysteria was a very real disease and was affecting an increasing number of unmarried females. Its history was long, having been originally identified by the ancient Greeks who considered women’s irrational behaviour to be the result of a ‘wandering womb’ and it is only when she conceives that her condition is stabilized. The very word ‘hysteria’ is derived from the Greek word ‘hyster’ meaning uterus and has become a synonym for ‘madness’.

Of course, modern medicine had all but ruled out the concept of a wandering womb and the current theory, derived by the second century anatomist Galen, identified the real cause to be the retention of ‘female semen’, a substance that’s stored in the womb and mixes with male semen during marital relations. Excess female semen can enter the blood and corrupt it resulting in women’s irrational behaviour and the disease can only really be cured by regular sexual relations with her husband. If the woman is unmarried, as Juliette is, the female semen congests and could turn venomous within her causing all sorts of unwanted effects including, in the worse cases, paralysis and death.

Juliette’s rejection of her father’s choice of suitor, an eminently suitable churchman with his own income, is indeed indicative of hysteria without any accompanying symptoms and should be a cause for real concern, but this course of action is fraught with risks.

After several minutes of thought, he made a ‘Hurumph’ sort of sound and then, with a flourish, signed across the bottom, the second signatory necessary for a committal.

*

It was Thursday before Lord Brown received a confirmatory note from Reverend Blakeney.

All is agreed. Doctor Franks has a room available that will be ideal for your purposes. It’s not large, has a strong lock on the door, and bars on a window that looks out on nothing but a blank stone wall. There will be little to distract her from her musings, but the room itself is comfortable enough with a soft mattress and warm bedding.

My carriage will arrive at noon tomorrow to collect the signed committal certificate and Juliette for the transfer.

May God smile upon your endeavours.

Your ever faithful servant,

Reverend John Blakeney

*

Father and daughter stared at one-another across the length of the dinner table while Davies stood quietly in front of the dresser with a bottle of claret to hand.

“Juliette. This is my will…”

“I’m sorry, father, but I won’t have him. I don’t like the man.”

“How can you say that? You barely know him.”

“I know enough to say that I don’t like him. There’s something unsavoury about him.”

“He’s a churchman; how can he possibly be unsavoury? He has a sizable fortune that, when combined with this estate, will make you secure for life.”

“That is as maybe, but if I don’t like the man, life is liable to be very unpleasant.”

“Now you're just being silly. I really must insist, Juliette. Accept this man as a suitor or suffer the consequences.”

“If the consequence is a loveless life as an aging spinster, then I consider that the better of the two options. Furthermore, I am twenty-four years old and no longer a child. You cannot expect to impose your will on me.”

“I am still your father and you will obey me in this matter…”

Juliette had other ideas. She stood abruptly, sliding her chair back noisily on the stone floor and threw down her napkin to turn on her heel and leave the dining hall without another word. Lord Brown sagged in his chair like a punctured water sack. Juliette had sealed her fate, at least in the short term, and he must now commit to the plan the reverend had devised.

*

The next morning was sunny and unusually warm for early May. Juliette was about early, ate a boiled egg with a mug of fresh milk for breakfast, and then went over to the stables before her father was up. Ladybug seemed particularly fresh that morning and was happy to canter along the ridge with her mane and tail joining Juliette’s long hair like banners in the wind marking their progress.

She rode side-saddle as was the norm with her long riding habit draped over her knees and her left foot in the single stirrup. She envied the control men must be able to exert over their mounts with their legs astride and two stirrups, but she was, nevertheless, an accomplished horsewoman and with Ladybug she had a special understanding. Just the tiniest of signals was all the horse needed to determine her wishes, but she could be stubborn too and the signals weren’t all one way.

The chalk ridge they rode was bare of trees with only sheep to keep the grassland cropped short and offered far views to the south across numerous farmsteads with wheat fields glowing bright green in a patchwork of darker hedges and squat, red-brick buildings. Twenty miles to the south, the ground rose steeply again to form the South Downs and, in the verdant vale between the two lines of hills, nestled Petworth and Billingshurst, identified by their spires. The small village of Cranleigh to the south-east was closest with its church and broad shopping street plainly visible amongst the surrounding oaks and beeches.

Juliette turned Ladybug back to the east and they slowly walked the chalk track back to Barnbury. The horse seemed to sense her reluctance to confront her father again and she found herself chivvying him along. They stopped on the hillside above the hall and she gazed down at the smaller buildings huddled about the red brick mass of the hall. There were the barns and stables, the wash house and bake house close to the kitchen, and several small stores used to house goods and machinery. The farm cottages for the estate workers were a little distant and lined the lane leading to the Guildford Road. The cook, Ethel the young maid, and Davies and his wife all lived in the hall and, as she watched, she saw Ethel emerge from the kitchen and pick her way across the yard to the chicken coop to collect eggs. There was also Henry, the gardener, who had his own cottage a little way down the lane and, of course, Jack, who had lived in his own room at the back of the stables since the death of his parents.

There was no-one else moving at the back of the hall, but there was an unfamiliar, enclosed carriage parked at the front entrance with its coachman tending to the two horses. Juliette’s curiosity was peaked, but, when she tapped at his flanks, Ladybug was not keen to proceed and insisted on circumventing the hall along the west field track to approach the stables from the back. It amused Juliette and she allowed the horse his choice.

It was well after noon when she walked round the side of the house to the front entrance and approached the coachman. He was a large man wearing a dark suit of clothes and a peaked cap. The four wheeled carriage was painted black and was without any sort of decoration. It was a large vehicle with the driver’s seat high at the front and had close-fitting doors with small windows to either side; an ominous looking vehicle, but the pair of horses looked strong and in good health.

“Good morning,” said Juliette as she approached and the man looked up sharply with a sullen expression. He didn’t speak, but the door of the carriage opened and a second man stepped out. If anything, he was even bigger than the driver, more than six feet tall, with a pock-marked face and frenetic side whiskers escaping from beneath a bowler hat.

“Miss Juliette?” he asked and she stopped. She didn’t know this man and his demeanour frightened her. “You're to come with us please, miss. I have a committal notice for your apprehension.”


Chapter 3

The Plan Enacted

Juliette stared at the man in disbelief, surprising herself that she felt no panic. There had obviously been a mistake and it would likely take but a moment to correct. “This is rubbish. There’s been a mistake. I’ve not done anything…”

The man held up a piece of paper. “This notice has been legally signed by two doctors who have determined that you are insane.”

“But that’s ridiculous. Let’s speak to my father…” and she started towards the house.

“I’m afraid it was your father that consulted the doctors about your disease. You have been diagnosed as suffering from hysteria and it is our duty to transport you to a place of safety.”

“You mean an insane asylum? No… This can’t be happening. I’m not insane.”

“That’s not for me to judge, miss,” said the man with a serious expression on his face. “My job is merely to deliver you and, I suggest, it would be in your interests to make as little fuss as possible or else we will have no option but to restrain you and your staff would witness all.”

Juliette turned again towards the house and called, “Father…”, but the windows remained dark and the door firmly closed. In desperation, she dashed to the heavy oak entrance door, but it was bolted. She called again and hammered on the door with her fist, but within all remained quiet.

The man walked slowly up to her and laid a hand lightly on her shoulder. “This way, miss.” He turned her back towards the carriage and, in a daze, Juliette allowed herself to be led away. The man opened the carriage door and then stood aside as Juliette gathered up her skirts and climbed up into the dim interior.

Inside the hall, Lord Huckabee-Brown leaned heavily against the oak door and sighed. He was no longer so sure this was the right course to adopt, but it was out of his hands now. At least she wouldn’t come to any harm in the care of Doctor Franks and there was always the chance that the shock will bring her to her senses. He’ll give it a week and then visit her to see if she’s reconsidered. In two, he’ll bring her back home whether she’s accepted Reverend Blakeney or not. Even if she remains set against the man, she’ll perhaps give the next suitor more thought.

Huckabee-Brown moved to a window and watched the coachman climb up into his seat and slowly turn the horses towards the main road and Redhill.

*

It took two hours for the carriage to travel the twenty miles to Redhill and all that time Juliette sat silently on the bench seat opposite the man. He’d told her his name was Cotton, but wouldn’t say more, neither who he worked for nor where they were going. The carriage pulled into the courtyard of a coaching inn in the town of Redhill and the driver climbed down from his seat and appeared at the window.

“All good in there? She behaving ‘erself?”

“Good as gold,” said Cotton and grinned at Juliette.

“I’ll get a change of ‘orses and some beer. ‘Bout twenty minutes.”

“Right-o. We’ll stay here.”

The coachman, a man called Drake, disappeared again and Juliette heard movement outside as the horses were uncoupled and led away, and then the man was back again holding two tankards of beer. Cotton glanced at Juliette, and then opened the door to climb out and stretch himself in the sunshine. He took his beer and Juliette heard the men discussing the rest of the journey.

“Should be there by six,” said Drake. “She gonna be a problem?”

“Probably not. She’s as timid as a rabbit.”

“Even so, if I was you I’d put some chains on ‘er. Can’t be too careful.”

It was enough for Juliette. She’d had two hours to think about her plight; two hours to recall the tales she’d heard about places like the Bethlem Royal Hospital in Beckenham, otherwise known as Bedlam. She had no idea where they were taking her, but the signs weren’t good. Somewhere in East London if their timetable was anything to go by; it might even be Bedlam.

She peeped out the nearside door to see the two men chatting with their drinks held high and their backs to the carriage, and then she quietly opened the opposite door and stepped out. There was no shout or frantic scuffling sound, so she crept away towards the open road keeping the carriage between herself and the men. Once beyond the inn’s entrance gate, she put her head down and ran.

She’d gone more than fifty yards before she risked a glance over her shoulder only to see the men emerge from the gateway like hounds from a trap to stand in the centre of the road looking up and down the sparsely populated street. She ducked, but it was too late and heard their excited shout when they spotted her. She plunged right down a narrow back street past dismal, low cottages with grimy facades, and then left down a track that looked like it might lead to woodland. There was mud and horse dung wherever she stepped and inevitably she slipped, sullying her blouse and skirt and knocking her knee on the stony ground. The men were yet nowhere in sight and she forced herself to stand and hobble forward a few paces until there was a gap in the hedgerow. Beyond was a rough pasture, possible salvation if she could reach it, but her way was partly blocked by briers.

There was no time to think and she plunged through the brambles, tripping and sliding with the hungry pull of the brambles hindering her every move. And then she was through, tumbling headlong into the thick grass. Now on hands and knees, she crawled a few yards up behind the hedge and then into its lea, tucking herself into a ball under the overhanging bushes.

Shouts and footsteps crunched on the stony track. She held her breath, not daring to breath, and the sounds moved on up the track. Juliette didn’t move, but cowered lower into her bolt hole, hugging her knees and burying her head between her arms.

The voices returned.

“She must have gone down towards the mill.”

“Na… We’d have seen her.”

“Into one of those cottages, then.”

There was a few moments of silence and then a hoarse, gravelly sound that could have been suppressed mirth. “Well, look’ee here.”

“What is it?”

“Looks like a torn strip of petticoat to me… Let me have your knife.”

Fifteen feet away, Juliette closed her eyes as she heard Cotton cutting his way through the brambles and then they were both there, staring down at her with broad grins on their faces.

“C’mon, missy. Nuf games now; we have to get on. Up you get,” and she felt his big hand grab her arm and yank her to her feet.

“Cor, you whiff,” said Drake staring at the stains and clotted dirt on her blouse and riding skirts. Both her outer skirt and petticoat were torn from thigh to hem and the sleeve of her blouse was soiled with a mixture of dung and blood from where the briers had ripped at her flesh. She imagined her face and hair were no better with her cheek striped where she’d rubbed her eyes and her hair matted with mud.

They marched her back up the street, one on each arm, whilst she hobbled with her painful knee and tears blurring her vision, but once back at the coach, another problem reared: “I’m not travelling in the coach with you smelling like a dung heap; take off that skirt and blouse.”

“I shall not,” cried Juliette in alarm.

“Take them off or I’ll strip you now and you’ll travel naked as a baby.”

That morning she’d dressed for riding in a long riding habit and white blouse over a white lace petticoat and tall, button up riding boots. She wore no corset. She rarely did and, anyway, it would have been most uncomfortable on horseback.

Juliette directed the iciest look she could manage towards Cotton whilst she slowly unbuttoned the waistband of her skirt, allowed it to fall onto the muddy ground, and then stepped out of it. Cotton was unmoved and just regarded her with a stony stare waiting for her to do the same with her soiled blouse. With nothing beneath the blouse but the thin camisole top of her petticoat, Juliette hesitated, but when Cotton hefted the substantial knife he’d used to cut his way through the brambles she rapidly reconsidered and handed him the ripped and stained garment. He dropped it on the ground with the skirt and pushed her towards the door of the carriage.

“You’ll be sorry you treated me like this as soon as my father hears of it. He’ll have you in irons so fast…”

“I’m not the one about to be put in irons.”

“No… You can’t. Why are you doing this? I’ve done nothing wrong.”

“You’ve just made us run all over the town and I'm going to make sure it doesn’t happen again. Show me your hands.”

Dejectedly, Juliette sat on the bench seat and held out her wrists. “You make me feel like a criminal.”

“You are a lunatic, missy, legally committed to be incarcerated in an asylum for the insane until it is judged you're no longer a threat to the community.”

“But that’s ridiculous. It’s just because I refused to marry that horrible Reverend Blakeney, isn’t it?”

“It is because you have recklessly rebelled against the wishes of your father, an act that two qualified doctors consider to be symptomatic of the disease of hysteria and that, little miss, means that you're insane.”

Cotton pulled a wooden box out from beneath the seat and extracted a pair of iron cuffs that he wrapped about her wrists and sealed in place using two brass padlocks. Juliette groaned when she lifted her hands now locked together and weighed down by the iron, but Cotton was far from finished. He pulled out another length of chain and proceeded to unbutton her boots so that he could remove them and lock the fetters about her ankles. When he raised the end of the chain to join her wrists to the hobble now linking her bare feet, it was too much for her and she began shrieking, but he was prepared for that and forced a piece of rag into her mouth retained by a scarf wrapped around her lower face.

Still Juliette fought, bending her head low to tear at the scarf, but that was her final act of rebellion because Cotton then produced a black bag with a chain drawstring around its neck and, with one quick motion, pulled the bag over her head. With yet another lock keeping the chain drawn taut, she had no way to remove the bag or reach the gag and slumped back on the seat with a long pitiful wail.

Within the dark confines of her hood, she felt the carriage lurch as the Drake roused the horses and they rocked out of the yard and back onto the London road. Cotton was sitting beside her on the bench and suddenly she felt his hand on her chest, squeezing the soft flesh of her breast through the thin material. She squealed and the chains linking her limbs snapped taut as she tried to lift her hands from her lap, but her upper body was beyond her reach. Instead she dropped forward, folding at the waist to protect herself, but Cotton grabbed her shoulder and slammed her back against the seat.

“Stay put or else I’ll tie your neck to the top of the seat.” An uncomfortable silence descended on the carriage that was broken when Cotton whispered close to Juliette’s ear: “You think you're a lady and that ladies are different from lower class women, don’t you? You think only street sluts and prostitutes show their titties while you upper-class ladies hire wet nurses for your children so you don’t have to bare yours. Well, I have news for you… You're not an upper-class lady anymore; you're insane and that puts you in a whole new class of person.”

Suddenly Juliette began writhing about on the bench seat and shrieking, although nothing but muffled mewing sounds escaped from the bag. The cause of her consternation was the feel of the back of Cotton’s blade as it slid beneath the thin shoulder strap of her petticoat. With a flick, the strap parted and the front panel dropped away to reveal the soft white flesh of a breast and its pale pink nipple.

He tapped the flat of the blade against her nipple and like magic she became absolutely still with unseen tears filling her eyes and her hands pressed tightly into her lap. She was twenty-four years old and had never been with a man before, never even been kissed before, not romantically, and this was the first time she’d ever been touched amorously, if cotton’s groping could be so described. She sat bolt upright on the bench, silenced and blindfolded, as the rocking of the coach bounced her left breast in his cupped grip and he rolled her nipple between finger and thumb.


Chapter 4

Institutional Reception

The institution that was their destination was not the Redhill St Matilda Hospital, but a much smaller establishment situated in East London near the docks and it went by the rather flowery name of ‘Saint Agnes of the Lilies Asylum for Fallen Women’. Locally, it was just known as ‘Whores’ Asylum’, although at the request of the Local Authority and in order to maximise revenue it had opened its doors to any woman suffering from the unfortunate and disabling disease of hysteria.

The coach swung off the main road between a greengrocer’s shop with its sparse wares displayed in wooden crates on the stone slabbed pavement and a long, low brick building with small, dark windows, most likely an office associated with the docks less than quarter of a mile distant. Coal fires had discoloured stone and brick alike until all looked black with window glass grey and opaque. Once off the main road, the narrow street curved gently down-hill between unkempt cottages with doors opening directly onto the roadway, tightly shuttered wooden sheds, and the blank brick or timber-clad facades of warehouses.

The road turned at the river and the foul stench of mildew and sewage hung like a mist across the packed earth over which the carriage now jogged. To the left, away from the water, was another anonymous brick wall unbroken by door or window until they stopped by a gated portal for carriages. Drake called out with a voice that echoed hollow from the river, until a small, wiry man appeared with a bunch of keys and removed the padlock and chain from the gates. With a creak, the gates swung open and the coach moved on.

They rolled over a cobbled yard with voices sounding distant and muffled to Juliette. Movement stopped once more and she heard the coach door open and felt Cotton climb out to leave her sitting silent and alone. She bent forward to explore the lock about her neck that retained the bag over her head, but its removal was beyond her. She touched the chains locked about her ankles and linked to her wrists, and tugged at her torn garment to try and cover herself, but soon it was the tears that again filled her eyes with the hopelessness of her situation that alarmed her most. She must not give in to tears of despair if only to prevent her nose blocking; with the gag obstructing her mouth, she risked suffocation within the hood if she couldn’t breathe.

How could her father have condoned this? What she took to be his displeasure at her reluctance to marry Reverend Blakeney could surely not have resulted in this?

*

Thirty feet away in a small sitting room with padded armchairs and a polished wooden table, her future was being discussed.

“We’ve been expecting you.” It was Mr Patcher who spoke; a short, portly man with a bald head who had the honour of being the keeper of the asylum. His voice was an octave higher than Cotton’s and sounded almost feminine.

“And lo and behold, here we are,” exclaimed Cotton with a grin. “She’s in the carriage awaiting your pleasure.”

Cotton passed Patcher the certificate and he studied it in the dim light from the small window whilst he sipped his glass of claret. “Miss Julia Brown…” he muttered to himself. “Blakeney told me she was a lady.”

“Indeed she is: Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown, but you must keep her real identity secret. No-one else here must know.”

“And he said that there was a maintenance fund to subsidise her upkeep.”

Cotton hesitated at that point before extracting a small purse from his breast pocket. He would have liked to keep all of the money Huckabee-Brown had given; that was now impossible, but, in any case, he had already extracted his ‘fee’. Patcher emptied the coins into his palm and counted them. “Six guineas. And how long am I expected to house her with this?”

“That will be more than enough to cover the first month. After that you'll have to negotiate with Reverend Blakeney. But bear in mind that we all know that you’ll make a lot more money from her than that…”

“Well, that depends what she looks like.”

“I don’t think you'll be disappointed. Blakeney has no problem with you exploiting your good fortune. In fact, it could even work to his advantage, but on no account should the girl be impregnated or sullied. He doesn’t want her ending up pregnant or with the pox.”

“Is she intact?”

“I don’t know. Probably not; she’s a horse rider after all, but just make sure nobody actually fucks her. Blakeney will have little regard for any that do and may hold you equally responsible.”

Patcher slowly replaced his glass on the table beside him. “Mr Cotton…” The little man puffed out his chest and stared hard at his much larger visitor. “You may tell the Reverend Blakeney that I will do all I can to comply with his ‘request’, but I cannot guarantee the girl will remain inviolate. If he’s not satisfied with that, then he should look to house her elsewhere.”

“I don’t ask for her complete inviolability; just that she’s not whored out, at least not unless the reverend gives his say-so. He has long-term plans for her that will necessitate her remaining if not exactly a virgin, then at least healthy.”

“I understand,” said Patcher. “So… Let’s see this wench.”

Cotton moved to the doorway and called to Drake to bring her in. Juliette heard too, and then heard the carriage door open and Drake’s gruff voice. “C’mon. Time to meet your keeper,” and she felt his rough hand grasp her arm and pull her towards the door. All at once, she felt herself toppling forwards and she fell over his shoulder to be spun round and deposited on her feet on the cobbled ground. “This way,” and he pulled her again so that she stumbled blindly forward with short steps and her wrists pulled low against her thighs.

She couldn’t see and she couldn’t speak, and grunted as she tried to twist away, but the man’s grip was firm and gave her little option other than to comply. Her skin hurt where the brambles had scratched and her bare feet hurt on the hard, rounded cobbles. They felt warm in the sunshine and the bright rays on her skin, instead of promising soporific peace, only reminded her of her partial nakedness.

She was pushed over the threshold onto wooden floorboards and sensed the temperature drop. A hand was on her left shoulder and she felt it slide the strap of her camisole down her arm until the garment dropped down about her waist and both breasts were revealed.

“Nice titties…” said a high voice. “Bit of a skinny runt though…” and podgy fingers squeezed the flesh at her waist. “What’s she like under that petticoat?”

Juliette squealed and pressed her hands harder into her lap, but, to her surprise, she was spun round and bent over until her head and shoulders were locked under Drake’s arm. Then the skirts of her petticoat were lifted.

“Silk stockings and garters, but no bloomers…” exclaimed the squeaky voice.

“No,” said Cotton. “Quite the fashion among some young women, I believe.”

“Whores never wear ‘em, but then again, I know no whores that wear silk stockings even if they are torn…”

Juliette squirmed and tried to kick out at her antagonist, but the chain between her ankles snapped taut to hurt her ankles and make the effort ineffective. The podgy hand now squeezed more flesh.

“Nice bum and ‘er legs are long and straight.”

To her relief, Drake released his hold and she sprung upright as her petticoat skirts fell back and she was spun around again. Then there was someone touching the lock at her throat and the bag was tugged from her head. Before her stood Patcher, shorter than her but so much stouter. And he was holding a short cane.

“You didn’t exaggerate. She is a pretty thing, but a bit soiled. She’ll need a good soaking… Yes, Very pretty”

Now she could see those about her, Juliette was anxious to speak, but the cloth filling her mouth allowed nothing more than muffled grunts that only served to amuse Patcher.

“My name, missy, is Mr Patcher and I shall be responsible for your welfare until such time as you regain your sanity. Now, there’s only two things you ought to know and chief among them is that I am God around here; whatever I say goes. Got it?”

She just stared at him with wide eyes. This was all so bizarre it was like a dream… a nightmare. Like a mongoose striking a snake, Patcher flicked the cane through the air to strike the tip of her left breast. She screamed and doubled up, folding forward, but Drake dragged her upright again. Tears of pain were now flowing down her cheeks to make pale streaks in the stains of dark mud.

“Got it?” repeated Patcher and this time Juliette nodded. “Good. Second, I expect you to be silent unless asked a question and to obey any commands me or my deputy keepers give you. D’you hear that? You do it straight away whatever it is and you’ll be alright. Shout and scream and you get hit. It won’t do you any good shouting or screaming anyway. There’s nobody ‘ere that’s gonna ‘elp you.”

Juliette twitched when he lifted his hand again, but he only touched her mud-caked hair. “Yeah… You need a good soaking.”

He walked over to another door and yelled down the passage and, within a few moments, a young boy appeared in the doorway who probably wasn’t even in his teens. “Ellis. Take Miss Brown to the yard, tear off those rags, and wash ‘er down. Then get Bendall to see me for ‘er keys.” Patcher turned back to Juliette. “You go with ‘im and remember what I said. Do what ‘e tells you and you'll be alright.”

“Shall I take off ‘er gag Mr Patcher?”

“No. Bendall will do that. Off you go now.”

Ellis walked over to Juliette and took her by the elbow to lead her gently through the door and down the passage. When they were out of ear-shot, he asked quietly: “Are you a screamer?”

She looked down at him and slowly shook her head.

“Well, I can see you're not a whore ‘cos they don’t usually chain them, so you have to be insane.”

Juliette shook her head again and Ellis smiled. “They all say that, but it don’t do ‘em no good. At least ‘ere you get a roof over yer ‘ead. You look like you’ve been sleeping in the ‘edgerows.”

She shook her head again, but the boy didn’t notice.

“Ere we are. Hold still while I rip off these torn clothes.”


Chapter 5

Confinement

Ellis grabbed hold of what was left of her camisole and tore it from her waist, but she squealed and backed away when he tried to grab the waistband of her petticoat.

“Hey, come on. You ‘eard what Patcher said, now stand still.”

It was obvious to her that this was an argument she had no hope of winning and reluctantly she allowed him to rip the buttons from the back and then tear the material all the way down to the hem. It slid from her legs to leave her wearing nothing but the silk stockings, but instead of leering at her nakedness, Ellis seemed to barely notice. He was too busy filling a ewer from a water trough.

“Bendall will ‘ave to take those stockings off after he removes yer chains…” he muttered and, with no preamble, he emptied the cold water over her head, rubbed her hair with his hands, and then went to refill the jug. Six times the boy repeated the act, each time working lower down her body until she was shivering, but the same shade of pale pink all over. Her hair, although perhaps not actually clean, was at least no longer caked with mud.

“You stand there and dry off while I get Bendall. E’ll take those chains off and give you something to wear.” So saying, Ellis hurried away to leave Juliette alone and she peered along the passage watching him go. She thought that if she curled up into a ball, she might be able to reach the gag tied behind her head that was keeping the bunched cotton rag in her mouth, but then what? Chained as she was, she couldn’t go anywhere. Better to wait and see what happens next.

What happened was that the boy returned in the company of a much older man. Bendall was at least fifty, muscular in build but no taller than Juliette, and had a thick, grey beard that more than compensated for his bald crown. His clothes were grubby and his hands gnarled and blackened with grime. He was carrying yet more chains and a grey garment.

Bendall dropped his burden in a heap on the stone floor and walked slowly around Juliette, assessing her like a farmer might assess a new animal. Then he stepped behind her and untied the scarf about her face so that she could spit out the cloth.

He moved to stand close in front of her and studied her face, staring at her eyes, her nose, and her hair. She moved when he lifted his hand, but the snapped command “Stand Still” was delivered with such caustic venom that she froze. His hand grabbed her chin and twisted her head to the left and right so he could see her ears and then pulled open her jaw to inspect her teeth.

Satisfied, he moved back a fraction and allowed his hand to slide down her neck until he was holding a breast.

“Nice titties, missy. Not too flat nor too saggy. Yeah… A good, firm handful with nice big nipples.” He tested this last observation by rolling her teat between finger and thumb. The episode was so surreal that Juliette almost thanked him for his compliments, but reality seeped back into focus with his next words.

“Hysterical belligerence…” he muttered. “Contrary and quarrelsome. Don’t know yer place, do yer? I’m amazed that you females never seem to learn.”

“I’m not belligerent,” muttered Juliette.

“That’s not what it says on the committal certificate; I can read, y’know. It said that you refused to accede to your father’s will.”

“I am an adult woman; I have no need to agree with everything he says.”

Bendall face broke out into a broad grin. “Really? And how far has that attitude got you?”

“There’s been a mistake. I’m Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown of Barnbury Hall. I shouldn’t be here.”

The grin on Bendall’s face, if anything, increased in width. “I doubt that,” he said. “Patcher’s already told me that that would be what you’d say and ‘e showed me the certificate; it says ‘Miss Julia Brown’, no ‘Lady’ anywhere. And even if it was true, it would make no difference ‘ere. You are ‘ere cos you ‘ave been certified as insane and it is my job to keep you safe and secure so that you're not a danger to yourself or the community. It’s not my job to cure your insanity; that will be up to the visiting doctor.”

“And when will the doctor see me?”

“Oh, he comes regular as clockwork every three months. He’ll be here again about the middle of September. Now then, no more talking. Turn around.”

July… How was it possible for her life to implode like it had? Surely this can’t be happening. Bendall pushed her round and her mind snapped back to the present. She closed her eyes when she sensed him squat down behind her and imagined what he was looking at, but his hands were on the shackles around her ankles that Cotton had fitted. The chains dropped to the ground to free her legs and then his hands were on the silk stockings on her legs. She shuddered, but he didn’t linger and instead, slipped the fine material down her legs.

“I don’t know who gave you these. They would have been expensive once, before they got all torn. Steal ‘em, did you?”

“They're mine. They belong to me…”

“Now don’t you go lying to me, girlie. I don’t care what you tell others, but you tell me the truth or else you'll feel my cane.”

Bendall didn’t press the point so Juliette lapsed into silence again, carefully stepping out of the stockings once they were around her feet. Then he picked up the shackles he brought with him and closed the first about an ankle.

“No, please… You don’t need to do that. I won’t run away.”

“Indeed you won’t. We’ll make sure of that. Can’t have mad folks just wandering the streets.”

“I’m not mad,” she muttered with a barely audible voice.

“So them two doctors didn’t know what they were doing. Or perhaps they were lying.”

“I don’t know. I don’t even know who has signed the certificate and I don’t believe they know me.”

“I sees… A conspiracy to lock you up. We get told that often enough by women surprised to find themselves ‘ere. My wife nags me or my wife is withholding my marital rights is always lies. Well, I’ve got news for you, missy: often it’s true and the diagnosis is justified, although I am willing to admit that maybe that’s not always the case. Many’s the time when a woman ends up ‘ere just cos ‘er husband wants to install his mistress in the home, but who am I to question the wisdom of two doctors? If they say you’re dangerous and should be locked away, that’s good enough for me.”

Bendall wrapped the manacle about her other ankle and closed its padlock to seal it in place. The iron was much heavier than Cotton’s chains and the links were rusty.

“But that doesn’t apply to you, does it? The certificate calls you Miss and not Missis, so you're not married. And it says that your symptoms are belligerence and a contempt for the wishes of your father. Do you deny that you refused to obey his wishes? No… Of course you don’t because it’s true. Your condition has been correctly diagnosed and you, missy, are here properly and legally, so get used to it. You no longer ‘ave any legal rights until those in charge say you're cured and until that time, you and your pretty little body ‘ere belongs to me. Now, hold out your ‘ands…”

Bendall unlocked the cuffs from her wrists and the last of Cotton’s chains dropped to the floor. Then he passed her a canvas dress. The material was heavy and coarse, but she suddenly felt enormous gratitude and eagerly stepped into it and pushed her arms through the short sleeves. It was high-necked at the front with laces down the back and Bendall turned her around to tighten them and pull the material close about her hips and waist. The hem touched her ankles, but the sleeves were too short. She didn’t care; at least now she was no longer naked and displayed like some erotic curiosity.

Ellis had sat quietly on a window ledge observing all that was happening and now was happy to follow as Bendall led Juliette along the passage through which he came. She padded along despondently on bare feet with the hobble chain clinking on the stone slabs in her wake. The passage led to the cells, but first they had to traverse a long hall that held more than two dozen women. They were a poor lot. Most of them were aged or at least looked aged to Juliette and all wore grey, one-piece smocks similar to her own that were dirty and shapeless. They were sitting against the outer walls or lying on straw mattresses next to the walls and each of them wore iron collars that were locked to wall staples by six-foot iron chains. Above them, well out of reach, was a row of small open vents that let dim light filter through the fetid air to illuminate the dust motes released by the straw.

As Juliette walked through the hall, tired eyes and blank expressions followed her progress with disinterest. Nobody spoke other than soft chanting from one old woman and a pitiful howl from another. None of them were able to touch their neighbours and none seemed to have any interest in trying.

They passed through a second heavy wooden door at the far end of the hall and were then in another passage. It was dark with the only light coming from an oil lamp that was burning half way along the passage. To either side, the long walls were broken at regular intervals by wooden doors, each with a small, round viewing hole cut in its centre.

As they passed the first door, Juliette caught sight of a young woman sitting on the edge of a bunk. She was a handsome girl not much older than Juliette herself with fair hair and grey, piercing eyes. She’d drawn her knees up to her chest and was facing the door, the two young women silently staring at each other through the door’s peephole. The girl held a woollen blanket over her shoulders for warmth, although the material did little to cover her nakedness, and with her free hand clasped the iron collar about her neck.

Bendall saw Juliette peering through the door and stopped with an amused expression. “That’s Emily in there. Not been ‘ere long. Cost ya four shillings if you want to spend time with ‘ere. One of our better payers, but, of course, she won’t last long. She was taken from the streets by the bobbies for pickpocketing, but she smiled at the judge so instead of jailing ‘er, they certified ‘ere insane. At least in ‘ere she can be useful to society for a while.

“You’ve made her a prostitute,” said Juliette quietly.

“She was probably one anyway; most of you lot are. Anyway, we are the house of ‘Fallen Women’. Look around you, missy. How else do you expect us to make this place pay?”

Juliette felt a cold chill slide down her spine and with apprehension, she looked through the hole in the door opposite. The girl inside was in the same situation as Emily, but looked tired and haggard. She was as thin as a rake with small breasts and the bones of her shoulders and hips were all too visible beneath her taut skin.

They moved on down the line of doors passing twelve in all, each holding a young woman. The manner of their restraints and the condition in which they bore their suffering varied considerably. All appeared to be chained to the wall, but not all were naked; some wore the same drab grey canvas frock that Juliette now wore. At least two of the girls actually smiled at Juliette when they saw her face appear at the portal, one of them opening her legs suggestively as she sat on her bunk to reveal a thatch of wiry, black hair above flushed and puffy labial lips.

And then there were the ones that bore additional restraints in the form of iron head cages. Three of the women were so hampered and Bendall explained with relish that it was because they were noisy or argumentative. The cages were a medieval idea and held spiked tabs in their mouths against their tongues to make attempted speech painful and the result unintelligible.

The last two occupied cells were different again. One had a naked woman spread-eagled on her bunk with her limbs chained to the four corners and the other had the girl with her head and hands locked into a wooden yoke that sat atop her shoulders. She gazed blankly at Juliette with her legs curled beneath her and her naked breasts red and bruised.

“These are the ones that make life difficult for us,” said Bendall. “They won’t accept the inevitable and so they have to be coerced. Let this be a lesson to you, missy: the dress you're wearing and the freedom you might enjoy come at a cost. Shout and scream at the visitors and you get the head cage; kick and fight with those that are just trying to be affectionate and you get restrained so you can't hurt anyone. After all, nobody wants an insane woman scratching and kicking whilst they're trying to be friendly, do they?”

Her fate was laid bare all too plainly and Juliette felt herself overcome with a dizzying sensation that caused her to fall against the wall. Ellis cried out and Bendall caught her before she could drop to the floor.

“Bit tired, are we? Never mind, the next one’s yours,” and he pushed open the wooden door to the next cell. The cells were all the same: eight feet square and eight feet high with an open vent near the ceiling to allow light and fresh air into the void. Against the outside wall was a narrow bunk and just above it, an iron staple was cemented into the brickwork with a chain and open collar already attached.

Bendall laid her onto the bunk and, only half conscious, she pushed herself up weakly. He’d already closed the collar around her neck and sealed it with a lock, and reality came crashing back into focus. The chain was heavy and rust encrusted and tears now filled her eyes and ran down her cheeks as she pulled at it feebly in an attempt to dislodge it from the wall.

“Please, Mr Bendall. There’s been a terrible mistake. I really am Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown and I shouldn’t be here. Please tell my father…”

Bendall just smiled. “Now that will be quite enough of that. This is your room now and it’s not as damp as some. You’ll be able to hear the ships on the river and sometimes, when it’s foggy and the wind is right, you might hear men on the docks, but I wouldn’t bother calling out; the men can’t hear you and all you’ll achieve is to earn yourself a brank.” She looked about her at the bare stone walls and shivered. “It’ll be dark in an hour. Before then, Ellis will bring you some food and a blanket. There’s a bucket under the bunk if you need it; don’t soil the bunk or your clothes. Tomorrow there will be breakfast and then you might have visitors. The doors open at nine until six in the evening.”

She stared at him, unable to absorb the information. “Who will be visiting me?”

“Who can tell? Whoever it is, be nice to them. You’ll soon settle in and, you never know, you might come to like it here. Some girls do... You get looked after, clothed and fed, and given a bed; you could do a lot worse. Be co-operative and don’t act up and you’ll be fine. Make a fuss and you’ll be bound to regret it.”

With that, Bendall turned and walked out of the door leaving young Ellis grinning inanely at Juliette. “Most of the men are quite kind and some of the ladies too,” he said. “They mostly come just to see what a mad woman looks like, but you're the prettiest one here now, so I should think a lot of them will want to pay for extras.”

Again, Juliette’s blood run cold while Ellis just turned and walked through the open door totally oblivious to the effect his words had on her.


Chapter 6

The First Tourists

Juliette’s world had now been reduced to the rudimentary bunk against a cold brick wall within the small cell. She couldn’t actually walk about the cell; the chain linking her to the wall was only six feet long. Ellis gave her bread and a watery broth made from potatoes to eat, water to drink, and a coarse woollen blanket to sleep under, but she didn’t get much sleep. Her mattress was stuffed with straw and she imagined she could feel the wildlife moving about under her.

In the early hours, she sat in the twilight gazing at the dim outline of the cell door ajar with the dark passage beyond. The collar felt heavy about her neck and was already beginning to graze her skin. Beside her, the links of the chain were gathered on the bunk like a coiled snake before they rose above her shoulder to the wall staple and they brought home to her all too clearly the reality of her situation.

Of course she wasn’t insane, just obsessed with the wrong man, but even if she was suffering from a curable disease, how was chaining her to the wall of this hell going to help her? She didn’t feel at all like a patient. She was a prisoner and that redefined status meant that she had no rights. Her body was no longer her own and its new owners showed every indication of making full use of it.

So bizarre and alien was her situation that it was difficult to believe it was really happening. She’d heard about the prostitutes that haunt the seedier parts of cities and the lurid acts they may perform, but their existence was so detached from her own, they remained vague wraiths in her imagination. She’d even read stories late at night of invading Mongol hoards and Barbary pirates and the dreadful fates that befell innocent girls and women who fell into their hands, but that’s all they were: stories. She didn’t for a moment think that such a fate could ever threaten her, and yet here she was chained to the damp wall of a cell in a mental asylum.

She still couldn’t believe this is what her father intended for her. There had been a terrible mistake and once people realised that, she’d be rescued and returned home. Of course, that’s what will happen; how was any other possibility even tenable?

*

Ellis roused her with a dish of bread and cheese, but just laughed when she asked for water for washing. Bendall came round later before the doors opened for visitors to make sure she knew what was required of her.

“I've been speaking to Mr Patcher about you. ‘E says you're special and until ‘e says so, we’re not to let you consort too intimately with the visitors, so no porking for you.”

“What…” She felt stupid. She sounded like she was upset by being deprived of one of life’s great pleasures, but, of course, the opposite was true. He was telling her that she wouldn’t be expected… no, wouldn’t be allowed to satisfy the visitors’ carnal lusts. She had no idea why because the rule didn’t seem to apply to any of the other girls, but she was so relieved she felt like crying.

“I won’t be having any visitors then?”

“Oh, you’ll get to see the visitors right enough, but no whoring, see; Patcher’s orders. You just do what yer told and yer be alright. Now, sit on the side of the bed and wait.”

It was half an hour before she heard any more voices and then there were cries and laughter in equal measure from further along the corridor. The sounds slowly came nearer until suddenly her cell door was thrown open and a middle-aged couple walked in. Their clothes were grubby, but had once been expensive. The man was a little shorter than Juliette with greasy greying hair, a receding hairline, and the obligatory bushy moustache, this one a little out of control and in need of a trim. He wore a three-piece suit and a bowler hat and his leather shoes were obviously his best pair, but were now muddied by the unpaved lane. His companion, probably his wife, was a much larger woman with a coarse, high-pitched laugh and a substantial bosom. She was dressed in a faded blue dress with a large bustle over a tight corset that was doing little to control her girth. Soiled white brocade decorated the low neck-line and the garment was liberally stained around its hem where it had dragged along the ground.

“Ooo,” said the woman. “She’s a pretty one.”

Her husband agreed. “Mr Bendall says she only arrived last night. She’s one of them insane ones.”

“I’m not insane,” whispered Juliette.

The woman stepped back a pace. “She can speak…”

“Of course I can speak. I’m Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown of Barnbury Hall in Surrey. Please… You must tell my father I'm locked up here.”

Both of her visitors stared at her with open mouths and then the woman almost burst with laughter. “She thinks she’s a lady. She’s the maddest one so far. If you were a lady, dearie, you wouldn’t be chained to the wall. Gaud luv’us. The very idea,” and she slapped her husband on the back so hard that he stumbled forward. That was the moment that Bendall appeared in the doorway.

“She says she’s a lady,” repeated the woman and started a fresh round of laughter. “This one really is insane.”

Bendall just glowered at Juliette. “Show ‘em yer bubbies.”

“What…”

“Yer bubbies; show ‘em yer bubbies.”

“No… Please, just leave me alone.”

“That’s not how it works, missy. These good people have paid money to see you, now give ‘em their money’s worth.”

“Yes, Lady Whatever-Yer-Name. Show my ‘Enry ‘ere yer titties.”

“And you remember what I told you,” added Bendall. “What you have ‘ere should be considered reward for good behaviour. I hope that’s well understood.”

The woman gave Bendall a curious look and then turned back to Juliette with an even more manic expression. “Come on, then. We’ve saved up all week to come and see the mad women.”

Juliette’s frightened eyes flicked from one to the next to the next. All three of them were staring back at her, the two visitors with fixed rictus grins and Bendall with a cold stare that hinted at impatience. Her mind flashed to the two girls in the adjacent cells, one spread out on her bunk and the other trapped with the yoke. Neither had any chance of protecting themselves from the unwelcome attentions of visiting tourists intent on satisfying their own carnal fantasies. Tears blurred her vision as she slowly unfastened the buttons on the front panel of her tunic, one on each shoulder, and then allowed the whole panel to fall to her waist to once more lay bare creamy white breasts to strangers’ eyes. She didn’t even try to cover herself; there was no point.

“There… Look at that. See, she ain’t no lady. Ladies don’t show their titties. She’s nothing but a common prossi.”

Henry, initially over-shadowed by the enthusiasm of his wife, now stepped forward and grabbed at Juliette. She shrieked and tried to snatch his hands away, but his grip was fierce and his fingers were digging deep into the soft flesh.

“I wanna see her cunny,” he said with barely controlled excitement bubbling in his voice.

“Aw now, that costs more. You ‘aven't paid for that.”

“’Ow much more?” asked the woman.

“A shilling.”

“A shilling,” she screeched, but Henry just said that he’d pay the price.

Juliette was now terrified and started slapping at Henry’s hand. When that didn’t appear to work, she began screaming and struck out at his face with fingers curled like talons, but Bendall, with calm deliberation and consummate ease, merely raised the chain to her collar to drag her to her feet. He was as strong as a bear and suddenly she was much more concerned with breathing as the iron collar began choking her and her fingers pawed uselessly at her neck.

Henry wiped a drop of blood from his cheek where Juliette’s fingernails had cut and now grinned at the girl. She was on tiptoe and had both hands curled around the chain rising behind her head to try to ease the pressure on her throat. The front panel of her tunic had dropped to below her waist and her naked breasts were dancing about on her chest as she hopped frantically from toe to toe.

“Go on, Henry. See what she’s got,” goaded the woman and he pulled at the hem of the skirt, raising it like a theatre curtain to reveal the thin, blonde down on her pubis. Juliette at first tried to kick him, but the hobble chain was too short and she bruised her ankles. Then she tried to raise one knee to close her legs together, but Bendall pulled her to the side to unbalance her and she dropped it again.

“She’s just like you,” said the man to his wife. “But not as fat,” he added.

“A skinny little runt,” observed his wife.

Henry had now snatched at her crotch. “She don’t feel as soft as you do, my dear.” With bright eyes, Henry turned to Bendall. “How much to ‘ave ‘er?”

“She’s not for ‘aving; not yet anyways. Boss says you can touch but no rooting.”

“But she’s a prossi; that’s what they're for…”

Then his wife joined in: “Go on. Let ‘im ‘ave ‘er. She looks like she needs a good stretching; she’s fair jumping up and down on ‘is ‘and. If we lays ‘er on the bed, I can sit on ‘er to keep ‘er still while Henry plays ‘er an squeezes ‘er titties. ‘E’s very good, y’know; she’ll love it.”

“You’ll ‘ave to come back in a month or so if you want to play with this one, but you can choose from any of the others.”

“I bet you take what you want every evening,” said Henry sourly.

“I’m a keeper; I can do what I want with ‘em.”

“Come on, ‘Enry. Let’s go see the one next door.”

Henry took a last look at Juliette and reluctantly removed his hand. She didn’t appear to notice; her mouth was open and her eyes were beginning to bulge, but as the couple departed through the door, Bendall released his hold on the chain and she collapsed on the bunk.

“Stupid girl… Do that again and I’ll fix the chain to the roof. I don’t know why Patcher’s not allowing you to root, perhaps ‘e’s saving you for ‘imself, but meanwhile I’ve gotta stand ‘ere just to make sure you behave and I don’t like it, see… Now, there’s going to be lots more visitors and I don’t want any complaints. Show ‘em what they want and I’ll try to make sure they don’t go doing anything they shouldn’t.

*

It was late that evening when Bendall and Patcher sat together in Patcher’s study and shared a bottle of scotch. It was a working meeting:

“It can’t go on… I can’t spend all day with ‘er.”

“Has she not earned her keep today?”

“Oh, I don’t doubt it. She got more than any of the others even though she wasn’t whoring, but that’s not the point; I haven’t the time to spend all day watching her. Why can’t we just leave ‘er to get on with it like all the others?”

“Believe me, we can’t. I have accepted her here on condition that she remains unsullied. I suspect the gentleman responsible for her present situation has designs on her himself and I don’t recommend anyone to interfere with her; he’s not someone you’d want to upset.”

“Well, neither am I,” retorted Bendall. “She a menace. When she’s not biting and scratching, she’s telling people she’s a lady and asking them to send a message to someplace in Surrey.”

“Is she? That could be a problem.”

“Nobody believes her.”

“Not yet, but we can’t risk it.”

“You’re not telling me that she really is a lady?”

Patcher just shrugged.

“Well that problem’s easily solved with a brank, but it doesn’t get over my main headache. Either you hire someone to watch over ‘er all the time, or we’ll have to stop ‘er visitors.”

“Or we just make it so she can’t root.”

Bendall sipped at the whisky while he considered this. “Well… you have two options. You could lock an iron belt on her. That would certainly make her impenetrable, but I don’t think our visitors would think much of it. The other way is just to peg ‘er and then, at least, folk could still see ‘er.”

“Have you checked to see if she’s still a virgin?”

“Is that important? I can fit the peg whether she’s a virgin or not.” He took another sip of whisky while his imagination considered his morning’s tasks. “You know it’s likely to excite ‘er?”

“Ah, yes. Of course… We haven’t been asked to turn ‘er into a prossie, but it shouldn’t matter to us if she gets a wee bit obsessed. In fact, it may even help if she starts seeking attention instead of trying to avoid it and if she’s sealed up, it can do no ‘arm. Try it tomorrow. Get the lads to ‘elp you fit it.”

*

Juliette spent a restless night wrapped in the coarse blanket, but the morning brought with it a stifling heat in the still, fetid air. Ellis brought her breakfast soon after dawn and then told her she should use the bucket under the bunk because ‘she might not have another opportunity till the evening’.

“What?” asked Juliette confused.

“Bendall just told me to say, ‘use the bucket while you can’.”

An hour later, Bendall walked in. He was not alone; there was Ellis and another man she’d not seen before, a big man with thick arms and a bushy beard that made him look more like a monkey than a man. Juliette shrieked when she saw them and cowered against the wall. “No… What are you going to do? Please, leave me alone.”

We can’t ‘ave you attacking the visitors now, can we? I did warn you, but you wouldn’t listen, so now we ‘ave to try something different.”

The gorilla grabbed hold of her arms and pushed her face down on the bunk, holding her in place while Bendall unlaced the dress. With the laces loosened, she was flipped over and, ignoring her screams, the garment pulled from her arms. Ellis passed Bendall the yoke he was carrying, this one a 3 foot long iron bar with a hinged opening hoop at its centre that was destined to fit around her neck.

All the while, Juliette fought and screeched, but the men all but ignored her tantrum. They worked like a well-oiled machine: the gorilla pulled her upright on the bed while Bendall opened the collar of the yoke at its hinge by folding its two arms back. When straightened, the bar closed around her neck and pushing Juliette back down onto the bed made it impossible for her to open it again. Bendall completed the operation by linking the two sides of the collar at her throat with another lock. All that remained was to strap each wrist to the ends of the bar using the leather straps provided.

The gorilla pulled her to her feet by lifting the bar and her canvas dress slipped slowly over her hips and down her legs while Juliette watched powerless to intervene. She was frantic; her worst nightmare was happening and she could do nothing to avoid it.

“Please, Mr Bendall. You can’t do this. I promise I won’t fight anymore,” but Bendall wasn’t listening.

“Good,” he said inspecting his handiwork. Now that the garment had been whisked away from her feet, Juliette was left completely naked with her hands held uselessly at shoulder height and her ankles still hobbled together. “Hold ‘er steady, Joe, while I fit ’er head cage.”

“What…” she exclaimed and then watched with wide eyes as Ellis passed Bendall the evil-looking ironwork. “No… You mustn’t. What are you doing?”

“What do you think? I told you not to talk to the visitors, but you kept asking them to do favours for you.”

“I only want someone to tell my father where I am.”

“Why do you suppose he doesn’t know?”

This stopped her dead. She’d not considered that. Cotton had said that it was her father that had asked that she be committed, but surely he wouldn’t condone sending her here.

“In any case, it doesn’t matter anymore,” continued Bendall. “You won’t be able to speak to anyone from today.” While Joe the gorilla held the yoke, Bendall opened the back of the tiny iron cage so that it would fit against her face. “These things were invented in medieval times and they're still useful today. They stop disobedient girls like you from nagging and chattering.”

From the front, the cage consisted of iron bands around her forehead, cheeks, and neck riveted to a central medial band that crossed the crown of her head, divided either side of her nose and mouth and curled under her chin. From the back, the cage appeared to be a continuation of the bands, but, in order that it could be fitted, actually comprised two doors hinged behind her ears. And then there was the last little detail, the whole point of the contraption, the brank. A metal tab about 2 inches long projected into the cage where her mouth would be and, clearly visible on its underside, were the three small spikes that would control its occupant.

“We’ll remove it when it’s time for you to eat.”

“Please, Mr Bendall. You mustn’t leave me like this. I can't protect myself and I won’t even be able to speak.”

“You will not and that’s entirely your own fault.”

“But…” Words seemed to fail her, but Bendall reminded her of her main concern by sliding his hand between her legs. “Ah… No, please. You mustn’t leave me like this.”

“This is what young girls who are insane ‘ave to do; this is ‘ow they pay their way. You don’t suppose we lodge you here out of the kindest of our hearts, do you? You're here to earn money and pay your way while you're diseased body slowly heals.”

“No. I can't… You mustn’t…”

Bendall pretended to consider her words and then offered the ‘solution’ he’d been planning all along. “Well, there is one thing I can give you if you really don’t want folks interfering with you: I can peg you and that’ll stop anyone getting too friendly.”

That was the point at which Ellis proudly held up a metal belt in one hand from which hung a thin chain, and in the other, he held two metal pegs, one about 6 inches long and an inch and a half thick, and a shorter, thinner one. Juliette screamed.

Bendall sighed. “It was only an idea. I told Mr Patcher you wouldn’t agree,” and instead he raised the metal head cage again.

“No, wait…” She paused, unable to commit herself and Bendall smiled as he waited. When he lifted the cage a third time she cried out again. “No stop… I want them… Please, you have to fit them. I want you to make it so I can't…”

“Well,” said Bendall. “If you're quite sure.”

“I’m sure. Please…” Her voice trailed away again until it was almost inaudible. “Please, make me safe.”

“As you wish, but we’ll fit this first,” and he finally placed the open cage over her face. She felt the width of the brank in her mouth and then, as the cage was fitted about her head, the spikes touched the back of her tongue and she groaned. Any attempt at speech now would be painful as well as incomprehensible. She could still make sounds, grunting and mewing noises, she could even shriek and scream, but what she couldn’t now do was to voice any understandable words; that ability was well beyond her capabilities.

Now Bendall turned to Ellis and held out his hand for the belt. It was made from forged iron, hinged in four places at the sides, and with the small links of a thin chain welded to the front centre section. Bendall wrapped it around her waist and inspected the back where the end sections overlapped in a series of holes. He chose the holes nearest the centre of her back and inserted a thick pin through the inner leaf. By squeezing the belt tight and clipping the outer leaf over the same pin, he could seal it with a padlock, but not just yet. First, he needed to fit the pegs.

Juliette had been watching Ellis. He’d been meticulously greasing the two pegs using a tub of what looked like lard and now passed the longer of the two to Bendall.

“Turn around and lean over your bunk,” he barked.

He squatted behind her and when he touched her, she jumped. His fingers were coated in the same grease and she couldn’t avoid a shrill cry when he pushed them into her to ensure she was well lubricated. The long peg followed, filling her vaginal canal for the first time with an iron mass that she was destined to know well: the protector of her chastity and tormenter of her composure; her frustrater; her metallic lover.

She closed her eyes and screwed up her anal sphincter when she felt the tip of the other peg touch, but Bendall just pushed harder to force it through the muscle. He held both in place with his finger whilst, with the other hand, he threaded the chain through the holes in the pegs’ bases.

“Good,” he muttered. “Stand up straight.”

She stood and he yanked the chain, pulling it tight through her vaginal cleft and between her cheeks at the back, and forcing both pegs deeper. Then she felt him feeding the chain over the pin of the belt so that he could finally attach the lock. He pushed his hand between her legs and gripped the base of the vaginal peg with his fingers to rock it back and forth to a chorus of squeals, but it was not possible to remove it whilst the chains were in place. The peg was secure and positioned to leave Juliette impregnable in more ways than one.

“There… Feeling nicely full?” he taunted and grinned as he patted her bare bottom. Juliette could only gaze down between breasts her imposed posture obliged her to thrust to the fore and could see the chain descending down the centre of her belly. It disappeared between her thighs and she could feel the links pressing against her clitoris, the heavy vaginal peg rocking with every tiny movement she made, and the anal peg stretching her sphincter muscle uncomfortably.

“Now remember,” he said spinning her around to face him. “Don’t tease your visitors. Stand when they enter and don’t try to avoid them. They only want to look and touch and they’ve paid good money to see you, so don’t disappoint them. If I hear any complaints, I’ll remove your belt and pegs, and tie your head cage to the roof timbers so you’ll spend the day standing in the middle of the room. If you hadn’t ‘ave been so stupid yesterday, you wouldn’t be wearing the yoke and brank today, so behave yourself.”

She watched them both leave and sank slowly onto the edge of her bunk. Both pegs were pushed deeper and she groaned and rolled onto one hip.


Chapter 7

A Lesson for the Young

Lord Huckabee-Brown was a worried man. It had been three days since he’d watched Juliette being driven away in that carriage and there had been no word. Surely Doctor Franks could have at least confirmed she had safely arrived. He sent for Davies.

“A job for you, Davies. I’d like you to go to Redhill to see Doctor Franks. I’d like word that Juliette has arrived safely and is in good spirits.”

“Doctor Franks… Is she unwell, milord?”

“In a manner of speaking. She is staying temporarily at Redhill Asylum.”

Davies, for all his professionalism as a butler, couldn’t hide the fact that he was shocked.

“I had to do it, dammit. She needs to marry. How else can she be expected to manage this estate after I’ve gone, but she spurns each and every suitor? I had to make her see sense?”

“But milord, you have had her committed?”

“It’s not how it seems. Doctor Franks is known to us and has agreed to care for her for a couple of weeks. After that, she will return home none the worse for her ordeal, but more aware of the consequences should she continue to be contentious in this matter.”

Brown caught sight of the shocked look on Davies’ face and turned away to stare out of the window at the green pastures and the row of aspen trees sparkling in the sunlight as the wind fluttered their leaves. “I was perfectly within my rights, you know. She is exhibiting textbook symptoms of hysteria by disregarding my wishes and all was done using the proper legal process. There’s no fault with the committal notice; it was correctly endorsed by two doctors. She has no cause for complaint…”

“Milord, I don’t doubt that you have acted perfectly within your rights, but was this course of action wise? You are her father and you have committed your own daughter on the grounds of insanity.”

“She’s a woman, Davies. She needs a man if this estate is to survive. It’s not as if I’ve subjected her to a real asylum. Doctor Franks says he will give her the best room and take care to ensure she’s comfortable. I just wanted to give her a fright, that’s all, but now I'm worried. She’s been gone three days and I’ve had no word from Franks to say she’s arrived safely. I would like you to go to Redhill to check…”

“Of course, milord. I’ll catch the very next coach. It’ll be passing within the hour.”

Brown was still gazing out the window as Davies hurried down the drive to the main road and he was still uneasy. Perhaps Davies was right and this wasn’t the best course of action.

*

It was late afternoon when Davies returned and he hurried to see Brown in the company of Henry Wootton, the Estate manager.

“I regret, milord, that Doctor Franks says he knows no Reverend Blakeney and has no record of Juliette ever arriving at the hospital.”

Brown stared for long moments open-mouthed and then gave a nervous laugh. “But that’s not possible. I saw her leave here in that coach the Reverend Blakeney was so kind as to arrange. You must have seen them go Davies, or you Wootton.”

“Sir, we have no doubt that she left with the coach, but unfortunately they didn’t arrive at the Redhill Asylum that evening or any day since. Doctor Franks was most fastidious in checking all new arrivals and the hospital is not so great that an admission could be made and he not notice. One can only conclude that she was taken elsewhere.”

“But this is outrageous. We will have to approach the Reverend Blakeney at once to find out what has gone amiss.”

“I have already made such enquiries, milord. I visited the hotel listed on his visiting card, but they tell me that he left three days ago with no forwarding address.”

*

Juliette was sitting on the side of the bunk with her eyes closed. It had been three weeks now since she’d been delivered into the clutches of Patcher and Co and little had changed in her physical circumstances after the initial few days. During the evening and night, she and Bendall had reached a mutual agreement that all her restraints except, of course, her collar and the chain that linked it to the wall, would be removed and that she would be given back the coarse canvas dress to wear. She would then be able to feed herself and conduct whatever bathroom functions were necessary. Ellis was even allowed to bring her a bucket of clean water so that she could wash. In return, Juliette promised to be cooperative when everything was refitted the following morning in preparation for receiving the day’s cash-paying visitors.

There was, however, one significant difference that Bendall introduced to her restraints after the first three days. She’d promised not to try to obstruct her visitors in their quests to explore, but found she had an involuntary reflex response whenever anyone touched the sensitive areas between her legs. Even Bendall recognised that it was not entirely her own fault, she just couldn’t help herself, but visitors would complain whenever she lifted a knee or pressed her legs tightly together to frustrate access.

The solution was not to fit a hobble chain, but to attach a rigid 2-foot long bar between her ankles. When she was alone and sitting on the edge of her bunk, she’d press her knees together and fold her upper body forward so that her chest was resting on her thighs and the weight of her forearms was taken by the yoke pressing on the back of her neck, but whenever any visitors appeared, she’d struggled to her feet and unfold like a sunflower in the light to present her chest and her legs would spread. Now, if she wished to close her knees, she’d need to fold at knees and waist and the effect would be to cause her breasts to dangle enticingly below her chest and force her to push her bum out behind, which rather defeated the original intent.

Now it was the start of a new day and she shifted uneasily on the mattress to settle the newly reinstalled pegs. The air was cooler that morning and a shiver set her naked breasts in motion. She sighed inwardly when she noticed what the air temperature had done to her nipples and considered lying on her stomach to warm her skin, but she was too late; the yoke that held her wrists beside her shoulders made changing position difficult and already she could hear strangers’ voices in the building.

A man appeared in the open doorway. It was a Sunday. She knew that because she’d heard the church bell calling the faithful to the early morning service, and the man looked as if he was wearing his Sunday best suit. He was tall and well groomed, and his shoes were polished.

“Here’s another one,” he called over his shoulder and Juliette struggled to stand. A young girl of perhaps twelve years appeared beside him and gazed at Juliette with a half-smile on her face and, a few moments later they were joined by her younger brother and mother. The woman, too, was well dressed in a high-necked gown and had taken the trouble to rouge her lips and coiffure her hair that morning. She was strikingly handsome in appearance and couldn’t have been more than a couple of years older than Juliette.

They filed silently into the small room and stood in a semi-circle before Juliette.

“Why does she have that cage on her head?” asked the boy.

“It’s to stop her talking,” said the father.

“Why?”

“Perhaps she uses foul language and the keeper didn’t want her to cause offense.”

“She’s got the same size titties as mummy,” he persisted.

“Yes, dear,” said the woman.

“Am I allowed to touch her?”

Juliette now started shaking her head and grunting, but the man was quick to reprove her. “Stand still and let the boy feel your tits,” he scolded and she was suddenly as still as a statue. The boy grinned and stepped forward to squeeze a breast and roll its nipple in his fingers. Juliette, unused to being fondled by such an innocent, closed her eyes so she couldn’t see him anymore.

“She’s got hard nips,” he observed. “Do you think she likes showing me her titties like this?”

This time, Juliette made no attempt to comment and the man answered on her behalf. “That is possible, but is of no consequence. She’s a fallen woman and has to do what she’s told.”

“What’s a fallen woman?”

“It’s a woman who consorts with men out of wedlock,” said the young girl. “You can tell she’s one of them because they’ve chained plugs in ‘er cunny and arse so she can't do it anymore.”

Juliette stared from between the bands of her head cage at the girl who just returned an amused grin.

“I don’t think so,” said the woman. “None of the other women are plugged like that. I think she’s here because she is afflicted with a mental disorder caused by self-pleasuring. She’s an onanist. It’s why they’ve plugged ‘er cunny and fixed ‘er hands like that. It’s what God prescribes for onanists,” and the woman looked accusingly at the girl whose smile was now slipping from her face.

“She risks destroying her health by her wanton actions and it’s necessary that such drastic steps be taken in order to protect her,” added the man. “It’s an unfortunate reality that it may take years to cure her, but there really is no alternative.”

Both parents stared at their young daughter who seemed to shrink under their intense gaze whilst the boy continued to squeeze Juliette oblivious to the drama enacted behind him.

“I hope this visit has been instructive, Ellen,” said the father as the girl looked upon Juliette in a new light, no doubt imagining herself subjected to the same conditions while her concerned parents gazed disapprovingly at her during their weekly visits.

The family began filing through the door when the boy repeated, “I do like ‘er titties,” and he gave her one last squeeze before hurrying after his mother. The father stared at Juliette probably thinking the same thing before he, too, left.

“Cor… This one’s perky,” said a middle-aged woman bustling through the door in his place. “You're gonna love these, Fred…”

*

That evening it was well past closing time and still no-one had come to relieve her of the daytime restraints. Juliette sat on the edge of her bunk and she was conflicted. It was the young family that had made her so uneasy; the way the parents had used her to show their children the consequences of masturbation; the way it can eat away at one’s sanity until the only solution is to confine the onanist in an asylum to protect their own health. And the reason their lesson had such a sobering effect on her was because of her own burgeoning feelings.

For the first few days in the asylum, she’d dreaded the touch of a stranger. It would make her skin crawl when hands roamed at will over her body, squeezing and tweaking, kneading and pinching. Some would smack and slap, some would even tickle to make her squirm and shake, but all would be inextricably drawn to the cleft between her legs where the chain pressed deep through her vulva. Their aim was always to discover her most intimate secrets and she thanked the Lord that the pegs that Bendall had fitted offered her some protection.

For years, she’d been pretending to the outside world that strong emotions and desires didn’t exist for her. It’s what she’d always been told: women were passive companions to men and their role in life was to assist and enhance male lives. They weren’t supposed to yearn for the sort of carnal pleasures that occupied the thoughts of so many of those men and she’d tried hard to push such thoughts far from her mind. In fact, most men believed women to be incapable of experiencing sexual excitement and that the female orgasm was a myth. It didn’t exist because women just didn’t have that ability. The shuddering spasms that sometimes overtook a woman during love-making were attributed to involuntary paroxysms which were considered to be no more than a nervous response to her husband and essentially non-sexual in origin. To show otherwise was considered by the medical profession to be grounds for a diagnosis of hysteria; the very disease she apparently contracted by defying her father. It was, therefore, with something akin to terror that Juliette began to sense her sexual self forcing its way from her subconscious to occupy centre stage in this new world she was obliged to inhabit.

Perhaps it was the presence of the pegs locked into her body in such a manner that she couldn’t fail but be aware of them every second of her day. Every little movement she made disturbed the heavy plug that would rock disconcertingly, tweaking its retaining chain that in turn moved against her clitoris. And that was even without external assistance. When someone touched the base of a peg, either peg, she’d feel it deep inside and it would bring a strange, coppery taste to her mouth. If they then forced a finger under the chain between her labial lips, the effect could be overwhelming.

It happened two or three times every day. Someone, usually a man, but not always, would persist in exciting her clitoris until she was hit by a paroxysm that would cause her legs to buckle and her mind to freefall through a myriad of bright lights. Touching her breasts or bottom would arouse her, but it was only direct manipulation of her clitoris that could cause the cascade of nerve pulses that would swamp her brain, flooding it with an addictive feeling of euphoria.

At first, she tried to retreat into herself so that all the world ever saw was an armoured husk and the real person was safely hidden within, but to her distress, the illusion soon became too difficult to maintain and her carnal responses all too obvious.

Her days were, therefore, spent either tormented and frustrated as she squirmed in her restraints, or else flying high through clouds of white mist as God offered her a temporary reprieve from her burden.

Not so her nights.

Free of the yoke and pegs, she could now reproduce the same responses in her nervous system as her visitors, and so much more effectively without the chain or pegs obstructing access, but this came with an enormous downside. It was all very well accepting such gifts during the day when she had no control over events, but to consciously invoke the same response at night was an evil that her weakened will couldn’t avoid. The problem was that she knew that self-pleasuring was not only extremely dangerous, the medical profession held it responsible for a long list of physical ailments including blindness, idiocy and paralysis, but the activity was also specifically proscribed by God and His church.

But knowing all this was not enough. After the frustration of her days, she was finding it impossible to resist temptation at night and her own actions were forcing her to reassess her situation. Of course, her sanity was never in question as far as arguing with her father was concerned, a disagreement between two adults over something as personal as her marriage is not something that ought to be held against her, but now she knew herself to be a masturbating onanist, perhaps she deserved to be institutionalised.

The thought gnawed at her brain even as her fingers repeatedly circled her clitoris.


Chapter 8

An Unexpected Visitor

Juliette sat morosely on the edge of her bunk thinking about the last time she saw her father. It was on that fateful morning when she’d sullenly left the breakfast table to blow away her irritation at her father’s constant references to marriage. She’d changed into her favourite riding skirts, a blue, woollen, heavy broadcloth that touched the ground, and set off on Ladybug along the ridge. Because of the heat of the day, she’d worn no jacket over the intricately embroidered blouse and, solely to be more comfortable, no corset under it. The memory caused an ironic smile to touch her lips; nothing could be as uncomfortable as the yoke that still held her wrists and neck and the images of those clothes being torn from her body and trampled underfoot vied with the expression on her father’s face for significance when she was so often kept naked.

It had been well over an hour since the last visitors had left, but here she was still wearing only metal restraints designed specifically to display her to those who could afford the cost of admission.

She heard Bendall’s footfalls in the passageway and stood, assuming that he’d come to relieve her of her daytime restraints and grant her access to the bucket that resided under the bunk and the coarse canvas dress that offered her the illusion of privacy, but she was wrong.

“You have one last visitor, missy. He’s a churchman and has come to hear your confession.”

This was news indeed; a chance to get a message to her father.

“Can’t hear your confession if you can’t speak, can ‘e? But you be careful what you say to him; none of this ‘I’m a Lady’ business…” and he unlocked the opening doors on the back of her head cage and carefully slipped the cage complete with the hated brank from her head and mouth. She said nothing and instead rolled her tongue around her teeth to exercise it after being held still for so long. Bendall left and ten minutes later other footfalls echoed in the passageway, but the figure that appeared in the doorway was not the local priest. He held a finger up to his lips to indicate silence and closed the door behind him.

“Lady Huckabee-Brown… Juliette, is that really you?” he asked in his deep, resonant voice.

“Reverend Blakeney,” she cried in a hoarse whisper.

“I have searched everywhere for you since your disappearance and now at last, with God’s grace, I have found you.”

“Reverend father, you find me somewhat inconvenienced.”

Blakeney stood staring at her spread before him as if rooted to the spot. His eyes lingered on her naked breasts thrust towards him and then dropped to where the chain was pulled tight through her vaginal cleft at the juncture of her spread thighs. “My child, ever since I saw you at the ball in Horsham, you have never been out of my thoughts, but I never dreamed there was such a perfect body beneath your gowns.” Then, with a shake of his head, he uttered, “I’m sorry; I should not have voiced that sentiment.”

Juliette ignored his comment and said, “You must tell my father where I am and in what straits you find me. He must rescue me before I really do succumb to madness.”

The reverend looked grief stricken and stepped closer. “Juliette… Your father is dead. He died two weeks ago of heart failure when he realised that you’d been taken from him.”

“Oh no…” Her face dissolved into tears and Blakeney wrapped his arms about her so that she could bury her head against his shoulder.

“Don’t cry, my dear. Everybody knew his demise was imminent. He’s with God now and looking down on us.”

“I didn’t say goodbye,” she wept, whispering her thoughts into his ear. And then: “How is the estate? Is all well now it has no guidance?”

“I believe from what I’ve heard that your father’s butler, Davies, has taken the reins until you are returned.”

“Returned…” she exclaimed. “I must return at once. I am now the Lady of the Manor.”

“I'm afraid things aren’t as simple as that. I have some knowledge of this because I met with your father after you’d been taken and he explained to me the circumstances of your committal. I believe it was his intention to retract the committal notice after a short period to demonstrate to you the dangers of your intransigence, but now that he has gone and you have legally been diagnosed as insane, there is little anyone can do in the short term. Of course, now that I know where you are, I can work towards your release, but proving sanity is notoriously difficult and may take a year or even two.”

“Two years… Please, there must be something that can be done. The doctors that signed the committal… Could they not retract the notice?”

“But Juliette, the committal notice describes how you demonstrated unreasonable behaviour regarding marriage in direct contravention of your father’s wishes. Now that he is no more, his wishes must remain extant and your situation is unchanged. Indeed, I fear it was my own approach to him to request your hand in marriage that precipitated this state of affairs and I hold myself partly responsible. It’s the reason I have expended so much effort finding you; I thought I could ease your burden with solicitude and prayer.”

Juliette was shocked for two reasons… The first was that Blakeney and her father had discussed marriage without consulting her and after such an unfavourable first meeting with Blakeney at the dance. What could she possible have done to him to have had that effect and, finding her in such a dishonoured and demeaning state, did he still want to marry her? The second shock was that all he could now offer, at least in the short term, was solicitude and prayer? She had prayed often enough since finding herself in such dire straits, but surely something more practical could be done.

They both knew that marriage was recognised as a sure-fire cure for hysteria in all its forms and guises and any doctor would gladly rescind the committal notice under those circumstances, but Juliette hesitated from broaching the subject. It was all so unlikely: the frosty first meeting and, based on that, the reverend’s decision to seek her hand in marriage; her abduction, because that’s how she saw it; and now, finally, him suddenly appearing before her after a long and arduous search. It was all so difficult for her to assimilate when her mind was in such turmoil. It wasn’t that she suspected Reverend Blakeney of anything malicious, but it just seemed, well… unlikely.

“What happens now? Are you going to tell Davies where I am?”

“I shall be writing a very strong and forceful letter to the Commissioners about you. I shall tell them that, although you may have been suffering from hysteria at the time of your committal, with the passing of your father the principal cause of your ailment has gone and your demeanour is now much improved. I shall ask them to consider your case at their next quarterly meeting with a view to arranging a proper medical evaluation and possible subsequent release.”

“That could all take months.”

“Juliette, I explained it’s not an easy process. The medical evaluation alone is liable to take months or even years. They would need to assess you on several different occasions; they couldn’t just base their judgement on a single visit.”

She looked to the side at her hands held high in apparent surrender and then down her body between her naked breasts to her spread legs. Is it possible she could survive this hell for years with her mind intact?

“Will you tell Davies where I am?” she asked again.

The reverend looked thoughtful. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. He won’t be able to do anything and it will only upset the staff. Perhaps if my letter doesn’t achieve its purpose… Meantime, rest assured that you will feature frequently in my prayers and I am sure that God will protect you.”

Juliette thought He wasn’t doing a good job so far. “Please tell Davies. He doesn’t even know I'm alive.”

“I shall let him know you're safe and well.”

Safe and well she thought, not the most apt descriptors, but the look on Blakeney’s face warned her against arguing with him; after all, that was what got her into this mess.

Blakeney stepped back to look at her again. “Juliette, I must go. I can’t bear to see you like this.”

He didn’t move, but just kept gazing at her naked body.

“Will you come again?” she asked.

“I don’t know. It’s so hard for me knowing you're here in such hardship and I can do so very little.”

It’s hard for me too… “I’d like to see you again.”

Reverend John Blakeney was still for long moments before responding. “Juliette, please grant me one favour in case I don't have the fortitude to return. Grant me just one kiss.”

Juliette wasn’t really in a position to refuse and, anyway, Blakeney didn’t wait for her answer but stepped close against her and pressed their lips together. The effect on her came as an astonished surprise after the weeks of disdain and humiliation. It was her first amorous kiss and she felt herself melting against him. Her mouth opened and the tips of their tongues touched and it was like a door opening onto a whole new world.

“My darling,” whispered Blakeney. “You are like an angel from heaven.” His hand slipped from her side to cradle her soft left breast and his touch was like lightening flashing through her body. She closed her eyes as her legs faltered under the weight of emotion to cause her to fall against him and he responded by tightening his hold and kissing more urgently.

“Oh God,” she whispered when she felt his hand slide low down her back and she felt a need much stronger than either her usual visitors or her own nightly manipulations could induce.

Suddenly, he broke free and the chain to her collar snapped taut when she tried to follow. Her eyes were wide and her mouth was opening and closing like a fish as she gasped for breath. Her breasts were thrust towards him, her left showing red where he’d gripped her, and her hips were moving rhythmically as if driven by a metronome that rocked the heavy chastity plug inside her.

“John… Please kiss me again.”

“I cannot… It doesn’t seem right with you so restricted and in such obvious distress. I have to go…”

“No John, please don’t leave me.”

She almost called out marry me, but something still held her back. In any case, it was already too late; he’d gone. The tears were flowing freely down her cheeks, although she couldn’t say for sure who they were for; for her father now passed beyond her reach forever, for John Blakeney who had sought tirelessly to find her even though she’d spurned his advances, or for herself, now likely destined to suffer the hardships and indignities of the asylum for at least the next year or two.


Chapter 9

A Proposal Accepted

The next two days passed much like the previous twenty, except now Juliette had much to occupy her mind: now there was at least one person she knew who understood the predicament she was in and where she was. Admittedly, he was not optimistic about an early discharge from her purgatory, but she could allow herself to hope. She wondered, too, whether she’d see him again. Her plight may have been too much for him and there was always the possibility that he would cut himself off from her completely. It was with a mixture of hope and relief, therefore, that she received the news that she had another after-hours visitor; Davies perhaps, or even Jack…

Bendall had stood her up to greet her guests and she faced the door as she had spent most of her days, with her arms and head locked in the yoke and her legs spread by the bar between her ankles. This time, Bendall had not removed the head cage and brank.

A man she did not recognise entered with a female companion and what struck her straight away was the gaudy nature of the clothes they wore. He was a slightly built man of perhaps thirty years with a pinched, red face partly concealed by wiry looking sideburns and a bowler hat. His appearance, however, was lifted above the ordinary by his suit of bright yellow and green tweed with a ribbed, silk waistcoat in yellow and a scarlet silk cravat. His companion was younger, even younger than Juliette, taller and broader than he with a flushed, round face framed by curls of fair hair and accentuated by red lipstick. Her dress was voluminous around her hips and legs in folds of dark red silk. The same could not be said about her upper torso which was squeezed by an obviously strained corset and her bosom was barely contained by the garment’s neck.

“Ooo, Mr Fudge…” said the woman. “She’s got small titties, but they look nice and ‘er pips are big.” The woman strode straight up to Juliette and grabbed her breasts with both hands. “Nice skin… Not all spotty like most of ‘em.” She inspected Juliette’s face carefully, paying particular attention to her now startled eyes and pulling up her top lip to look at her teeth. “This one’s a good ‘en, Mr Fudge. Teef an all…” Her hands roamed down again to assess the rest of her body, paused just long enough at her breasts to pinch the nipples, and then continued in a series of circular movements about her waist and abdomen until they reached her thighs. “Er… She’s got summin’ locked in her cunny. What good is she to us like that?”

“She won’t be like that if we take ‘er, will she? Patcher will unlock ‘er for us. God Edie, sometimes I do think you're stupid.”

“Don’t you call me stupid. If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t ‘ave ‘arf as many girls. Anyway, I fink this one’s too skinny.”

Juliette’s eyes were now wide with alarm, but she could do nothing but watch the pair consider her body as one might assess a farm animal. There could really only be one reason for their interest and the more she thought about it, the more agitated she became.

“Now let’s not be too hasty…” Mr Fudge walked round behind Juliette and she jumped when he slapped her. “Nice arse. That’s not too skinny and, in any case, we could soon fatten ‘er up.” He was round in front of her now and staring up at her face.

“Would we ‘ave to keep this cage on ‘er head, Mr Fudge?” asked Edie.

“That would depend. Can’t ‘ave ‘er biting the clients, can we?”

“I’d cane ‘er if she ever did that…”

“Course you would, but even so, it’s better to be safe than sorry. Patcher keeps ‘er head locked up and he knows what ‘e’s about. Much more important to us is what she’s like to root. Nobody wants to feel like they're fucking a dead ‘orse.”

With that, the man slipped his hand between her legs, following the chain until his fingertips were pushing against the peg and then he squeezed them under the chain and began to move them in a circular motion. Juliette steeled herself. It was more important than ever now that she showed no interest at all in what he was doing, but knowing what she should do and actually doing it were very different. Her body had been conditioned over the previous weeks to respond in a certain way under such circumstances and the response was non-voluntary.

“She very wet; that’s a good sign.”

Generally, she’d accept such attention with an outward display of stoic indifference, but Mr Fudge was more experienced than most of her visitors and, consequently, more accomplished. She knew that if she was to avoid being co-opted into the local brothel, she had to appear totally disinterested in the man’s persistent provocation, but that was proving difficult.

At first, she just stared straight ahead and remained as still as a statue, but it wasn’t long before her breathing started to become ragged and she kept making small jerky movements like someone was sticking pins into her.

“Ooo, she likes that, Mr Fudge,” muttered Edie and took up position behind Juliette to press her soft bosom into her back and wrap her arms under Juliette’s in order to grasp her projecting breasts. Now, whilst Fudge continued with his relentless stimulation, Edie amused herself squeezing, wobbling, and tweaking. Juliette was lost… The onset of her paroxysm was signified first with a high-pitched repetitive cry in time with the beating of a heart and then an uncontrollable trembling in her legs. The cries became louder and faster and were accompanied by feverish twitching of her hips as she attempted to defeat the man’s ministrations, but only succeeded in rocking the weight inside her. Finally, the paroxysm culminated in a full-bodied scream as she lost all control and began flapping about like a hooked fish.

Her visitors were delighted with the show and sought to prolong the torment as long as they could, but all good things must eventually end. Juliette closed her eyes to shut out the world and lapsed into despondency when she realised the scale of her failure, but Edie and Fudge were ecstatic; Juliette’s reaction was more than they'd ever hoped and they took great glee in telling her so.

It wasn’t long after they left that Ellis appeared to free her of her daytime restraints and give her the evening meal. The first thing he did was to remove the cage from her head and then unlock her belt in the small of her back and pull the chains back through the pegs. The vaginal peg itself slowly dropped from her under its own weight and he deftly caught it without comment. Then he unlocked the spreader bar from between her ankles and, finally, the yoke from her wrists and neck.

“Thank you,” she muttered quietly and he gave her a shy smile when she coyly handed him the anal plug in return for her grey dress.

It was galling to her that one so young should have so much power over her and she often thought of overpowering him, but she was never fully free; always there was the chain from her collar attaching her to the wall. In any case, where would she go; she was in the middle of an asylum with locked doors on every side.

“Tell me about Mr Fudge and Edie,” she asked with a trembling voice.

Ellis explained that he ran a string of brothels in the East End and that Edie looked after the girls. He said they often took girls from the asylum, but when she asked if they were going to take her, he didn’t know. It was a rhetorical question; she’d already guessed the answer.

*

Almost the same thing happened the next evening. After a full day, Bendall entered her cell in the early evening followed, to her surprise, by the Reverend Blakeney.

“You have another visitor, missy. You must be getting popular. The reverend here thinks you haven’t confessed enough yet,” and as Blakeney watched, Juliette stood and unfolded herself in front of him.

Bendall gave Blakeney the key for the head cage. “Remove it if you need to,” he said and left them alone. Blakeney, however, made no attempt to remove the suppressive and exasperating device.

“I’m sorry, Juliette. It was unfair of me to transfer my own feelings of inadequacy in the face of temptation onto you. You're just a woman and cannot help who you are.”

“Errr…” called out Juliette. She could see the key in his hand and wanted to speak, but Blakeney continued oblivious to her wishes.

“I can't dislodge you from my mind. You're constantly in my thoughts; the vision of your body is like an image etched into my eyes.”

“Errrr!”

“You are so perfect… Your lips and slender neck, those beautiful breasts so soft and silky to the touch yet so resilient, and the dark delta of your thighs that holds such secret promise.” He moved closer and lifted a hand to gently cup her left breast… “Juliette, my love. I have come to say goodbye…”

Juliette suddenly burst into feverish activity. Her head was shaking so much it looked like it might fall off, her hands were waving, and her whole body began jumping on her tiptoes.

“It’s no good, my love. I must leave you. I’m not worthy of you. The sight of you has caused me to be consumed by carnal thoughts and desires that are most inappropriate for a man of the church. I yearn so much for your touch and imagine your body moving as one with mine, but now know in my heart that I can never be a worthy husband for you. Your soul is too pure, your mind much too angelic to harbour the thoughts that have invaded mine.”

His hand now slipped down her body until his fingers touched her labia spread by the thin chain through the peg that was still driving most of her daytime thoughts and she jumped and squealed when his fingers closed under her.

“I'm sorry my love. I know my passion is too deep for you to endure, my sins too great; I have to go and will never trouble you again.”

He stepped back. Juliette was now frantic and began shrieking like she was rebuking him for some supposed wrong, but Blakeney seemed trapped in a world of his own and barely noticed her anxiety. He turned to leave, but then stopped and turned back to her.

“I know I shouldn’t, but I would like to have something precious that I can remember in the years to come.” Juliette suddenly became stock still, fearing even to breathe… “My dear, again… a second final kiss?”

Her head began nodding and her fingers beckoning as she voiced short bursts of unrecognisable sounds intended as encouragement. Blakeney smiled and approached again, this time turning the key in the cage’s lock and pulling the device from her head. Immediately she was able, Juliette began a torrent of pleas and appeals for him to stay. Blakeney stilled her voice by cupping her face in his hands and kissed her lips.

“It would never work, my love. I would always fear I was sullying your purity with the carnality of my thoughts.” His fingers gently held the sides of her face whilst his thumbs wiped away the tears from the corners of her eyes.

“John…” she whispered. “You cannot leave me. I love you.”

He smiled. “You may think so, but that’s just not possible. How can one so pure as you love a sinner like me?”

“Unstrap my hand so that I can touch you as you're touching me…”

Blakeney thought for a few moments. “Are you sure that’s wise. I mean, you must have been secured for a reason. I don’t know whether I should risk it and, in any case, I would be breaking a trust and might be unable to re-secure you again.”

“Please. I promise you can reattach my hand before you leave and I won’t tell Mr Patcher or Bendall. I just need to touch you.”

Blakeney hesitated for a long while, but finally unbuckled her right wrist from the end of the yoke and Juliette gave an audible sigh as she traced the lines of his face around his eyes and across his lips with her fingertips. His hands steered their faces together again and their lips touched for a second time, but now it was Juliette’s hand that slid south until she pressed against the swelling in his trousers. Blakeney groaned and their kissing became more frenzied as their tongues met and Juliette began struggling with the buttons of his fly. Then her hand closed around him and he gave a long groan, pulled her head back by gripping her hair, and stared with astonishment into her eyes.

“My love,” he croaked and snatched at her breast to crush it roughly, squeezing it into a long cone with a bulging nipple. Juliette gave a plaintive cry and began moving her hand up and down his wood-like shaft whilst Blakeney responded by pressing their mouths together again and dropping his hand lower to grip her between her spread thighs.

Both now started a frenetic dance as each excited the other while their mutual cries were muted by their sealed mouths. Juliette climaxed first and released him in order to still his hand on her over-sensitised sex, but was shocked by the urgency with which he called her name and cried for her to continue. She resumed with renewed resolve, steeling herself against the waves of spasms that now rolled through her own body to keep it bobbing and bouncing like a puppet on a string.

Then Blakeney orgasmed and jetted semen over her hand and thigh, and an instant later, snatched her hand away. They stared at each other with wide eyes and open mouths, Blakeney now cradling his still rigid cock and Juliette twitching with the last of her lingering spasms.

She rubbed the sticky semen from her thigh and smiled at Blakeney. “See… We are well matched as man and wife.” Blakeney continued to stare, speechless as she slowly raised her free hand and licked its salty residue from her fingers.

“Am I to take it, then, that you will look kindly on a proposal of marriage?” He posed his question in an overly wordy manner and with a shaky voice.

“Of course I will. How could I not love a man who goes to so much trouble on my behalf? Please, marry me and free me from this hell.”

“My darling. I will make the arrangements with haste.”

“But John, there is something you should know. Mr Fudge visited me yesterday with a female companion. They want to buy me, John. They want to buy me from Mr Patcher for their brothels.”

“Do not distress yourself, my dear. I will talk to Mr Patcher and I'm sure everything will be all right. Soon we will be wed and then together we can return in triumph to Barnbury Hall.”

Juliette forced a smile; so much could still go wrong. Even if all went well and they were wed and she was freed, what then? Her father was still dead and she would have to face Jack while married to a new husband. On the other hand, that couldn’t possibly be worse than being chained to the wall all night and during the day, presented naked and helpless to anyone willing to pay to toy with an insane woman. And then there was Edie and Mr Fudge…

“Come, let’s hurry… I'm anxious to make the new arrangements with Mr Patcher,” and Blakeney lifted her wrist to strap it back to the arm of the yoke.

“John…” she whispered.

“Soon,” he answered and pressed the tab against her tongue as he slipped the cage back over her head and applied the lock. “Soon,” he repeated. “You will be free and all this will like a bad dream.”

“Errr,” she called and he gave her one last smile before playfully pinching a nipple as a parting gesture.

‘Oh God,’ she thought as she watched his retreating figure. Despite the hope that had suddenly sprung forth, there was still disquiet buried deep at the back of her mind.

*

Patcher grinned when he saw Blakeney and held out a tumbler of whisky.

“Perfect,” said Blakeney. “That was a master stroke inviting Fudge to muddy the water. She is now anxious that we wed as soon as possible.”

“Well, congratulations reverend. I’m very happy for you. We can hold the ceremony in the asylum’s chapel. Shall we say eight days’ time? I can engage a vicar to conduct and arrange for her discharge papers…”

“And I shall invite the girl’s old butler to witness proceedings. That way, there can be no awkward questions at a later date.”

“Next Tuesday it is then… I’m sure Miss Brown will be most relieved.”

Reverend Blakeney just grinned and raised his glass in a toast.


Chapter 10

A Change of Status

Davies was surprised to receive a letter addressed to him personally. Generally, most mail was still addressed to the late Lord Huckabee-Brown or ‘The Estate Manager’, or sometimes just to ‘The Barnbury Estate’. Inside was an invitation to a wedding… Juliette’s wedding.

Davies sat heavily on a chair and leant on the desk for support. It had been over a month since Juliette had been spirited away and not much less since the old lord had died. Nobody had been able to discover any trace of either Juliette or Reverend Blakeney into whose care she’d been entrusted. Lord Brown had admitted what he’d done and explained that it was a clumsy attempt to make Juliette see reason and take a husband, but something had gone dreadfully wrong.

Jack was the most upset of all. He’d left the very day the lord had died intending to visit every public and private asylum until he found her, but it was a daunting task. For a start, no-one could be sure she’d actually been taken to an asylum. True, that was apparently the original intention, but the one chosen was not where she’d been taken. She could just as easily have been abducted and secreted in some private house and now be in a totally different part of the country.

Even if he concentrated on the asylums, the task was still almost impossible because there were hundreds of them: small private houses adapted to care for those who suffered from epilepsy, paralysis, or hysteria or were otherwise considered insane and many of the establishments were unregistered.

And now here was a wedding invitation for Mr and Mrs Davies to attend the wedding of the Reverend John Blakeney and Miss Juliette Huckabee-Brown in six days’ time at the Chapel of Saint Agnes of the Lilies Asylum for Fallen Women in the East End of London. He thought about Jack somewhere in the Brighton area. There was no way to contact him in time, so there would be no help from that direction. But this wasn’t right. This was very wrong indeed, but what could he do other than to attend as invited?

*

Blakeney didn’t return to Juliette and it was a week before she was told about her forthcoming marriage and then Bendall mentioned it almost casually as he watched Ellis remove her security devices and most of the other restraints.

“Soon ‘ave a real one in there,” he said and grinned at her confusion. She didn’t know whether he was referring to Reverend Blakeney or Mr Fudge’s clients. She was beginning to suspect the latter in the absence of any word from Blakeney. “Make you a real woman,” he added, which only added to her anxiety.

It wasn’t until Ellis had removed the brank from her mouth that she could seek clarification.

“Getting married in the morning, you are.” She closed her eyes and sank back on the straw mattress. Married… She was going to be Mrs Blakeney and it was going to happen the next morning. Suddenly, her eyes filled with tears and Ellis looked concerned.

“You all right there, missy?”

“Yes, Ellis. I’m fine, thank you.”

“There’s cabbage soup with lamb in it today,” he announced with a grin.

“Where will the wedding be,” she asked, pulling together the strands of her shredded wits.

“It’s ‘ere in the chapel. Mr Patcher’s got a vicar and everything. Even got you a white dress to wear and some shoes.”

“Thank you, Mr Bendall. I shall look forward to it,” and finally, a tired smile settled on her face.

Morning arrived and things were certainly different. For the first time since she’d arrived in the asylum, she was not destined to spend her day entertaining others. For all its squalor, indignities, and physical abuse, the Saint Agnes asylum was today going to be the setting for her marriage and that made it special.

Ellis gave her breakfast and then, to her surprise, refitted the chain hobble between her ankles. When she asked him why, he looked pleased and told her it was because he was going to unchain her neck collar and, for the first time in weeks, she found herself no longer attached to the wall. She washed with the bucket of cold water using a bar of soap lent by Patcher himself when he brought her the dress and shoes.

The shoes actually fitted, although they were heavy and looked worn and dated. The white wedding dress, too, was old and a little grubby, but otherwise a good fit and of good quality. “No corset or underclothes,” said Patcher. “Sorry…” It didn’t matter; soon this whole episode will be over and she’ll be back at Barnbury with friends and a new husband. Life was going to be good again.

Patcher was accompanied by the vicar who was going to conduct the service, an old clergyman with thin, greying hair making a fringe around a bald pate and the red nose of someone who was overly keen on gin. He had a fixed grin directed at Juliette and she was beginning to find it unnerving.

“Will you be removing the hobble chain, Mr Patcher?” she asked.

“You are still a committed inmate of this asylum and it’s policy that you be restrained at all times.”

“But I’m to be married and then I’ll be free.”

“It’s not quite as straightforward as that. If the doctors concur that your ‘usband’s marital attentions will be sufficient to cure you, then that will be so, but your new ‘usband can't ask them until you're actually married so it will still take some days, two or three at least. Until then, you're still considered a threat to the community and must be adequately restrained; it’s my duty as keeper of this asylum.”

“Oh! I… I just thought I’d be discharged today.”

“Oh no. Not today, missy. That’s not gonna ‘appen.”

At that point, the vicar tapped Patcher on the shoulder and the two of them went into a huddle in the corner of the room. When Patcher returned, he told Ellis to remove the shackles from Juliette’s ankles.

“The vicar thinks that chained ankles might be misconstrued by any witnesses as evidence of coercion, and we can't ‘ave that…”

“No indeed, Mr Patcher,” agreed Juliette. It was a small victory under the circumstances, but a victory nonetheless. The delay in her release came as unwelcome news, but two days… She could bear that and for today, at least, she was free of all restraints and it felt good.

“So, missy,” said Patcher. “If you're quite ready, we should all go to the chapel where others are waiting.”

It was a short walk to the chapel and they processed in single file through the women’s ward where Juliette’s dress attracted much attention, the reception area that looked more like a stable, and down another passage that opened into a small chapel with half a dozen rows of seating and a plain altar table. The windows were grimy and the seats dusty, indicating that the room hadn’t been used recently, but today it was occupied.

Standing alone next to the altar was Reverend Blakeney looking immaculate in an expensive dark suit and top hat. He was smiling at her and, just for an instant, she hesitated; was this really what she wanted? Was this the man she loved and with whom she wanted to spend the rest of her life? A movement to her left distracted her and she was suddenly motionless with mouth agape.

“Davies… And Rosie…”

Davies stood and moved along the pew towards her. “Madam…” he murmured. “We were concerned for you. How are you? Are you being treated well?”

“How do you come to be here?” she asked astonished by their presence.

“I invited them,” said Blakeney. “I thought you ought to have your own guests. It is your wedding, after all.”

“Thank you, reverend… John. That’s very thoughtful of you.”

Davies gave him a stony stare, but Rosie was still more concerned about Juliette and the anxiety was plain to see on her face.

“It’s all right, Rosie. Everything here is all right. I shall be home again very soon.”

“We all missed you, madam. So worried we were,” she whispered.

“Can we get on,” said Patcher standing behind Juliette and she tore her eyes from Davies and Rosie to stand beside Blakeney. He smiled at her and she tried to smile back, but it was hard.

The service was taxing for all concerned. All, that is, except Blakeney who seemed to revel in the inadequacies of the vicar and the discomfort of his wife to be. There was a pregnant pause when the old vicar asked if anyone present knew of any reason why they should not marry. Nobody looked directly at Davies and he remained silent. Then they moved on to the marriage vows and the vicar seemed momentarily perplexed. He was reading from his own ‘order of service’ and looked up at Blakeney who merely nodded, and so, with some trepidation, he continued…

“Repeat after me: I, Reverend John Blakeney, take you, Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown, to be my lawfully wedded wife…”

Behind them, Bendall and Ellis stared at each other while Patcher just grinned to himself.

*

“You may now kiss the bride,” parroted the vicar and then sat on the edge of the altar table, exhausted by his ordeal.

Patcher held out his hand to Blakeney. “Congratulations Reverend and Mrs Blakeney.”

“No…” said Blakeney. “There is no legal requirement that she must take my name and, in this instance and for the sake of tradition, I believe it’s only right that I should assume hers. So, from hence forth, we shall be known as Lord and Lady John Huckabee-Brown.”

Patcher ostentatiously bowed his head. “My Lord,” and then turned to Juliette: “Lady Huckabee-Brown.”

“What happens now, milord?”

It was Davies who spoke and the new Lord Huckabee-Brown smiled at him. “Now, I shall retire to a local hostelry with Mr Patcher for a celebratory drink. Lady Huckabee-Brown, I regret, will have to remain here for a few more days until her discharge can be arranged, but by early next week I hope that my new wife and I can take up residence at Barnbury Hall. I shall be sending my assistant to the hall and he should arrive tomorrow; he and my personal secretary will both require guest bedrooms. In the meantime, you Mr Davies, should return to the hall and make ready for our arrival.”

“Milord,” said Davies and bowed. He stood for some moments just staring at Juliette, but when she gave a just perceptible nod, he turned and, without another word, escorted his wife from the chapel.

“Well, goodbye, my dear,” said Lord Huckabee-Brown to his new wife. “I shall return upon your release,” and he kissed her once more on her cheek before striding from the room with Patcher hard on his heels.

“And you, milady, should come with me,” said Bendall and made an ostentatious bow before inviting Juliette to lead the way back to her cell.


Chapter 11

Her Prayers Answered

Davies and his wife Rosie made their way slowly back into central London to catch the afternoon Southampton coach that passed through Guildford and then the local stage back to Cranleigh and Barnbury Hall. Conversation was sparse and revolved mainly around speculation. How did Juliette manage to end up in the East End of London? What was Blakeney’s role in her disappearance and, perhaps more importantly, was Juliette aware of it? She seemed, if not deliriously happy, at least content with the marital arrangement.

And what of Jack. Perhaps it won’t come as too much of a shock; after all, it would take an incurable optimist to have aspirations to rise from stableman to Lord of the Manor? Nevertheless, the marriage is bound to come as a severe disappointment.

And then there was their own personal concerns. There will now be a new Lord of the Manor and they knew virtually nothing about him.

Upon their return that evening, there was a letter from Jack detailing the establishments he’d visited without success and those on his immediate itinerary. This, at least, enabled Davies to intercept him with a letter of his own and pass on the news. He asked Jack to return immediately to Barnbury to prepare for the new lord’s arrival with his bride, but perhaps that was a step to far…

Jack, upon receipt of Davies’ letter, did not return to Surrey. Instead, he caught the next post bus to the East End. It was mid-afternoon when he arrived at the asylum that Davies had mentioned, a dismal building near the river with a miasma of evil smelling vapours wafting over its formidable walls like sea mist. He rapped on the oak door and it was opened by a grey-bearded man in his fifties with a bald head and arms like tree-trunks.

“Err… I have come to see Lady Huckabee-Brown.”

The man grinned. “You and the rest of the East End. A real mad Lady and one as ‘andsome as ‘er is as rare as ‘ens teeth and I can't promise you'll see ‘er today, but it’ll cost you four shillings to try.”

“Four shillings to visit her?”

The man said no more, but continued to hold out his hand, so Jack reluctantly delved into his dwindling reserve.

“Through that door, right through the women’s ward, and then she’s at the end on the left.”

Jack thanked him and entered the long hall where the older women were billeted, their mournful cries and outstretched hands calling for nothing but attention. He’d been in so many asylums in recent weeks that the sights and sounds didn’t surprise him, but this was one of the worst. Through the door at the end of the hall was a passage blocked by a crowd of people gathered at the far end.

The door to the first cell was open and a young girl was standing by her bunk with an iron collar around her neck chained to the wall. She appeared quite accepting of her situation and smiled at him, and so surprised was he that he stopped and stared at her. She was a pretty thing with long fair hair.

“’Ere dearie…  Want some?” and she scooped up the hem of her dress to show him what she had in mind. Jack just shook his head and moved on. Through the windows of other cells he saw more girls, some naked, some restrained by ropes and more chains. None were Juliette.

“What’s everyone waiting for?” he asked a man blocking the passage. There were at least a dozen others there, men and women, and nobody seemed to be going anywhere.

“We’ve come to see the Lady,” he said with a grin. “She’s in there and they say she’s naked… ‘Ere. Where ‘you going. Wait yer turn.” But it was too late. Jack had pushed past him and barrelled into the small room amid a hail of shouts and curses. There were at least a dozen more people in the room all crowded around the front of the bunk where Juliette was standing with her eyes closed and her legs spread. He pulled two more men backwards so they fell in a heap against the wall and there she was in front of him. There were still two men and a woman against her, the woman behind her holding her breasts and the men on either side, one partially clothed and rubbing himself against her thigh.

Jack was incensed. He pulled the nearest man away, pushed the woman so she tumbled off the end of the bunk and struck the third man who fell back into the crowd. Juliette’s eyes pinged open and she shrieked.

“Get back… Stay away from her,” and to prove he was serious, he pulled out a knife from the back of his waistband and waved it at the crowd. Juliette was now making plaintive mewing sounds behind him and swinging her arms round in the yoke to try and touch his shoulder, but Jack was oblivious. All he knew was that she was naked, vulnerable, and helpless, and that he had to protect her.

Then, from out of the crowd stepped a young boy. “Oy mister. Wot you doing with missy?”

In a panic, Jack swung the knife towards him and stopped. There was no malice in the boy’s face, just concern. Then Juliette screamed and Jack spun back, but he was too late. A heavy cosh landed on the side of his head and he dropped to the floor like a stone.

*

Bendall opened the rear door of the rudimentary kitchen and stood aside for Joe to manoeuvre himself sideways through the portal with his burden over his shoulder. He walked to the side of the quay and heaved Jack into the murky waters of the Thames. The tide was on the ebb and the body disappeared under the water before surfacing briefly some yards downstream. Both men stared as Jack turned in the current and sank for a second time and then, without a word, they walked back through the door and locked it behind them.

Consciousness didn’t return with a rush, but crept up on him slowly as his head broke the surface and some primordial instinct told him to breathe. He sank again, this time floundering with windmilling arms that dragged him back towards the light. He snatched another panicked breath and looked around him. He was some way from the shore and heading rapidly towards mid-stream with the black waters swirling around him to make small vortexes that dragged at his clothes. Like most people, he’d never learnt to swim, but that day he made a herculean effort to stay on the surface by flailing his arms and kicking as if by physically assaulting the waters, he could master them.

It was not a fight he could sustain for long and he looked about him anxiously for rescue. The was no-one in sight, the river was empty of craft, but a little further away where the current was stronger still, a small tree twisted and bobbed as it neared.

Jack planned an intercept and lunged forward as it swept past, catching the end of a flimsy branch. From that, he worked his way towards the trunk and hooked his arm over, at last able to rest his aching legs and breathe easier as he watched the landscape slowly drift by. Forty yards away were warehouses, offices, storage yards, and dwellings. There were men, too, but most too busy or preoccupied to hear his cries. The few that did would run a few yards along the quays and marshy banks before giving up the chase and watching as he drifted further towards the sea.

It must have been fifteen minutes before he attracted the attention of a ferryman, but it felt like hours, and when he was eventually dragged over the gunwale of the small rowing boat to fall in a soggy heap in the bilge, he was shivering and in a pitiful state.

“Thank you,” he murmured.

“Queer place to pick for a swim,” replied the old ferryman and passed him a small flask of fiery spirits that could have been a rough brandy or rum. Jack forced a smile and took a long draught. “It’ll stop you ailing,” said the man pointing to the flask. “You don’t want to go drinking water from this river…”

The ferryman proved to be a kindly soul and sat Jack to dry before the stove in his old hut while he brewed a pot of tea and shared what was left of a stale loaf of bread. Jack had nothing. His pack with clothes and nearly two guineas in coin were back at the asylum and there was no chance of retrieving them now. His head felt like it had been cracked open and, to top it all, it now started to rain outside.

The old man didn’t ask how Jack came to be in the river, but Jack told him anyway and the retelling only made him more despondent.

“What should I do?”

“Don’t ask me, son. What is clear is that you can't go back there now. Go ‘ome and think this through. Talk to people, seek advice, make proper plans, and don’t go off ‘alf-cocked agin; next time they’ll probably succeed in doing you in. Stay here tonight; tomorrow morning will be soon enough.”

It was sound advice and he fell asleep that night wrapped in a coarse blanket while the old man sat smoking his pipe by the light of the stove. The next day was brighter and, with no funds, there was nothing else for it but to walk the forty miles or so back to Barnbury. The ferryman was apologetic, saying he would help if he could, but could offer no more than a few pennies, some dried fish, and a couple of apples carefully stored away from last year’s harvest.

*

It was a Sunday morning and the corridors of the asylum were quiet. The visitors wouldn’t be allowed in until after midday mass, but the keepers had already prepared their charges. For Juliette, though, the day would be momentous. Her husband was standing before her, admiring her with a wry grin and a practiced eye.

“Well, Lady Huckabee-Brown, you will be delighted to learn, I'm sure, that I have now received the papers that release you into my care. They don’t exactly pronounce you sane, but if you behave yourself for the next couple of years, then I can petition the Insanity Commission for a total discharge.” The new Lord Huckabee-Brown beamed at Juliette standing before her bunk. He continued: “May I present to you Miss Elsie Hackett. Elsie has been my personal secretary for several years and has agreed to be your personal maid.”

“Very pleased to make your acquaintance, milady,” said Elsie and curtsied before Juliette. Juliette, not being in a position to do otherwise, just stared back at her husband and new maid. The first impression Juliette had of the girl was that she was astonishingly pretty with long glossy-black hair that fell in waves down her back. Her face was pale and unmarked with a button nose and dark, laughing eyes and, as Juliette studied her, her plump lips parted in a grin to show white teeth. She was in her early twenties, a little younger than Juliette, of similar height and build, and wore an embroidered blue gown cut low about her neck to show the promise of a substantial cleavage decorated with a gilt necklace and aquamarine stones.

Despite her respectful greeting, her face radiated a sense of amusement as she looked at Juliette, a sense that was confirmed when she placed the bag she was carrying on the stone floor and walked slowly around her new mistress studying the way she was forced to pose naked with her head caged and her wrists trapped either side of her shoulders by the yoke. She paid particular attention to Juliette’s prominent breasts and spread legs.

“Milady’s got a pretty figure,” she observed with a cut London accent. “Much neater than my fat titties,” and Juliette noticed Lord Huckabee-Brown suppress a grin. “Yes… Very nice. We’ll have to ensure that these are clothed as befits a lady of your standing,” and, to Juliette’s surprise, she raised a hand to hold her left breast as if she was assessing its size and weight just like all her other visitors had done for the last few weeks. Juliette squealed and shook her head, but Elsie only smiled and, instead, dropped her hand to touch the metal belt about her waist and then to trace the chains down her abdomen and between her legs. Her fingertips touched first the vaginal peg and then slid deeper between her legs to disturb the anal plug.

“Oh…”

“It’s to prevent her being too intimate with her guests,” said Brown. “It’s a security measure.”

“Indeed, sir,” and Juliette started shaking her hips and squealing afresh when Elsie didn’t immediately remove her hand.

Brown continued: “We’d best release her and get her dressed; we have a long way to go. You be unstrapping her ankles while I fetch the keys from Bendall.”

Once the yoke and head cage had been removed, Juliette was gifted the power of speech. “Elsie. I would be pleased if you don’t touch me again like that.”

“Yes, Madam.”

“Do you have the key for this belt about my waist?”

“Oh, no,” said Brown. “We can’t take that away yet. I want to ceremonially remove it when I consummate the marriage this evening.”

“No… I can't travel like this.”

“You can travel precisely how I require you to travel, my lady. I am your husband and it will be me that decides when to relieve you of your coital impediment.”

“But… But that’s not fair. You can't keep me locked up like this.”

Brown’s voice softened. “My dear. Allow me this small indulgence. After all this time, I only wish to mark the occasion of our first marital coupling and I have no wish for that to be enacted in an asylum. Now, please allow Elsie to help you dress and we shall be on our way.”

The clothes that Elsie took from her bag were clean, but weren’t the clothes of a lady. They didn’t compare well, for instance, with Elsie’s own attire. They consisted of a white, high buttoned blouse, stockings, a brown cotton dress, and a pair of button boots. There were none of the underclothes or corset that ladies would normally wear.

They walked in single file along the passage, Brown first, then Juliette and finally Elsie, and through open doors, Juliette caught sight of the other young women made ready for the afternoon’s visitors. Then out through the women’s ward and more corridors until finally they reached the coach waiting in the courtyard. It was a relief to Juliette to be able to sit again; she had never before tried walking so far whilst burdened by her security pegs and she found it taxing in the extreme. Muscles developed for walking and running now caused a compelling secondary effect as they pushed and squeezed the pegs across sensitive nerve endings and their weight rocked them back and forth with the motion.

Brown held the coach door open for the women and with a sigh Juliette pulled herself in to sit heavily on the padded bench. Elsie climbed in and sat opposite her, her broad grin showing awareness of Juliette’s involuntary innervations. It was a fine coach painted blue and white and pulled by a pair of black horses, but Juliette could only think of how thin the padding felt on the seat.

Brown excused himself. “I shall be back just as soon as I have cleared up outstanding matters with Mr Patcher,” and he closed the door to leave the two women staring at one another.

“Next stop is Barnbury Hall,” he announced upon his return and no sooner was he seated beside Juliette than the coach lurched forward on its four-hour journey along rutted, bumpy roads. It wasn’t an easy journey for Juliette and whenever she glanced at Elsie’s face, the girl returned a sly grin as if she knew precisely what every little bump and judder meant to her. It wasn’t exactly discomfort she was experiencing; there was no pain involved, but a stimulation of body and mind that was disconcerting and most inappropriate. Brown, for his part, seemed unaware of Juliette’s hidden trials and tribulations and sat silently with his hand on her leg for the whole journey.


Chapter 12

The Return to Barnbury

The further they went, the worse the roads became and with the pegs rolling and pumping beneath her and her husband’s hand sliding back and forth over the thin material at the top of her thigh with every lurch of the coach, Juliette felt like screaming. It didn’t help that every time she looked at Elsie, she couldn’t help but see her breasts bobbing and swaying in the low cut of her dress.

The coach was spotted as soon as it turned into the long drive and the staff hurriedly assembled outside the main entrance for its reception. They stood in a respectful line with Davies at its head. Next to him was his wife Rosie, then Enid the cook, and Henry who doubled as the Farm Manager and Head Gardener. Ethel, the housemaid and youngest member of staff stood at the extreme right in her long black and white uniform and with her striking dark hair curled into a bun behind her head.

The coach stopped and its driver dismounted to open the door for the new Lord Huckabee-Brown who climbed down dressed immaculately in a three-piece suit and top hat. Davies bowed and Huckabee-Brown nodded acknowledgement before turning and assisting Elsie from the coach. Last to appear was Juliette, the new Lady of the Manor and she smiled broadly at the assembled welcoming committee, but was somewhat taken aback by the cold stares she received in return. She was also alarmed that Jack wasn’t there to greet her and he wasn’t the only one. Three of the old estate workers were also absent besides Jack.

“My assistant manager not here?” asked Brown.

“No, milord. He said he had to go into Guildford for some supplies and will be back later this evening.”

Lord Brown knew Davies, of course, but the others assembled before him were new to him and he walked along the line as Davies introduced them. All either bowed or curtsied and Ethel, at the end of the line, dropped her eyes as her new lord inspected her carefully. Brown said nothing, but lingered longer than with any of the others before turning and holding out his hand to Juliette. “My new wife, Lady Huckabee-Brown,” and Davies gave her a solemn bow.

“Milady,” he said and when he looked up again, his face was set once more in an attitude of cold indifference. Brown noticed with surprise Juliette’s cold reception, but said nothing.

“And finally, this is Elsie. She will be Juliette’s personal maid as well as assuming the position of Head Housekeeper, so I expect everyone to treat her with due respect and curtesy.”

“Milord,” muttered Davies and bowed his head again. Elsie made no attempt at a formal greeting and just smiled.

“Rosie,” said Elsie in a haughty tone. “Lady Huckabee-Brown would like to bathe. Be so kind as to arrange for a tub of warm water in her bedchamber.”

“Yes, madam,” said Rosie.

“Whisky for me and tea for the ladies,” announced Brown and the three travellers moved into the house.

*

Lord Brown, cradling his whisky glass, followed Davies on a tour of the house.

“I have put Lady Brown in her old bedroom which is adjacent to the master bedroom previously occupied by the late lord. In accordance with your instructions, the two guest bedrooms in the east wing have been allocated to Miss Elsie and your new Estate Manager. My own rooms and Enid’s are on the floor above.”

Brown nodded. “Who has this room?” he asked indicating the room next to Juliette’s.

“That is a spare guest bedroom, milord.”

“Then let that be Elsie’s. She should be close to Juliette.”

“Very good, sir.”

Brown was still and looked pensive while Davies waited patiently. Finally, he said: “I couldn’t help noticing that the staff didn’t seem particularly pleased to see Juliette return to Barnbury.”

“Forgive us, milord. It’s not our place to be either happy or disappointed that Lady Huckabee-Brown has returned.”

“But aren’t you pleased to see her again?”

“May I speak freely, milord?” asked Davies quietly and Brown nodded. “Lady Huckabee-Brown has grown up on this estate and we have all known her through childhood and adolescence. She has been, how can I put this… somewhat aloof for the whole of that period. We will all, of course, conduct our duties to the best of our abilities and she will receive the respect due to a lady of her rank, but, to put it bluntly, we owe her no favours. She has, I fear, a reserved nature.”

“You mean she’s conceited and arrogant? Supercilious perhaps?”

“I would not be so bold, sir.”

“No, of course you wouldn’t. Well, rest assured those days are past. I am now the master of this estate and Juliette will answer to me whether she likes it or not.”

“I'm grateful, milord…”

It was then that Rosie appeared from Juliette’s room and pretended not to see Brown. “Er bath’s ready. Shall I tell ‘er or will you?” Then she jumped. “Oh, beg pardon milord. I didn’t see you there.”

“That’s all right, Rosie. I shall inform Lady Huckabee-Brown. Davies, please tell the cook I would like dinner at eight,” and he went back down the staircase to find the ladies while Rosie looked at her husband and grinned.

*

Juliette was not at all happy. Elsie had watched her disrobe and she now stood beside the tub with the belt and chains still retaining her security plugs.

“This is ridiculous. I can’t bathe properly like this.”

“I have my orders, madam,” but the smirk on Elsie’s told Juliette she was enjoying the situation. Juliette sighed, climbed into the tub, and carefully sat. “Will you wash my hair, then, please?”

Elsie gave a quiet chuckle and passed Juliette a tin bowl and a bar of soap. “I think madam could better do that herself. I need to find you some clothes so that you can redress for dinner.”

“But my clothes are all here; this is my old bedroom.”

“Lord Huckabee-Brown will wish you to wear something more fashionable, I fancy,” and before Juliette could argue, Elsie had left the room leaving her mistress staring at the closed door. Juliette decided she really didn’t like that girl; she’ll have to speak to her husband about it. Perhaps Ethel could take her place.

The atmosphere was just as prickly half an hour later when Elsie finally reappeared to find Juliette sitting at her dressing table wrapped in a towelling robe and combing through her damp hair. Elsie was carrying a thin cotton chemise, some silk stockings, a pair of delicate shoes that looked like they'd fall apart if worn on rough ground, and a red satin dress.

Juliette scowled at her and pulled the chemise over her head. She was not surprised to find there was no corset, such a garment would be difficult to wear over the metal belt, but there were no petticoats either.

“I can’t wear that dress over just this… Look at the neckline; I’ll be barely covered.”

“Milady. Tonight is your honeymoon; the first night you will spend with your new husband. He expects it. In fact,” said Elsie drawing herself up to her full height, “He requires it.”

Juliette was in two minds about whether to ask Brown to come to her room, but Elsie’s surly manner and the fact that it was him that had chosen the clothes made her hesitate. In the end, she just dressed herself in the clothes provided. They were barely adequate.

At eight, the two women descended the stairs to the dining room and there Juliette had another surprise. Instead of retiring to the servant’s quarters, Elsie took a seat to Brown’s right whilst Juliette was sitting to his left, leaving Brown at the head of the table and the girls facing one another. Juliette glared at Elsie who just smiled back and Brown appeared not to notice anything amiss.

Ethel and Davies served the dinner and wine, the first proper meal Juliette had had in weeks, and both still maintained the cold disposition that had marked Juliette’s arrival back at the hall with Brown. Unsurprisingly, the meal proved a strain as far as Juliette was concerned. It was half past nine before Davies served Brown a brandy and the ladies prepared to withdraw.

“Elsie, would you please take Juliette up to my room and prepare her for the consummation of our marriage.”

It was not unexpected from Juliette’s perspective and music to her ears. At last a show of passion from her new husband who had seemed rather unapproachable since he’d collected her from the asylum. Just as importantly, she’ll be rewarded with a marital coupling that will still the demons stirred by the unwelcome attentions she received at the asylum and the continuing presence of the security pegs that were still locked inside her. Indeed, the journey home and her own movements since had proved so disturbing that she could barely think of anything else. Now, finally, the hour was at hand and her husband will quench all the unsettling urges that have plagued her ever since she was taken away all those weeks ago.

With a smile she found hard to suppress, Juliette led the way from the room and up the winding staircase to Brown’s master bedroom. It was a much larger room than her bedroom and lavishly furnished with a large bed, wardrobes, chests, and a plush chaise longue set against one wall. The view from the window was directly down the drive flanked by the row of estate workers’ cottages amongst the beech trees and pastures where the sheep were settling for the night. To the left, the high vantage point revealed one of the neighbouring farms nestled beside a copse beyond fields green with fresh grass.

“Thank you, Elsie. That will be all,” said Juliette gazing dreamily at the bed.

“Oh no, milady. I have my orders. I’m to see you prepared for your marital liaison.”

“I’m quite capable of undressing myself. I want you to leave.”

“And I want you to remove your dress and chemise. After all, it is I that holds the key,” and she held up the key to the padlock at the back of Juliette’s iron belt.

Juliette was astonished. “Why have you been entrusted with my key? Give it to me.”

“I will not. I have very explicit instructions. Has anyone told you about the first night of a new marriage?”

“What do you mean? What about it?”

“It’s a tradition that the new bride must not be able to refuse her husband.”

“Of course, I know that. I abrogated that right when I promised to obey him in the church.”

“No, you don’t understand. You must not be in a position to refuse him. You have accepted him as your master and tradition demands you demonstrate your subservience by surrendering yourself completely to his will. I’m surprised your mother didn’t tell you these things.”

“My mother died when I was still an infant. How am I supposed to know what’s required of me?”

“And that’s why I'm here,” said Elsie with a grin. “Now please remove your dress, chemise, and boots,” and with a sweeping gesture, she pulled all the bed covers from the bed. “You may retain your stockings.”

Elsie got Juliette to lie face down in the centre of the bed and unlocked the belt. Then Juliette had to turn over.

“I shan’t remove the pegs, that will be your husband’s prerogative, just the belt and chains, and you should be mindful not to push out the anal peg,” and she carefully unthreaded the thin chains from the bases of the two pegs and pulled the belt away. Juliette immediately moved her hands towards her crotch, but Elsie slapped them away. “No… You mustn’t touch. That would spoil everything.”

“Now what?” asked Juliette, unsure what was happening.

“Now, you demonstrate to your new husband how subservient you can be. Give me a hand…”

*

“How did it go?” asked Brown to Elsie. He was sitting in a leather armchair in the drawing room finishing the last of his brandy.

“She’s so naive nothing could have been simpler. She has no idea we’re playing games with her and now thinks all marriages start this way.”

“Hmm… Well, let’s get this over with. Give me twenty minutes…” and he slowly rose from the chair and headed to the staircase.

Inside the bedroom, Juliette was waiting for him on the bed and looked up expectantly as the door opened.

“John…” she whispered. “I'm ready for you.”

Brown didn’t say anything, but just gazed at his new wife lying on the bed. Elsie had looped thick cords about her wrists and tied them to the bed rails on either side so that Juliette lay with her arms spread wide. She’d folded her legs with her knees pressed together and twisted to one side; a pose that she supposed was modest, but one that left the heavy iron plug noticeably still in place with no easy way for her to dislodge it.

Slowly, Brown removed his waistcoat and shirt, and then his boots before sitting on the edge of the bed and smiling down at her.

“Kiss me, my love,” she murmured and then gasped when he stroked his hand across her right breast. It didn’t feel at all like all the other times she’d been manhandled; it felt like fire and ice were mingling together and tickling against her skin and she jumped and squirmed beneath him. He bent low and kissed her lips at the same time as his grip tightened and he pinched her nipple. The force of his grip surprised her and there was pain in her nipple, but she wanted more; she wanted all of him.

“Oh God, John. I've waited so long for this. Please, don’t make me wait longer…”

His hand slid down her belly and she unconsciously unfolded her legs for him. “Patience is a virtue, my dear. The longer you wait, the more virtuous you become,” and she couldn’t help a small cry when he touched the peg and slowly started withdrawing it. She cried louder when he reseated it before pulling at it again. The more he moved it, the easier it was to slide and the louder became her cries until he had to seal her lips with his to mute her. Suddenly, her legs curled up in a foetal position, trapping his hand and forcing the peg deep.

“I think you're ready,” he whispered, withdrew his hand and rose from the bed. Juliette lay gasping with wide eyes staring up at him as he unbuttoned his trousers. He climbed onto the bed to kneel at the foot and she spread her legs for him to expose once more the iron vaginal peg. This time, with a shriek from Juliette, he withdrew it completely to leave her vacant for the first time since that morning when Bendall had prepared her to receive the day’s asylum visitors. It left her gaping open and slicked with her own secretions, her labia red and engorged, and eager to receive him for the very first time.

She could but stare at his manhood swaying gently from his groin. It stood proud and erect pointing upwards at the ceiling and its very sight made her mouth feel dry with the now familiar a coppery taste on her tongue. Brown grinned and hooked his arms under her knees as he moved towards her, bearings down so that her knees were folded up either side of her waist and her ankles waved above his shoulders as if signalling her surrender.

She could feel him nudging her and tried to wriggle beneath him to expedite the coupling, but her scope for movement was limited. “Brown just smiled and reminded her once more to be patient, but she didn’t have to wait long. Without using his hands, he aligned himself and bore down, plunging the rigid organ deep inside her with a single thrust. She screamed and tugged at the ropes restraining her wrists, but to no effect. His weight was now on her hips, his cock impaling her to the hilt, pinning her to the mattress so that she felt like a mounted butterfly. She tried to wriggle; she needed to feel friction, but instead could only feel pressure where his body was pressing on her clitoris.

“John…” she breathed gazing up into his grinning face.

He moved his hips from side to side to roll her folded trunk beneath him and she closed her eyes with the sudden stimulation and gave a long moan. When she opened them again, there were other faces besides John’s gazing at her.

“She looks well nailed,” said Elsie with amusement in her voice.

“I agree,” came another voice on the other side of the bed. It was Davies and his voice was austere compared to Elsie’s light-hearted tone. Brown had angled his body so that they could see Juliette transfixed by his shaft. “I believe we can confirm, milord, that this marriage has now been consummated.”

“Thank you, Davies. That will be all.”

Davies glared down at Juliette’s face before turning and leaving the room, closing the door behind him. Elsie was now kneeling beside the bed and almost giggling. She brushed her long hair over her shoulder and gazed at Juliette’s astonished expression and her dark eyes seemed unusually bright.

“E’s a big boy, isn’t ‘e, dearie?”

“John… What’s happening? What are they doing?”

“They're witnesses, dear. They have witnessed that our marriage was properly consummated.”

“That’s right. It’s to prove you’ve bin properly fucked.”

Brown rolled himself against her again to cause her to squeal and once more the cords to her wrists snapped taut as she reacted to the stimulation.

Elsie was in her element. “Feel good, does it? I ‘spect you needed that after weeks with all those people poking and teasing you. ‘Course you were insane then and couldn’t do anything about it. Oh no… wait a minute; you still can't do much about it.”

“John, send her away please. I don’t want her here.”

“But I'm your personal maid. I could help you a lot,” and just to prove it, Elsie picked up one of Juliette’s nipples between finger and thumb and stretched her. Juliette shrieked and shook her body from side to side, but that only made things worse.

“John, please…”

“Yes, John. Please,” mimicked Elsie and leant forward to kiss Brown on the lips.

“No…” wailed Juliette and tried without success to kick her husband off her.

“I think she’s had enough,” said Elsie.

“Looks like it,” said Brown and withdrew to release Juliette’s flailing legs, choosing instead to sit on the edge of the bed. Elsie was still kneeling and grinned up at him as she shuffled sideways to position herself between his knees.

Juliette now became frenzied and started screaming as she tried to kick Brown in the back. He turned and struck her hard across the cheek, stilling her in an instant.

“Silence, girl,” he barked. “One more peep and I’ll have you gagged and bound so tight you'll not be able to breathe. I am now the master of this estate; you are my wife and that is all. I now own this property and I own you. You are required by the law of the land and the law of the church to obey me, you promised as much during the ceremony, and your body is now mine to use as I please.”

He paused and his demeanour softened as he reflected on all he’d achieved. “I am legally entitled to restrain or imprison you to force you to do my bidding and you, my dear, now have no say in the matter. In fact, for you the situation is even more straightforward: one word from me and you will be back at the Saint Agnes Asylum with Patcher and this time there will be no reason to leave you other than fully available to the affections of your visitors or the entrepreneurial Mr Fudge.”

Juliette was by now sobbing pitifully as the full impact of her circumstance filtered through her addled brain. As his wife, she had given herself to him body and soul and was now bound by his wishes. She no longer owned Barnbury either; that was his too. He’d taken advantage of her and now she had nothing.

Beside her, Elsie’s head was beginning to bob up and down in his lap and Juliette turned her head away, preferring instead to stare at the wall, but she could do nothing to mask Elsie’s slurping sounds or Brown’s low moans, or, indeed, the mass of the anal plug now laying on the mattress against her thigh.


Chapter 13

First Day Home

It seemed like hours that Brown and his mistress played on the bed already occupied by Juliette and all she could do was to try to ignore them. That proved difficult when they decided it would amusing to include her in their games, but they eventually tired of the joke and released her hands. She scampered into her bedroom next door as fast as she was able and fell into the bed to reflect on how her dream of a settled and peaceful life had vaporised like Scotch mist within seconds when Elsie’s true relationship with Brown was revealed. It was a restless night’s sleep much disturbed by her own sobs and around midnight men’s voices in the hall below added to her disquiet. One was Davies and the other, she presumed, was Brown’s assistant returning from Guildford.

The morning was grey and damp and perfectly suited her mood. She was already awake when Ethel knocked on her bedroom.

“Lord Huckabee-Brown thought you might like a cup of tea, milady.” Although the words she spoke were courteous, her tone was cold and lacking in respect.

“Tell Lord Huckabee-Brown that I don’t want any.”

“I’ll leave it on the bedside table,” she said and entered the room, letting the door swing to behind her.

“Didn’t you hear me?” but Ethel approached the bed anyway, placed the cup on the bedside table and put a finger to her lips to indicate quiet.

“We’re on your side,” she whispered. “I’ll explain later,” and she turned to go, but Juliette caught her hand.

There was a moment or two while she processed this latest news and then she whispered with urgency: “Jack… Where’s Jack?”

“He’s safe. He’s in the stables,” came the muted response and with that, Ethel hurriedly left the room and closed the door. Inside the room, Juliette burst into tears again, but these were tears of joy. She hadn’t realised how hard she’d been praying for his salvation ever since Joe had knocked him unconscious and dragged him from her cell all those days ago. She’d asked Bendall about Jack that evening, of course, but he’d only say that he’d gone. It was Ellis that told her that they'd thrown his unconscious body into the river and that he’d been carried away, and then the boy couldn’t understand why Juliette would not stop crying.

Now Ethel says he’s safe. Against all the odds he’d survived and was back on the estate. She had to see him. It was then that Elsie entered her bedroom.

“What do you want?”

“I’ve come to help you dress, milady,” and she placed the clothes she was carrying on a chair.

“I don’t need help and I don’t need your clothes; I have my own. Please leave.”

“Oh, I think you do. You see your husband has quite specific requirements. He wants his wife to look like a real lady. As for your clothes, they were removed before you arrived.”

Juliette jumped from her bed and, clothed in her nightgown, opened the drawers of her dressing chest; they were all empty.

“Where are they? I want them all back…”

“Lord Huckabee-Brown’s wishes are not to be trifled with. If he says he’d like you to wear something particular, I would think very carefully before you displease him. He told you what the consequences could be last night.”

Juliette rapidly reconsidered her options and sorted through the clothes on the chair. All that was there was an outer gown with a full skirt and bustle and a lady’s corset. “He says you should wear the shoes and stockings from yesterday.”

“But there’s no underclothes here. There’s not even a chemise.”

“It’s a warm day; you’ll not need them. Take off your nightgown and I’ll help you with the corset.”

It was a well-made and expensively embroidered garment, the type that all ladies were expected to wear, but Juliette found them to be unnecessarily restrictive and usually avoided them altogether. “I don’t need this,” she said and tossed it on the floor.”

“Oh, but you do. You’ll never be able to fasten the dress without it.”

Now she examined the dress more closely. The first thing she noticed was the low cut of the neckline. Such a garment may well be worn by commoners in the inns of an evening, but it was not a suitable for a lady’s daywear. The second thing she noted was the size of the garment. “It’s like a child’s; it’ll never fit me…”

“That’s what the corset’s for, silly,” and Elsie retrieved it from the floor and handed it back to Juliette.

*

Juliette negotiated the stairs with care. The corset was tight; really tight. Elsie had insisted on repeatedly pulling the laces until the back was completely closed and even then, the bodice of the dress only just fastened. It left Juliette barely able to breathe and unable to bend at all. Her waist was now tiny, eighteen inches at the most, and she felt like a wasp with her hips and bust swelling from the confines of the garment at top and bottom. And that was the other thing: her bust was once again barely concealed and felt like it was ballooning from the top of the dress.

Brown was already in the dining room having breakfast with Elsie and another man and smiled at her appreciatively when he saw her. “Juliette, my dear. Come and join us. I believe you’ve already met Mr Cotton.”

“You…” She stood like a statue staring at the man from the doorway. “You knew where I was all the time; it was you that sent me there…”

The accusation was levelled at Brown and he merely smiled.

“You tricked me. This whole scenario has been a trick to get me to marry you. I’ll fight this… I’ll get the marriage annulled.”

“And how will you do that. There were witnesses to say that you were legally married and that it was voluntary. We also have witnesses who can confirm that the marriage was properly consummated. You have no grounds for an annulment and I regret to say that I am unlikely to agree to a divorce. No, my dear. As I explained last night, both you and this estate are now my property.”

“But the whole thing has been a sham, a deception directed by you.”

Brown’s smile dropped from his face. “There was nothing pretence about the insane asylum. Your committal was very real, as you will quickly find out if you cause me any trouble. If you behave yourself, you may find that I choose to keep you here rather than send you away again.”

“I’ll run away.”

Brown burst out laughing. “And where would you go with no friends and no money. That really would confirm your status. You would be considered an insane fugitive and with the high profile of a titled lady, the whole of the country would be on the lookout for you. How long do you think you’d survive? Mr Patcher and Mr Fudge will be delighted to have you back. And me? Well, I might miss your amusing company for a little while, but I would have the sympathy of the whole country for your loss and I’m sure Elsie could help me recover from my misfortune.”

“I’m nobody to you, just the means to an end.”

“My dear, you underestimate yourself. You have a very fine body and I’d be sorry to see it pass beyond my reach, but gratified to know that others can derive some benefit from it.”

“I hate you…”

“Quite possibly, but do you hate me enough to elect to be in the care of Mr Patcher instead? Now, come and join us.”

“I’m not hungry,” and she walked away.

“Shall I fetch her back?” she heard Cotton ask, but Brown evidently decided to let her go because no-one followed her.

She walked straight out the main entrance and round the side of the house to the stables. “Jack…” There was no answering call. “Jack…” she called again louder and peered into the small room where he slept. It was empty and she sat dejected on a bale of hay.

The side door creaked and there he was, staring at her as if he was dreaming. Her reaction was instantaneous. He was carrying one of the wrought iron garden gates, but within moments that was discarded on the floor and she was with him, throwing herself against him with such exuberance that she nearly overbalanced them both.

“I was afraid you were dead,” she whispered and the tears appeared again.

“And I was afraid for you. They shouldn’t have done that to you.”

“I'm married…”

“I know.”

“He tricked me. It was Blakeney that sent me to that hell and then he pretended that he’d searched for weeks for me. I thought he was a good man and he said he loved me. He said that if I married him, they’d release me from the asylum and we’d be happy here at Barnbury. I had no choice. There was a horrible man who was going to buy me for his brothel and Blakeney said…”

“It’s all right. It’s over now and you're safe here.”

Juliette looked away. He was wrong; it wasn’t over. “He only wanted to marry me to get the estate and now says he might send me back to the asylum.”

“He can’t do that…”

“He can and it would be easy for him. They only released me because the doctors thought that having a husband would cure my insanity. Apparently, according to the doctors if I have ‘marital relations’ with my new husband it will relieve the original hysteria that made me argue with my father. Blakeney’s only got to say it’s not working and I’ll be committed again.”

“But you've not got hysteria. That’s ridiculous.”

Juliette gave him a wry smile. “That’s your opinion. Blakeney has papers that prove I have.”

“Well, in that case we’ll just have to run away together,” he said in a matter-of-fact voice, but Juliette was slowly shaking her head.

“That won’t work either. As he was so pleased to point out, everyone would be looking for us, we’ll be caught, and I’ll be locked up for the rest of my life. You too, I shouldn’t wonder; abduction or some such and you’ll be deported to Australia as a convict; Blakeney will think of something. I’m his wife, Jack; there’s no getting away from that. He owns me just as much as he now owns the estate.”

“Then what can we do?”

“Nothing. There’s nothing we can do, but knowing you're here gives me heart. Don’t leave me…”

Jack smiled sadly and hugged her tighter. “It’s a close thing that any of us are still here. Blakeney was going to sack us all because he thought we’d side with you. I was at the inn the other evening and I heard one of his men talking. Drake his name was.”

“That’s the driver of the coach that took me to London.”

“He was telling the landlord of the inn that we’d all be out of work and Davies thought if we pretend that we didn’t like you, Blakeney would reconsider. It seems to be working, too. Blakeney told Davies that he thought it was funny that we'd put up with your condescending behaviour for all those years, but now we all work for him you no longer have any power over us. We’re all going to have the chance to ‘get our own back’.”

“I thought I’d done something terribly wrong and that you all hate me.”

“Not at all. We’re all on your side; we just can’t show it.”

“Do what you have to do. I don’t want anyone getting into trouble because of me. I’ve already nearly got you killed.”

“It was hardly your fault. I was so shocked when I saw you that I hardly knew what I was doing. People were touching you and you could do nothing about it, but then I don’t remember anything until I woke up in the river. It was the cold water that brought me back to consciousness and I was drifting in mid-stream until I was rescued by a ferryman.”

“Ellis, the young boy, told me what they'd done and I thought you were dead.”

“Not dead,” said Jack and grinned. His hands moved from her shoulders to her waist and, in some confusion, he eased her back to arm’s length to gaze at her figure.

“It’s Blakeney. He insists that I wear a corset ‘like a lady’, but it’s so tight I can hardly breathe and if it was any looser, the dress wouldn’t fit.” She knew she ought to refer to Blakeney by his new adopted name, but it felt so wrong. To her, he’d never be Huckabee-Brown.

“The dress hardly fits now,” responded Jack.

“That’s not funny and you can stop looking so closely, too. One incautious move and I’ll be exposed, but it’s not my choice, Jack. Blakeney has taken all my other clothes away.” She moved a hand to her waist. “I don’t know how women can bear to wear corsets like this. I can’t bend at all and feel like I’m squidged in the middle and bulging at top and bottom.”

“That’s cos you are.”

“Well, yes… But ladies shouldn’t be wearing clothes like this; it’s just not dignified. It makes me feel like I should be serving ale in an inn or worse.”

“I suspect that’s the feeling Blakeney’s trying to encourage. If you turn around and unfasten your gown, I’ll loosen your corset; I'm sure we can allow the laces a little more slack.”

Juliette turned her back to Jack and unfastened the buttons down the front of the gown to her waist before slipping her arms from the sleeves. By folding one arm modestly across her breasts and holding the gown with the other to stop it sliding completely to the floor, she allowed Jack access to the lacing down her back to steal another inch. The dress was now skin-tight over the corset, but it was just possible to re-button it up the front.

“Thank you. That is much better…”

“Try to ignore his silly games and we’ll all do our best to look after you,”

She gazed around the dim interior of the stables: the row of stalls down one wall, empty now with the horses grazing in a nearby paddock, and the tack on the opposite wall with leather harnesses hanging from hooks above saddle racks. The musty smell of the horses was everywhere and one could almost imagine that it was visible in the dust motes hanging in the air.

“Everywhere is so familiar and so strange at the same time,” she murmured. “I don’t know whether I’ll ever feel the same again…”

“This is still your home, Juliette.”

“I wish it was. It’s Blakeney’s now. Even things like that gate seem somehow different.” Her eye fell on the black wrought iron gate lying on the earthen floor, one of a pair to the walled garden. Its intricate ironwork swirled around circular rings aligned across its centre like sun-beams around a row of summer suns and memories flooded back from her childhood when she used to play among the flower beds.

“I'm repainting them,” said Jack simply and she turned away as if the memories were too painful.

*

It was later that morning that Elsie saw Juliette emerge from the stables. She waited until her mistress entered the house and then walked into the stables herself. At first, she thought there was nobody else about, but then a young man appeared from one of the stalls and they both stopped and stared at each other. Elsie was the first to break the spell: “Hello, I’m Elsie. I’m Juliette’s personal maid.”

Still it took Jack some moments to respond. “Jack… I’m the stable master here.”

“I thought I saw Juliette in here…”

Of course she did. Who else could it have been? “I believe she was in here a few minutes ago. She was probably looking for her horse, but it’s out to pasture.”

Elsie gave a knowing look and grinned. “Well Jack, it looks like we might be seeing a lot of each other from now on. We are going to friends, aren’t we?” and she approached so close she could raise a hand and place it on his chest.

Jack looked down at the delicate fingers and the pouting face with dark eyes shrouded by waves of glossy black hair and grinned himself. “I should think that’s very likely; I'm very partial to pretty wenches,” and he gazed unashamedly at the low cut of her gown; she was showing almost as much flesh as Juliette. She breathed deeply to swell the soft mounds before turning teasingly away and pretending to study the stalls.

“Hmm… Do you have many horses stabled here?”

“Ten.”

“Ten…” she mimicked and wandered towards one of the empty stalls.

“They're all out in the fields.”

She didn’t seem to hear, but moved further away to peer into the small room at the end of the row where Jack had his sleeping bunk.

“You sleep here?” she asked and Jack nodded. “Very convenient.” She moved towards him again, a coquettish wiggle seeming to disturb the equilibrium of her bosom so that it jiggled tantalisingly. She stopped behind a wooden fence rail and smiled at Jack. “You must be a very busy boy with so many things to do…” and, for no apparent reason, leaned forward to raise the bustle behind her and allow her gown to gape at the front. “And what is it you’d like to do now?” she cooed.

Jack moved towards her until he was so close he could feel her breath on his open neck. She closed her eyes, expecting to feel his hands beneath her chest, but instead he touched her hair, brushing it back with his fingers so she could look up into his face. “I can't say I’m not tempted, Mistress Elsie. I admit I’ve never seen a prettier maid, but I regret that I have work to do. Another time maybe.”

“Perhaps,” she whispered and straightened. With an easy motion, she hooked a hand behind his neck and pulled his head down to kiss his lips, grinned, and then, without a backwards glance, ambled away back the way she’d come.

“I’ll look forward to that, then,” said Jack to her back.

*

Back at the house, Juliette was nowhere to be seen, presumably back in her room, but Lord Brown and Cotton were still in the dining room.

“Our little lady has a friend in the young stableman. They’ve just been talking together,” announced Elsie.

“Has she indeed? Did you see what they were doing?”

“No. Could have been anything…”

“Don’t worry; I’ll soon see him off the estate,” said Cotton.

“No. Let’s not be too hasty. This could be amusing. So, you think our prim and proper young lady might have a lover?”

“It’s possible; even likely. ‘E seemed a bit shocked to see me when I spoke to ‘im and that could easily ‘ave been a guilty conscience.”

“Well, keep an eye on them. I want to know everything that happens.”


Chapter 14

A New Costume

Jack’s easing of the lacing up the back of her corset didn’t go unnoticed by Elsie, although she didn’t say anything to Juliette. She did, however, tell Brown over breakfast.

“I thought you told me the dress wouldn’t allow the lacing to be eased.”

“I didn’t think it would, but there was almost an inch between the sides when I removed it last night. Of course, I’ve tightened it up again this morning.”

“Well that’s not going to suffice if every day she just eases it.” Brown was quiet for the rest of the meal and, immediately afterwards, sent for the local saddler, a man adept at working with leather. It was the afternoon before he presented himself at the hall and Brown showed him through to the drawing room where sketches were laid out on the table.

“Lady Huckabee-Brown is in need of a new leather, under-bust corset.”

“A corset…” exclaimed the man with surprise.

“Thick, stiff leather,” emphasised Brown. “It must be laced at the back with fastenings at the front in the form of rings riveted to the leather. When the garment is closed, the rings should overlap so that a cable can be fed through them from top to bottom to hold the sides together and the cable retained by a lock to prevent it being withdrawn.”

The saddler now looked even more surprised, but remained stoically silent.

“The same riveted rings should be fitted to the back for a similar locking mechanism when the laces are tightened to the extent that the two sides touch. Is that fully understood?”

“Yes, milord. You require a leather corset than can be locked onto Lady Huckabee-Brown in such a manner that it cannot subsequently be removed or adjusted without the keys.” The saddler gazed dispassionately into the middle-distance as he recapped his instructions.

“Precisely. Seven ounce leather, dark brown with all seams riveted. Here are the measurements,” and he handed the man a drawing. “When can I expect the garment?”

“Tuesday evening, milord. I shall start immediately.”

“Thank you. I’m sure Lady Huckabee-Brown will be most appreciative,” and he gave the man a wry grin.

*

For three more days, Juliette skipped breakfast and went straight out to the stables where the first thing Jack did was to loosen the laces down her back. Of course, he told her that Elsie had seen her leaving the stables that first morning, but nothing had subsequently been said, so the incident was forgotten. Neither realised that Brown’s mistress was monitoring Juliette’s movements throughout the day and reporting everything back. That third day, however, Elsie was thwarted.

Ignorant of the disappearing trick Jack and Juliette were enacting, Elsie waited at the side of the house while her targets left the stables by the side door and made their way round to the walled garden where Davies and Henry, the head gardener, were waiting in the greenhouse. Henry had been tying-up the tobacco plants, but stopped when he saw Juliette.

“Juliette, my dear. How are you?”

“My lady,” said Davies and bowed his head low. “I trust Jack has told you why we had to act so reserved upon your arrival.”

“He has and I’m very grateful to you all for the support, but I'm afraid there’s very little I can do to influence my husband.”

“We understand that, milady. It was a cruel and deceitful trick he played on you and I fear it’s not yet over. He may now be Lord Huckabee-Brown of Barnbury Hall, but he has no respect from any of the staff. And as for that floozy he has with him who he pretends is your personal maid, well she’s no better than a common whore who spends every night in his bed.”

“And that man Cotton thinks he can run the estate business,” said Henry in an irate tone of voice. “The man has no idea. He’s just a thug.”

“I see your plants are doing well,” said Juliette trying to lighten the conversation with a smile.

“Aw, the tobacco… It’s just about ready for harvesting. See how the lower leaves are beginning to yellow, but it will be at least two years before anyone gets to smoke this; it takes that long to cure it.”

“Good job there’s a stash you dried two years ago, then,” said Jack.

“Aye, it’s as well to plan ahead… I’ll tell you something, though: Lord Fucking Huckabee-Brown is getting none of it, beg your pardon, milady.”

“What Juliette really wants to know is what can be done to ease her situation,” said Jack.

“Well, nothing I can think of,” said Davies. “His Lordship has the law on his side.”

“But he kidnapped her and sent her to his cohorts at that London insane asylum. That can’t be legal.”

“But nobody can prove that’s what happened. The committal certificate was instigated by the late lord and it was all done proper. You can‘t argue that the original medical diagnosis was wrong because to some, the evidence was plain to see. Begging your pardon, madam, but you did rebel against your father’s expressed wishes.”

“He was trying to get me married off to Blakeney; I was perfectly right to do so, as is now so plain to see.”

“With hind-sight, your wisdom is irrefutable, but at the time, the Reverend Blakeney appeared affluent, well-connected, and morally impeccable. In short, he represented in your father’s eyes an ideal an eminently suitable marriage partner and your refusal to accept him was medically reason enough to justify a diagnosis of hysteria. Once that had been ascertained, your subsequent detention and incarceration in an asylum was perfectly legal.”

“But they did horrible things to me there…”

“I regret, milady, that what happens within the asylum is a matter for the commissioners. When we were searching for you, I looked into the legality of the conditions under which mental patients are detained, and the regulations seem particularly lax. Irrespective of the nature of the disease, the main purpose of the institutions seems to be to keep their patients secure so they don’t present any sort of danger to the community. The patients themselves appear to have no rights once committed and it’s usual for the keepers of the asylums to capitalize on the patients in their care to subsidise the upkeep of the institution. Paying visitors are allowed and encouraged, and it’s not unusual for the patients to be kept naked. In fact, it’s often medically advised that a contentious or violent patient can be made quiet and submissive by such conditions and, of course, the keepers are happy to comply because it will encourage more paying visitors.”

“I was neither contentious nor violent…” said Juliette quietly.

“Indeed, milady. Jack did not tell us in detail about the conditions under which you were detained, but I understand that there were many asylum visitors willing to pay four shillings apiece for your company. The temptation for the institution to capitalize on your presence must have been very great.”

The small group lapsed into silence after Davies’s analysis of insane asylums in general and the Saint Agnes asylum in particular. Jack finally made a suggestion: “Can't we get Doctor Taylor to declare her sane, or at least explain to the commissioners the reasons for her original committal?”

Davies considered Jack’s proposal, but then shook his head. “The fact remains that Juliette is now legally married to Lord Huckabee-Brown and if he suggests that she is still suffering from hysteria, her re-committal will be a mere formality. The best we can hope for is that our worst fears are not realised and I am afraid, milady, that particularly applies to you. You must do nothing to antagonise his lordship for we can do nothing to help.”

“You don’t have to spell it out for me, Davies. I know all this only too well, but knowing I have friends will help me to cope.”

“You’ll always have friends, but remember: we can’t always show our true affections…”

*

The next morning, Juliette was awake and drinking the cup of tea Ethel had brought her when Elsie entered her bedroom. Ethel was still there talking quietly to Juliette and rose quickly when she saw Elsie.

“That will be all, Ethel,” said Elsie and the young maid scampered guiltily away. Elsie dropped the day’s clothes on the chair beside the bed and Juliette scowled; the dress had been changed, but it was a change in colour only; the style was the same.

“If milady pleases, it’s time to rise and if you’d like to remove your nightgown, I will help you on with your corset.”

Juliette was not fooled by Elsie’s respectful tone; her words were backed by Brown’s instructions and it was not a request she was making. Juliette swung her legs from the bed and pulled the cotton nightgown over her head just like she’d done for the previous three days.

“It will be easier if you put on your stockings and shoes before I fit the corset,” suggested Elsie. This was new and hadn’t been necessary before, but, upon consideration, did make sense as she’d be able to reach her feet easier. It was only after Juliette was standing partly dressed that Elsie moved the dress aside to reveal the new corset.

“Lord Huckabee-Brown has provided you with a new corset because the old one seemed to relax during the day,” and she held up the shaped leather garment by one of the front panels. The leather had been artfully contoured to fit hips and waist with rows of rivets down the side seams and iron rings down the edges of the panels.

“No…” cried Juliette, but Elsie just smiled and moved to stand in front of her.

“Arms up, please madam,” and she passed the garment behind Juliette’s back before pulling the two sides together at the front. It moulded itself easily to her body and Juliette looked on in horror as, starting at the top between her breasts, Elsie began pulling the rings together and feeding a stiff cable through each pair. By the time she reached the lower edge at Juliette’s abdomen, the sides had been joined as if sewn together by the cable. The cable’s flared end was hard against the topmost ring and protruded from the bottom ring as a loop through which Elsie now threaded a small lock.

Juliette just stared down with her hands on the thick leather panels at her waist while Elsie now moved around behind her. Starting at the top and working down towards the middle, she started to pull the laces tighter. Then she did the same with the lower pair. It took four passes before she’d pulled all the laces tight enough to close the panels and then she slipped the second cable through the auxiliary rings to hold everything in place and secured it with the second lock.

Around the front, Juliette was looking shocked. The top hem was carefully scalloped to fit under her bust and the saddler had been particularly imaginative when it came to the fit. Whether his idea was to make the garment more comfortable or whether he had other thoughts in mind was not obvious, but he’d carefully crafted small curved platforms around the top edge of the scallops to cradle and help support her breasts. The effect was to lift both breasts and ease them together, increasing both the appearance of her cleavage and the projection of her breasts with her nipples now pushed to the fore and looking quite threatening.

“No…” said Juliette again, only this time as little more than a whisper. The corset was locked in place and it would take specialist tools and not a little effort to remove it without the keys.

“There,” said Elsie. “You look very attractive,” and grinned at her enforced posture. Juliette was too stunned to even complain.

*

Elsie followed Juliette down the stairs, but instead of entering the dining room, Juliette walked straight past. She didn’t, however, pass unnoticed.

“Juliette!” Brown called and then again when she didn’t reappear. Reluctantly, she moved back to the doorway. “I’d like to see how my wife looks in her new attire.”

Juliette slowly turned full circle.

“Come here, my dear. Do you like your new corset? I hear you had trouble with the last one loosening during the day.”

“Of course, I don’t like it. I can hardly breathe and certainly can't bend.”

Brown stood and gazed down at the front of her gown. It was pale yellow in colour and thinner than the previous day’s costume. Her projecting breasts strained against the neckline with a profile that was unmistakable in its detail and revealed a hint of darker areolae peeping above the material. Between her breasts was a dark void shrouded by pale flesh that swelled as she breathed.

“You look delightful. Sit down and eat with us,” and he indicated the chair to his right.

“How do you expect me to eat anything whilst wearing this?”

“Oh, but you must eat. Elsie, please fetch Juliette some bread and honey.”

She had no choice and the honey, when it arrived, was spread thickly on the slices. Brown watched her like a hawk as she nibbled her way through each slice, his easy-going speech contradicted by his icy stare.

“I can eat no more,” she said at last, but still he made her sit at the table like a child until they’d all finished. He and Elsie smiled and rose to make their way back up to the bedrooms and Juliette waited until they'd gone before pushing herself to her feet and exiting through the main entrance door.

Jack saw straight away that something was different. Her gait was slower and steadier than before, her posture stiffer, and her bosom more prominent; much more prominent.

“He’s given me a new corset,” she explained.

“Tighter than the last one?”

“No. At least, not before I ate breakfast.”

“Do you need me to loosen it?”

“I don’t think you can.”

She turned towards the wall and unfastened the buttons down the front of the gown. When she slipped the sleeves from her arms, the top of the garment fell away to hang down her back and while she stood with her arms modestly folded over her chest, Jack inspected the new garment.

“It’s leather…” he announced unnecessarily. “And thick leather at that. I can loosen the laces, but it won’t do any good; the sides are now locked together and I’ll need the key to release them.”

“I know. The front is the same.”

“I can’t even cut it down the seams because they're all riveted. Without the keys, all that can be down is to slice through the leather and I wouldn’t like to do that with you in it.”

“And it’s not the sort of thing that would go unnoticed,” added Juliette with a trace of black humour.

“No indeed. I’m afraid you must consider yourself entrapped.”

Slowly, Juliette turned to face him still with her arms folded across her chest. “So, I’m a prisoner in a costume designed to disport me like a whore in a brothel’s window.”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t tell me you’ve not noticed,” and with that, she dropped her arms. Her breasts, moulded and presented on their small leather cradles projected forward as if supported by magic to thrust tips of blush-pink areolae and unusually large nipples towards Jack.

“Juliette,” he whispered. “Please cover yourself. Someone might see. When all is said and done, you are still his wife and he’s a powerful man. He could do terrible things.”

She stood still for a moment and then turned away to gather her gown from around her waist. “I know. I’m sorry; I shouldn’t have done that,” and she pulled her dress over her shoulders and threaded her arms back through the sleeves. “I'm sorry,” she repeated. “But why should he care? He doesn’t want me at all, just that trollop that shares his bed. All he wants to do with me is to humiliate me. Just look at this dress; I look like a tart.”

They stood in silence, Juliette staring out of the broad doorway at the woods and hills beyond the yard and Jack snatching furtive glances at her expansive décolletage and the gown stretched by her prominent teats.

“Oh, Jack. Why does everything have to be so wrong?”

“Why don’t you go for a ride on Ladybug. I’ve been exercising her when I could, but she’d like to go out with you again.”

“I’m not sure I can even climb onto her wearing this ridiculous outfit.”

“I’ll saddle her up for you…”

She wanted to visit her father’s grave down in Cranleigh village, but it didn’t feel right dressed how she was. Her father always wanted to do this properly and to present herself so provocatively dressed before his grave felt much too disrespectful. Instead, she opted for the hills and, at least then, she could look down upon the church.

Soon she was away up the track to the top of the ridge and, despite the restrictive attire, it felt good to be out in the open air again. It was a fuss climbing aboard the side-saddle, but once seated, the only effect of the leather corset was that her projecting features tended to ‘bounce’ more than before to produce a sensation that was strangely exciting and not a little disconcerting. She tried trotting, but her gown wasn’t up to the job and after bouncing free of the low neckline for the third time, she reverted back to a stately walk.

They walked for an hour and then rested, horse and rider stationary as they both gazed out over the rolling countryside towards the line of the South Downs on the horizon. Cranleigh now lay about four miles distant to the south-east, as indicated by its tall church spire and the sun reflecting off the twin rows of red tiled roofs down either side of the high street. A shadow swept across the landscape as the sun disappeared behind a bank of cloud and Juliette suddenly felt a chill; it was time to return.

*

“Where have you been,” asked Brown when she walked towards her room.

“I’ve just been for a ride.”

“You should ask if you want to borrow a horse.”

“It was Ladybug; it’s my horse.”

“It was your horse; it’s mine now. You’ve missed luncheon. Come and have something to eat.”

“I'm not hungry.”

“It was not an invitation. Sit down. I’ll ask Enid to make you some pancakes.”

Juliette reluctantly sat at the dining room table and stared morosely at Brown while he rang the bell for Enid.

“A plate of pancakes for Lady Juliette, please Enid.” Enid curtseyed. “Make them thick with butter and apple filling,” he added without consulting Juliette.

Brown appeared to ignore her and sat making scratchy notes on a sheet of paper while Juliette worked her way through three pancakes oozing with syrupy stewed apples. She finished and was about to leave the table when he asked, “Did you enjoy your ride?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“Go far?”

She turned to stare at him. Why should he care? “Just along the ridge.”

He was silent again as he concentrated on his writing and then turned all his attention on Juliette. “You were seen in the stables…”

Suddenly, she felt a cold chill down her spine.

“Tell me about Jack. Is he a friend?”

She sensed a trap. “Not especially.” And then, suspecting that answer was insufficient, she elaborated. “We used to be friends, but now they all seem to have turned against me.”

Brown nodded his head knowingly. “There’s nothing special about him, then?”

“Nothing…”

“So when you decided to show him your titties, he could have been anyone?”

Again, she was seized with a chill that robbed her of the power of speech.

“Answer me,” shouted Brown and thumped the table with his fist.

“Yes,” she cried, not knowing what to say.

“In that case, I think we should indulge your little whims… Elsie,” he called.

Elsie had obviously been waiting for his signal and appeared in the doorway carrying a large pair of scissors.

“Stand up and don’t utter a single word,” he warned. Elsie grinned as she stood in front of Juliette and carefully cut away the neck of her gown until there was no material left covering her breasts. “At first, I thought your desire to so display yourself was rather eccentric, but who am I to criticise the idiosyncrasies of others? I have instructed Elsie to adapt all your clothes in accordance with your rather peculiar wishes.”

“Please…”

“Silence,” he shouted again, and then again continued in a more conversational tone. “After all the effort we’re going to in order to pander to your exhibitionism, I should add that from now on, if you are seen with that part of your anatomy concealed, you will be beaten and whoever assisted you will be dismissed. I'm sure I don’t need to remind you that will mean they and their family will then be homeless with immediate effect. Is that understood?”

Juliette nodded.

“Good. Now, I understand Mr Cotton was looking for you. I expect you’ll find him somewhere around the farm.”


Chapter 15

The Whipping Boy

The next morning, after she had almost been force-fed a sweet, starchy breakfast, Juliette crept out of the house by the back door after assuring herself that she was not being watched. She entered the stables to see Jack already waiting for her. He smiled wearily, trying extra hard not to allow his eyes to drop to her naked breasts.

“Cotton told me what Blakeney had done to your clothes. Everyone has been warned not to try to help you cover yourself.”

“He said he’d beat me if I did that and then dismiss whoever helped me.”

“It’s not so bad… It’s not like no-one’s ever seen titties before.”

“Not so bad for you. I feel so… so demeaned. And with this corset he’s forcing me to wear, they're so visible.”

Visible was not the first word that sprung into Jack’s head; eye-catching or outstanding maybe, or even salaciously obscene might not be going too far. “I'm sorry for you Juliette.”

“Elsie wouldn’t even take the corset off last night. I had to sleep in it. I'm afraid it won’t ever be removed unless it’s to make it tighter. Oh, Jack… What am I going to do? It feels like he’s just playing with me. He’s making things more and more difficult and eventually I think he’ll just get bored and send me back to the asylum. He deliberately sent me to see Cotton yesterday knowing that he’d torment me all the more now I'm half naked.”

“What happened?”

“Cotton thought it was very funny. He said he wanted me to milk the cows and then demonstrated the technique.” Juliette hesitated before continuing with her account. “He had me bend over to better represent cows’ udders and showed me how to squeeze and pull at each teat, but that’s not all… He put his hand behind me. I tried to rise, but he pushed me down again and lifted my gown. I think he would have compounded the assault had he not seen that I’m menstruating. He saw the pad that I’d tied between my legs and pushed me away in disgust.”

“The man’s a devil. If he touches you, I’ll kill him.”

“And then you’ll be hanged and what good would that do?”

“But as soon as he thinks you're over your period, he’ll be on you again.”

“I know.”

“You’ll have to tell Blakeney. Surely, even he wouldn’t want another man using his wife?”

“I did tell him and he just laughed; told me it was my own fault for being so teasing. He doesn’t seem to care what Cotton or any man does to me. It’ll be worse than when I was at the asylum. At least there I was protected in that one regard.”

“You know he’s still got that security belt they made you wear.”

“Oh, Jack. I couldn’t. All the time I was wearing that I could think of nothing else. I was becoming obsessed. You can’t imagine what it felt like.”

Jack allowed his imagination to ponder what Juliette might have been feeling with the chastity and anal pegs chained in place and decided that it was still quite possibly the lesser of two evils?

“I doubt he’d even consider it, anyway. I think he wants me to be abused.”

“Well, you could tell him he has a responsibility as your husband to ensure that other men don’t take advantage of you. Tell him he’d be cuckolded.” Jack’s expression was grave… “Juliette, I can see it’s a terrible decision to have to make, but it may be the only way to prevent what would otherwise be inevitable. Just think of it as a temporary, stop-gap measure.”

He looked dumbfounded when she burst out laughing and it didn’t help much when she explained the source of her mirth.

“You know I didn’t mean it like that.”

“Of course, I know. What I don’t know is whether to laugh or cry. I’ll speak to Blakeney; he might be reasonable and just warn Cotton and his other men off.”

*

Juliette had retired to bed to leave Brown and Elsie in the drawing room drinking brandy. Elsie was much amused… “She said you were going to be a cuckold?”

“That was what she implied. She wanted me to warn Cotton and Drake off. I told her that was never going to work and, in any case, it was little concern to me. Then she asked ‘what would the neighbours think if you allowed your staff to use your wife?’ What do I care what happens to her now? I thought I’d just let Cotton and the others have her and then, when they’ve bored of their plaything, have her committed again and be done with her.”

“Oh, that would be a shame. We could have so much more fun. She actually wants you to use those chastity pegs again?”

“That’s what she said. Told me it would be better than making me the laughing stock of the district, but, of course, that was not what was uppermost in her mind.”

“Well, for what it’s worth, I think we could have much more fun if instead of just allowing your men to ‘ave free rein, stir up ‘er lust, but make it so no-one can ‘ave ‘er.”

“You mean just use the plugs again?”

“Last time at Saint Agnes, I seem to remember it was driving ‘er to distraction”

“It was occupying her mind as much as her arse and cunny...”

“True, but the main source of her preoccupation was the fact that she couldn’t relieve the itch ‘erself; she ‘ad ‘er hands locked in that yoke thingy. With ‘er ‘ands free, the plugs and chain won’t be enough by themselves to keep ‘er frustrated. You’re going to ‘ave to be a bit more imaginative.”

*

Brown’s imagination extended as far as contacting Mr Jardingal, a metalsmith in the nearby town of Petworth and the next day, Brown called for Juliette to come and meet the man.

“He’s downstairs with Lord Huckabee-Brown now and you're to come down immediately,” said Elsie.

“But I can’t,” said Juliette looking shocked. She glanced down at her breasts projecting from the top of the corset as if they were weapons with which to threaten innocents, their tips carefully aimed and coloured pink to warn the unwary of their most dangerous features. “I just can’t,” she whimpered.

“Well, please yourself,” said Elsie and walked out the door.

Juliette followed her down the stairs within the minute and entered the dining room where the two men were sharing glasses of sherry. Brown’s companion was a crafty looking man of slight build with short, greasy, dark hair, beady looking eyes, and a small moustache and he looked at Juliette with unconcealed interest. Brown, on the other hand, looked at Juliette with a hard stare and she averted her eyes. He was looking at the shawl she had wrapped around her shoulders and was clutching together over her chest.

“Mr Jardingal, my wife Juliette…” he said with a caustic edge to his voice, but held out an arm inviting her to join them. Mr Jardingal didn’t make the customary introductory bow, but instead continued to assess Juliette’s figure.

“She has a small waist,” said the man. “Yes… Very small, but her height is quite average.”

“Will you need to take detailed measurements?” asked Brown.

“Oh no. I don’t think so. Knowing her general build should be sufficient. Variations are small.”

Juliette looked at the man with some confusion.

“It will be taxing for extended use.”

“That is not your concern,” said Brown.

“Four days,” said Mr Jardingal and Brown nodded.

“Thank you Juliette. That will be all.”

She turned and hurried from the room, pleased to have escaped with so little confrontation. She half expected Brown to follow her up the stairs for the beating he’d promised, but she wasn’t sorry. He can’t expect her to bare herself to strangers.

She watched Mr Jardingal leave the house from her bedroom window thirty-minutes later and still Brown did not seek her out, but he’d not forgotten. It was noon before Elsie, his silky tongued messenger, finally announced the words she’d been dreading.

“Lord Huckabee-Brown wishes the pleasure of your company in the drawing room,” said Elsie with an overly sugary voice. “And I shouldn’t leave it too long,” she added with a grin.

Juliette slowly descended the stairs with trepidation and entered the drawing room where Brown was reclining in one of the arm chairs.

“Ah, Juliette. I thought we might take a stroll together in the gardens.”

It was a surprising statement; not at all what she was expecting and from one apparently so inured to the attractions of nature, but, as with most of his requests, she was not in a position to decline. Together they exited the main entrance, descended the steps to the drive, and slowly ambled around the side of the house away from the stable yard and towards the walled garden at the back. Elsie followed silently in their wake whilst Brown chatted amiably about the warm weather and the burgeoning wheat.

Juliette tensed when she heard a short cry coming from the garden and gasped when she saw the ornamental wrought iron gates in the wall flanked by rose briers. Behind her, Elsie gave a soft giggle. The right-hand gate was ajar, but the left was closed with its sliding bolt locking it to the paving, and there was Ethel, stripped to the waist and tied against the black ironwork of the gate.

Her frightened eyes stared between the bars at Brown and then flicked questioningly to Juliette, but she didn’t speak. Cords lashed her forearms and waist to the gate and a leather belt had been tightened behind her shoulders to press her naked chest against the intricate ironwork. Her breasts, generous for one so young, were forced through the circular iron patterns of the gate and bulged on Juliette’s side, pale and rounded with small pink nipples.

Cotton was standing behind her. He’d raised the back of her gown and tied a cord around her waist to hold the garment up and expose her bare buttocks. He now stood grinning at the new arrivals with one hand proprietorially resting on a cheek and the other holding a hazel cane.

“No!” cried Juliette. “You can’t…”

“I’m sure I can,” said Brown and moved towards the gate, reaching up to stroke the taut flesh that had been constricted by the rings across the gate’s median line, their sunburst design only enhancing the effect. Ethel gave a little cry and tried to move, but her frantic attempt had no discernible effect on her breasts which looked like they'd been absorbed into the design of the gate.

“Come closer, my dear. Ethel has been waiting for you.” His hand moved over the silky flesh as if moulding it and then pinched its swelling teat. He looked at Juliette with a broad grin that suggested he’d just found a new toy.

“Why? Why are you doing this?”

Now his demeanour changed and his face darkened. “You have blatantly disobeyed me. I told you what would happen and still you did it.”

Shocked by his vehemence, Juliette stumbled over her words. “I couldn’t… I couldn’t expose myself to a stranger like that. You can’t ask me to do such a thing.”

“I can and I did, and now this is the result. Do you know what a whipping boy is?” he asked, his voice once more under control. “He was a boy who accompanied a prince and was whipped for the transgressions of the prince. Here we have a whipping girl…”

“No, you mustn’t. Please. It wasn’t Ethel’s fault. She didn’t do anything.”

“That’s rather the point of a whipping boy. You may be ready to accept pain, but are you able to watch Ethel take your beating?”

“Please, my Lord. Don’t do this. I’ll never do that again, I promise.”

“BE SILENT…” His shout was so loud it momentarily stunned her, but then he once more continued in a milder tone as if nothing had happened: “If you move or make a noise again, I will add strikes to those already accrued.” and with that he took the hazel stem from Cotton.

Both Juliette and Ethel gazed in horror at his antics as he sliced the cane through the air whilst Elsie just grinned.

“I was going to stripe her arse, but it now seems more appropriate to me that as your violation was related to your breasts, Ethel’s punishment should involve hers.” He tapped the end of the sprig against the plump, white skin and, with a yelp, she twitched. “Anyway,” he mused, “They are so beautifully presented.” Her head jerked and her shoulder swung away from Brown, but she was not able to disturb the lie of her breasts projecting through the ironwork. They remained quite still: pale, dis-embodied, rose-coloured spheres on a network of black iron surrounded by rose blooms of a matching tone.

“Five, I think,” said Brown and flicked the hazel, slicing it through the air to strike the smooth flesh. Ethel screamed and tears welled from her eyes. Juliette jumped and Brown glared at her, willing her to speak. Her mouth was working, forming silent words that she dared not utter. Slowly she sank back and covered her eyes as Ethel screamed again and again.

Five times she heard the swish of the hazel as it cleaved the air to strike the taut flesh and five times Ethel screamed. Then there was silence. When Juliette opened her eyes, Brown, Cotton, and Elsie were gone and Ethel was sobbing against the gate with five red stripes patterning the upper surfaces of both breasts. Juliette rushed over to her to fumble with the knots whilst murmuring solace between her own sobs.

Ethel, too, was finding it difficult to speak, but managed phrases like I’m all right and it wasn’t your fault. Juliette scrabbled with the knots and unfastened the leather belt around her back, and Ethel gingerly withdrew from the gate as her dress fell back over her hips. She inspected her damaged breasts and, surprisingly, the skin wasn’t broken and nor was there any blood, but there were angry red welts striping her with a regular pattern. She touched herself and yelped again, and then pulled her dress back over her shoulders, but hesitated to pull it over the damaged skin.

“Come,” encouraged Juliette. “Let’s find Rosie. She’ll have some balm to soothe the pain,” and Ethel gave her a wry smile.


Chapter 16

Safe and Secure Once More

It was five days later that Juliette waited in her bedroom for Elsie. She’d spent most of the previous day in her room, but her husband, in his usual understanding fashion, had told her that her new milkmaid duties couldn’t be postponed indefinitely. Time had been marching on and Cotton wasn’t going to believe that she was still menstruating for much longer. Surely, all they needed to do was reinstall the security peg she had before and she’d be safe; uncomfortable, but safe.

She’d dressed herself in the clothes left out for her the night before: a very pretty gown with an embroidered bodice, a low bustle, and a full skirt. Rosie had hemmed around the neck where Elsie had cut it away with the scissors and now it was neatly tailored under the leather detailing that supported her naked breasts. She’d become used to the display, but not hardened to the effect it had on others, particularly Cotton who took every opportunity to manhandle her whenever they met.

Beneath the gown, she invariably wore no underwear and now was debating whether to bother with the menstrual pad for another day. The chances of the rouse succeeding again were slight in the extreme.

The door opened and Elsie entered without knocking, as was her custom. She was not carrying anything and Juliette’s heart sunk.

“Elsie… You promised.”

“So I did and when have I ever lied to you? You're to come with me. Lord Huckabee-Brown is waiting in the barn to fit your new chastity device.”

A new chastity device! That wasn’t what she expected at all, but it couldn’t be worse than no chastity device. The women descended the stairs together and made their way to the barn where Brown was waiting in the company of another man: the metalsmith.

“Ah, Juliette my dear. You remember Mr Jardingal, don’t you?”

Mr Jardingal was not easy to forget and gazed brazenly at Juliette’s breasts.

“Mr Jardingal is a metalsmith and he has made you a new chastity guard to put your mind at ease.”

“Aye, milady. I hope it fits; I only had my eldest daughter to work with, but she is of similar build to yourself, so it should be fine.”

The man held out his hand to show Juliette a short length of silvered sheet metal no more than six inches long beaten in the form of a shallow, elongated dish designed to enclose her vulva and curved to fit over her pubic mound. At the tail end, the guard narrowed until it was crimped to a steel cable that was evidently intended to rise in the cleft between her cheeks. The same type of cable was joined to the top of the dished pubic cup, but it was unclear how either of these two cables were going to be retained to lock the device to her body.

That, however, was not her main concern.

She initially expected just the vaginal peg on its chain and, although she knew it would be distracting if not actually painful, it would be enough to keep her safe and that, after all, was its crucial purpose. This device was much more elaborate and really didn’t need a peg at all, but there it was brazed to the inside surface of the vulval shield. What was totally unexpected and not at all warranted was its elaborate design and the presence of a second plug; a short, stubby, round-tipped anal plug.

“No…” she cried. “You can’t.”

Mr Jardingal looked shocked and blurted out, “But Lord Huckabee-Brown said you requested it.”

“My wife requested that we make her secure and what better way to achieve that than by pegging the guard in place.”

“But I won’t be able…”

“My dear, you don’t think I’d seal you up until you pop, do you? Elsie will remove the device each morning to allow you to wash and do whatever else you consider necessary, and then the guard will be refitted to keep you secure for your day. Look… It’s perforated underneath to allow you to urinate when necessary, but Mr Jardingal has constructed it so that nobody will be able to interfere with you. That is what you want, isn’t it? If not, say so now and we can leave it off if you’d rather…”

“But it’s so… it’s so intimidating.”

It was true; although the dished shield itself was of minimal size, the plugs, especially the front one, looked much larger than necessary and as she gazed at the carefully cast phallic post in the shape of a thick, erect penis complete with a smooth, acorn-shaped tip and ridged shaft, she felt her throat drying.

“It’s a dildo… I don’t want it; ladies don’t use dildos…”

Both Brown and Elsie burst out laughing. “And who would you expect to use one?” asked Brown. “Anyway, your assertion is totally wrong. You shouldn’t base your perceptions on out-of-date prejudice and a misplaced sense of modesty. You should enjoy life… Did you know that the earliest dildos date from the stone-age? Theologians might disagree with the dates, but I believe it was many tens of millennia before Christ our Lord and they have been popular in several civilisations since. There are, for instance, many illustrations on the walls of ancient Egyptian tombs depicting their use and Queen Cleopatra is said to have filled a gourd with bees so that it vibrated. The Greeks, Romans, Indians, and, in particular, the Japanese also used them in various forms and they have been popular among society ladies here ever since.”

Juliette’s gaze was still riveted to the device as Brown glanced at Elsie before continuing his monologue: “My dear, I know this device is essentially a practical security measure, but that’s no reason you should not be allowed to enjoy it. It’s why I insisted it be cast to imitate an erect male member and it has the benefit of being the most fundamental shape women have evolved to accommodate. To impose any other form within you could be considered unnatural.”

“You consider a seven inch metal phallus ‘natural’? And what about the second plug? Is that to give me pleasure too?”

“I have heard that’s often the case. However, if you’d rather I left that particular region unprotected, I can ask Mr Jardingal to remove it, but it’s likely to take a few more days.”

His warning was clear. He was giving her a choice: wear this or suffer the attentions of Mr Cotton and whoever else might want to force themselves upon her.

“No…” she said with a quiet voice. “I shall accept what Mr Jardingal has crafted.”

She was still peering at the device and Mr Jardingal mistook her interest for admiration. “It’s made from finest cast brass, my lady, and silver plated using the latest chemical plating methods to ensure it is fit for a lady. See how it shines in the light.”

“And you say you modelled this on your daughter, Mr Jardingal?”

“Yes, madam. She said it was not too discomforting. In fact, she described the experience as invigorating and added that it should provide you with the security you require.”

“I don’t doubt it. What’s this detail for?” and she pointed to a small smoothed ridge forming the shape of a triangle in front of the vaginal dildo and around the perforations.

“Ah, madam. Lord Huckabee-Brown suggested that. Its purpose is to ensure that your genital features are not pressed tightly together by the cover to the extent that they interfere with urination.”

She closed her eyes as the little man casually referred to her most intimate functions. “Very thoughtful of Lord Huckabee-Brown, I'm sure,” she said and glared at Brown. “And how is all this to be retained?”

It was Brown who answered her: “It will be locked to the front and back of your corset. The cables need to be adjusted for length, which is why they have been left unterminated. If you're quite ready, we’ll proceed with the fitting now.”

Juliette swallowed hard and nodded.

“Good,” said Brown and took the device from the metalsmith to hand to Elsie who was standing behind him. Juliette watched as Elsie produced a tub of solidified vegetable oil and scooped out a handful before rubbing it liberally over the head and shaft of each plug. The metal began to glisten as her hand moved slowly up and down the rigid protrusions and Juliette felt her own sex begin to spontaneously moisten. She gave a small cry that emerged as a strangled croak and Elsie responded with a sardonic smile.

Eventually, Elsie considered the whole device to be sufficiently oiled and handed it to Brown. He now walked over to one of the posts supporting the barn’s roof trusses and placed the chastity guard on the top surface of an adjoining rail. Inverted wooden fruit crates had been placed on either side of the rail to form mounting steps.

“Now, my dear, it will aid fitting considerably if you remove your gown.”

Juliette felt totally defeated. She’d been talked into accepting the intimate device; it was surely a small additional step to denude herself to allow its installation. She unbuttoned her dress to below her waist and shrugged its sleeves from her arms so that the garment fell in a heap about her feet before glaring at Brown, but her intense stare did little to unsettle him.

“I’d like you to step onto the boxes so that you're straddling the rail. Mr Jardingal and I will assist you,” and he held out his hand.

Juliette hesitated for a few heartbeats before placing a foot on a crate and then looked to Mr Jardingal for further assistance, but he was staring at the fair, downy hair that covered the surface of her pubis and its bare vaginal cleft.

“Mr Jardingal,” said Brown and he jumped before rushing round to the other side of the rail to take hold of Juliette’s elbow. She lifted a booted and stockinged leg over the rail to stand on the other box and now hovered above the chastity guard. “Good,” said Brown. “When you're ready…”

She swallowed again, but didn’t move. The sight of the phallic plug beneath her unnerved her and her legs started to tremble.

“Ethel would appreciate a decision,” muttered Brown and an image of Brown striking the young maid servant with the hazel, this time between her legs, flashed through her mind. Slowly, she bent her knees until the tip of the vaginal plug touched. A quick glance to Brown and then Jardingal, and then she sank further with a barely audible moan that turned into a sharp squeak when the anal plug touched. There was nothing else for it and she sank still lower with the balled tip pressing against her until, with a yelp, the ball slipped through her sphincter and she found herself sitting astride the rail.

Brown smiled. “Now hold onto the post in front of you…” and, at a given signal, both Brown and Jardingal kicked the crates away from beneath her feet. Juliette shrieked and dropped down hard with her feet now flailing beneath her in free air. If she thought she was fully seated before, she was wrong. With her full weight bearing on it, the guard felt like it had suddenly become an integral part of her; a seamless extension to her sex that fitted her intimately both without and within. Her labia, now copiously smeared with the vegetable oil was moulded over and around the guard’s slippery inner profile and was eased apart by its contours. It was true that spreading her labial folds would assist urination, but it was also now apparent that the metal had inveigled itself under her clitoral hood to lay bare her clitoris that now touched the slickened metallic surface.

“There, my dear. Does that feel secure?” asked Brown and Juliette stared at his face with wide eyes and an open mouth.

Jardingal was losing no time in completing the fitting and had threaded a metal ferrule onto the front cable. He now passed the cable through the shackle of the padlock below her corset, threaded it back through the ferrule, and then pulled the cable tight with steel grips before holding the ferrule in the jaws of a large pair of crimping pliers and squeezing it flat. The action permanently locked the ferrule to the cable and ensured there was no slack at the front. Now he did the same thing at the back by threading the rear cable through the corset’s back lock, pulling everything as tight as he could manage, and crimping it all in place.

Brown looked pleased with himself. “And there we have it; safe and sound. As I said earlier, Elsie can remove the device each morning for your ablutions and it can easily be refitted afterwards with no further adjustment necessary. Allow me to help you dismount,” and he pushed a box back under one foot. Juliette carefully swung her leg over the rail again and stepped down onto the earth floor to stand perfectly still with the same astonished expression still on her face.

Between her legs, the chastity guard had not relaxed its intimate grip even fractionally and now formed an impervious second skin that sealed and protected, but also dissociated her most sensitive area from the rest of the world. Instead, her sex was now isolated in a new world where every little movement she made had its own novel effect.

Elsie held her gown open for her to step into and she buttoned herself up as far as her exposed breasts.

“Thank you, Mr Jardingal; very professional,” said Brown. “Come, my dear. Let’s go to the dining room for breakfast,” and he took Juliette’s hand in his to lead his human mannequin slowly and silently away.

Her previous security peg was retained by her hips and moved with her; not so this new device. This was retained by the stiff corset and its precise position was now determined by the attitude of her upper body. She was surprised to find that any attempted pivoting of her hips fore and aft was curtailed by the chastity plate and not only pulled on the plugs, but was also felt by the plate’s internal profile sliding beneath her clitoral hood. Her whole torso was effectively locked rigid by the chastity guard that, at the same time, was continuously sending little messages to her brain about her slightest of movements. When compounded by her muscles within her abdomen squeezing and sliding around the plugs as she walked, she doubted she’d be able to cope.


Chapter 17

Induced Mania

Jack watched Juliette make her way carefully across the yard towards the stables. She was holding her arms away from her body with her fingers spread as if ready to grab hold of anything that might offer some support.

“Are you all right?” he asked with concern.

“He’s done it; he’s fitted the security plug I asked for, but it’s not the same one. Oh, Jack, I don’t think I can handle this.”

“But it does protect you? It’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“Oh, it does that all right, much more than before, but it’s not just a plug; it’s more like a tiny chastity belt. And it’s so tight…”

His face looked pained. “I doubt I’ll be able to help…”

“Couldn’t you just try? You might be able to loosen it a little bit.”

“You want me to examine it?” he asked quietly; this wasn’t a usual request a lady of the manor might make to the stable man.

She nodded and without waiting for his agreement, gathered her skirts in her arms and held them above her waist. Jack glanced down at her stockinged legs and bare thighs. He could see the top of the chastity guard wrapped around her pubis with its cable rising beneath her skirts over the naked flesh of her belly and he looked back to the hopeful expression on her face.

“Please, Jack. Just have a look. There may be something you could do.”

He forced a smile and knelt before her, but couldn’t avoid the surprise in his voice. “My God… Is this silver? It’s a very well-crafted piece and it will certainly keep you secure.” He lifted her gown higher and saw how the cable was linked to her corset and crimped to form a permanent loop through the shackle of the padlock. The lock itself was a modern design made of brass and steel with, he suspected, rotating spools within that would release the shackle only when aligned by the key. He could do nothing with that.

“Can you slide it to one side?” he asked.

“Jack, it’s got plugs inside it, not one but two, and they're already driving me crazy. I can feel them moving inside me whenever I move and the guard plate is deliberately shaped to touch me; touch my most sensitive area. Every time I make the slightest of movements, the cables jog the plugs and the plate slides under me; it’s like I'm being stroked.”

He bent lower and peered between her legs. “I can see the heads of rivets that have been driven through the guard and into the metal plugs. No doubt they have also been secured with a braze. Er… Would you mind turning around and leaning forward a little, milady?”

“Jack, please don’t call me that,” but she did as he asked and leaned against a wooden rail. Now the whole of the underside of the guard was revealed, its tapered trailing end passing over her anus where the plug was as wide as the guard and he could see her sphincter gripping its base. Just behind it, the guard was wrapped around another cable and beaten flat to create a fused joint and, lifting her gown higher, he traced the cable rising between her cheeks until it was linked to the rear lock.

“Juliette, I can do nothing short of cutting away your leather corset or filing through a cable and I suspect the latter would be a long and arduous task. The whole assembly is secure and non-adjustable.”

Juliette groaned and rose erect to let her skirts settle back into place.

“Give it a little time. The sensations will fade.”

“It’s been fitted now for a couple of hours and they're just getting worse, not better. I feel like I need to touch myself, but I can’t. Oh Jack, it’s almost worse than being back in the asylum.”

He didn’t know what to say or do. He suddenly became aware that he was gazing down at her naked breasts and his eyes pinged up to her face. “At least you don’t need to worry so much about Cotton or Drake.”

“No, that’s true. I suppose I should thank Blakeney for that. He has expended some effort to ensure I can’t be molested.” She hesitated, stepping aimlessly from foot to foot. “I should go. I don’t want them to think that I spend too much time in the stables.”

Jack nodded. “Let me know if I can assist in any way,” he said rather lamely and she smiled and turned back to the house.

*

Three days later, Jack was surprised by an early morning visit from Elsie. She was holding Juliette’s leather corset.

“Lord Huckabee-Brown requires that you clean and oil this,” and she handed him the garment. “You should do it straight away so that it can be refitted.”

“It should be dried for at least two hours after it’s cleaned.”

Elsie just shrugged. “I’ll collect it shortly,” she said and left.

Jack inspected the garment. The locking cables had been removed so that the two sides were just held together by the laces at the back and he unlaced them to leave two separate panels. He laid them on his work table, their contoured shape accurately depicting Juliette’s own form. She’d been wearing it for two weeks without the opportunity to remove it and it was beginning to look stained. At least cleaning it would make the leather a little softer and more comfortable.

He wiped it over with a damp cloth and then rubbed dubbin grease into the grain of the leather before leaving it to dry in the warm air. By the time Elsie reappeared an hour later, he’d re-laced the two sides and polished the surfaces.

“It has been decided that she should bathe every week from now on because she’s starting to smell, so you can expect to repeat this on a regular basis.” Jack nodded and Elsie scooped up the garment to return it to its owner.

Juliette appeared not long after in a new dress that Rosie had altered, an expensive embroidered gown in green that originally had a high, button-up neck.

“Thank you for cleaning it. It does feel nicer now.”

“You're welcome. Does that mean it’s a little looser, too?”

“No, unfortunately. Just softer. It felt good to be free of both the corset and the chastity guard for a short time and have a real soak in a tub. Ethel had made the water quite warm. She whispered that she would have liked to put rose petals in it, but was afraid Blakeney would see.”

He watched her standing in the dim light of the stables gazing through the open side door at the stock fence and the pastures beyond. Her hands were fidgeting and she was absent-mindedly rocking her hips back and forth.

“I'm glad you enjoyed your bath.” He still felt awkward standing in front of her when she was partially naked, but she didn’t seem to notice. “Is your chastity device becoming easier now?”

Suddenly realising how she’d been standing, she appeared upset with the question. “No, of course it isn’t. Why would you even think that?”

“I’m sorry. I just thought…”

“You just thought I’d get used to two sodding great plugs fucking me with every step I take. Did you think I might grow to like it? Some people round here seem to think it’s a fine joke just as they think I actually enjoy my titties bouncing about for all the world to see?”

She stared at Jack’s face struck dumb by the power of her indignation. Suddenly, he turned on his heel and fled out of the side door. It took a few moments for her to gather her thoughts and she called out after him, but it was too late. The damage had been done and she was left standing alone in the aisle of the stables looking a little lost.

He didn’t see a lot of her for the next few days. She’d never spoken to him in that tone before and he didn’t know what to make of it. The result was that he avoided the early morning meetings altogether by the simple expedient of being elsewhere. He did see her walking slowly about the grounds and both Davies and Henry would tell him of conversations they'd had with her. They said she seemed restless and ill-at-ease, but wouldn’t talk about the conditions Brown was imposing. She had asked after Jack, though, and why he was avoiding her.

“I don’t like seeing her like that,” had been Jack’s excuse when he spoke to Davies and the butler had looked cross.

“That’s no reason. The girl needs you more than ever now, so swallow your pride and talk to her. Something is upsetting her and you should try to help.”

His advice hit a chord and the next day Jack waited for her in the stable not knowing whether or not she’d appear. She did and her face broke into a big grin when she saw him.

“Are we friends again?” she asked.

“Of course we are. I’m sorry for my stupid questions.”

“It wasn’t a stupid question. It’s just that this thing is driving me towards insanity. I don’t know what to do and it’s getting worse every day. At least with all those people touching me in the asylum, I could be assured that every so often someone would cause a paroxysm and I’d feel calmer for a short while. Now there’s no chance, but it’s all I seem to think about.”

“A paroxysm… I thought… Well, I didn’t think that was the sort of thing a woman would crave. It’s just a nervous reaction, isn’t it? I didn’t think women would normally seek one out, not unless they really are suffering from hysteria.”

He realised as soon as he’d said it that it was almost like saying she was insane, but Juliette just looked ashamed and bowed her head. “I can’t help it. I didn’t used to be like this; it’s only since they took me to that asylum and… and they fitted that peg and let people touch me. People do say that women don’t react like men do, that they don’t feel the same cravings, but that’s just not true. I'm sure women experience the same feelings as men, but they just hide them in case they're accused of being hysterical. But for me, it’s worse than just experiencing desire. Brown has designed this chastity guard to tease me with every step I take and frustrate me because there’s nothing I can do to ease the stimuli. He’s trying to get me addicted and I can feel the craving getting stronger day-by-day.

“Oh Jack, I think the only thing that can sate these feelings it is to be with a man, which, I suppose, is the result he’s seeking; he’s trying to turn me into a whore… But I don’t want just any man; I want to be with you.”

Jack looked astonished and for two very good reasons: firstly, this went against everything he’d ever been told about women. They weren’t meant to seek sexual coupling; that was a man-thing. Women were just supposed to be passive recipients of man’s lust. There was a name the doctors gave to the condition she was describing, nymphomania, and he knew it was a condition that, if left untreated, could lead to blindness, paralysis, and even death.

The second source of his astonishment was much more personal. This was the first time Juliette had ever admitted a real romantic attraction towards him. He’d known her since they were children and often thought of her as a sister, but now she’d actually said that she wanted him to be with her AS A MAN. The thought made him feel weak at the knees even as he stared at her naked breasts.

“Juliette…” It came out as barely a whisper. “I’ll do everything I can for you, I promise. The man’s a devil; he’s deliberately inducing hysteria in you and I don’t know how to stop it, but I will find a way.”

*

Jack was distraught by Juliette’s condition. She wanted him to induce a paroxysm in her, that much was obvious, and had implied that her preferred method would be as his lover, but that was a step too far. Even if he could defeat the chastity guard, his morals would prohibit him associating in that way with another man’s wife, but there were other options. He knew that artificially induced paroxysms were one of the accepted methods of treatment for her condition practiced by doctors, but he wasn’t sure of the procedure or even if he should attempt it; he might make her condition worse. He needed professional advice. Doctor Taylor… He must speak with Doctor Taylor immediately.

It was a half hour walk to the village of Cranleigh and he just had to hope that the doctor was at home. He rapped on the door and Mrs Taylor answered to assure him that the doctor was indeed in residence, but that he’d have to wait. Another hour wasted, but finally he got his audience.

“It’s Juliette,” said Jack.

“How is she? I know about the hardships that she endured; an entirely unnecessary occurrence in my view. But I heard she’s now married and back at the hall. Her father would be gratified.”

“Well, maybe not. She tells me that the new Lord Huckabee-Brown tricked her into marriage to become the owner of the hall. He has no love for her and she’s worried that he’ll now send her back to the asylum.”

“Oh dear. That is unfortunate. You know I am powerless to help her if that happens?”

“Yes,” agreed Jack. “It is unfortunate and I believe he is deliberately trying to induce hysteria in her to support his plan. He has imposed restraints on her that seem to be encouraging a form of nymphomania. Of course, I have no medical training and I can only rely on what I’ve been told, but her restrictions appear to be intended to incite a craving for paroxysms.”

“Ah. Hysteria is a complex subject and women are complex creatures. Their normal state is a passive acceptance of their husbands’ desires and advances. Indeed, to show any form of reticence can also be considered an indication of hysteria, but some women are abnormal. They can, under extreme circumstances, exhibit signs of sexual desire that cause them to actively seek out physical congress, although I’m at a loss to understand their motives for doing so; it’s not as if they can physically benefit from the encounter as men do by experiencing orgasm because a woman is not physiologically capable of feeling sexual pleasure. A woman’s paroxysm is sometimes compared to the male orgasm, but in truth sexual congress for a woman is akin to the rubbing of an itch and the resulting paroxysm is little more than an involuntary nervous response similar to the breaking of a fever. It is recognised, however, that the paroxysm does engender a calming of the female spirit which, in this case, should be the aim.”

“Juliette is certainly beginning to show signs of sexual desire; she has told me as much.”

“Then she should be treated immediately. To delay can only increase the risk.”

“Lord Huckabee-Brown will not allow you to treat her, but I may be able to help her if you tell me what I should do. Is there a potion I can give her?”

“Oh dear. This is bad… The treatment is physical manipulation of the pelvic area to manually induce a paroxysm and is quite intimate and invasive in nature. The idea is to relieve the accumulation of toxic secretions in her pelvis before they can poison her. May I take it that you are prepared to undertake the treatment yourself?”

“I would be more than happy to help, but there is a problem: Lord Huckabee-Brown has ‘secured’ Juliette with a chastity device that only seems to be exacerbating her condition.”

“Oh dear, oh dear… That is serious. Very serious indeed. Well, all is not lost; I’ve been told it’s not unknown to induce such a paroxysm by other means; manipulation of the breasts or buttocks, for instance, or even just kissing. Would the lady be opposed to kissing you?”

“Rest assured, doctor, that I shall do my best to help her.”

*

Jack didn’t see Juliette for the rest of that day and it was after breakfast the following morning that she slowly made her way across the yard to the stables. She was not happy.

“She gave me fifteen minutes to wash and prepare myself for the day and then she refitted it.”

“It is what you expected…”

“I know, but that doesn’t make it any easier. I can barely walk. And I know now what’s happening. It’s the oil they use when they refit the chastity shield. Either I'm allergic to it or it’s deliberately irritating and, judging by past experience of his deviousness, I think it’s the latter. It took a little time before I became aware of it, but now I'm sure the lubricant is making me feel itchy, like I can’t keep still, and all I want to do is, well… rub myself. I can’t help it and it’s driving me mad.”

“Ah… That is a complication. It means that even if we can alleviate your symptoms, we’d always be fighting against conditions designed to make things worse. I saw Doctor Taylor yesterday to ask for his advice; he said I should try to help you attain paroxysm.”

Juliette looked down and blushed. She knew what he was suggesting even if the doctors didn’t recognise the significance of the treatment. “I would like that,” she admitted, “But there is just one little problem that you seem to have forgotten…”

“I know that… It’s that and the oil that’s causing your nymphomania.”

“Nymphomania,” exclaimed Juliette with wide eyes.

“Well, perhaps not nymphomania, but certainly sexually related hysteria. I told the doctor about it and he said there are other ways to produce a paroxysm, but that they're not as effective; kissing, for instance.”

“Kissing…” she whispered and moved closer.

“He told me it might work.”

“I think we should try…” and before he could respond, she’d wrapped her arms around his neck and closed her eyes. The kiss when it happened was gentle, a mere brushing of lips, but it didn’t stop. They moved as one into the shadows and the kiss became more intense, more impassioned. Their tongues touched and she seemed to melt against him with a soft sigh. His fingers entangled her hair and steadied her head, directing her mouth to his and muting her moans whilst her arms gripped his back with a growing fervour.

After some minutes, he broke the seal between their faces and eased her back.

“Don’t stop. I think it’s working,” she gasped.

Jack took a deep breath. His next statement might so scandalize her that the spell could well be broken, but it was apparent to him that kissing alone would not suffice. “The doctor said it might help if I handled your breasts…”

Juliette stared at his face and then, with a sudden movement, grabbed his right hand and slapped it against her left breast. It felt silky and malleable in his palm with a nipple as hard as Indian rubber.

“Oh God… Squeeze me.”

*

It didn’t work, but it was not through lack of effort. Their kissing had become more frenzied with Juliette urging him on to ever more powerful and feverish manipulations of her breasts and nipples. It seemed that nothing he could do was fierce enough to sate her lust and he was concerned that if he followed her breathless directions, he’d end up causing her injury.

It was her that raised the skirts of her gown whilst they stood in the shadows and placed his hand between her legs. Her thighs were warm and soft in stark contrast to the hard metal of the chastity guard and as soon as he touched it, she began rocking her hips back and forth and quietly moaning.

He moved both hands around her thighs to cup the flesh of her cheeks and her rocking motions became more frantic, matched only by her fierce kisses as she seemed intent upon consuming him whole.

Eventually, Jack released his grip and allowed her skirts to fall back causing Juliette emit a heart-breaking sob and bury her head in his shoulder…

“It’s no good,” she murmured. “It’s not enough.”

Their solace was interrupted by Cotton calling Juliette from the yard and, slowly and with great reluctance, she left Jack.

“Come on, girl. There’s work to be done,” and Cotton pointed to the cow sheds. “They should have been milked hours ago and they won’t do it themselves…”

Juliette decided against reproaching him for his dismissive form of address and instead followed him into the dark interior of the milking shed.


Chapter 18

A New Life Beckons

Jack watched her struggle through the days with little change to the demeaning conditions in which she was obliged to labour. They talked whenever they could, brief exchanges when Cotton or Drake were otherwise occupied, but they didn’t have the opportunity to try for another paroxysm. Even in the mornings, Elsie would frequently come looking for her after breakfast. She knew Juliette often went to the stables to find Jack, but they couldn’t risk letting her see them actually kissing; the news would be quick to reach Brown and then there was no telling what he’d do.

It was the day after Jack had cleaned her leather corset for the second time that she suddenly appeared breathless through the side door of the stables.

“Jack… I can’t bear this any longer. I’m going to run away.”

Straight away Jack answered, “I’ll come with you. When shall we go?”

“No, you mustn’t; not now. They might find us and there’s no telling what they’ll do to you. At least if I'm by myself, the worse that would happen is that I’ll be sent back to the asylum and that’s likely to happen anyway if I don’t go. Anyway, I’m not going far. Davies has a cousin in Rudgwick who has offered to shelter me; I can walk there in two or three hours. He can hide me for a few weeks until Brown has stopped looking for me and then I can go north. Davies says that if I can reach Shrewsbury, he has a brother with a farm and I’ll be safe there.”

“And I could come with you then?” asked Jack hopefully.

“I’d like that,” she said and smiled. “But you could see me sooner, perhaps three or four days after I go, to cut off this corset. That would release the chastity guard and until that’s gone I won’t be able to eat because, well, you know… the plug…”

“When are you going?”

“Tonight. There’s a quarter moon, so it will just be light enough for me to see. I’ve started gathering my things and I even have a little money.”

“I have enough money to see us both to Shrewsbury.”

She looked back over her shoulder. “I have to go. Cotton is watching me like a hawk. See Davies; he’ll tell you where I am,” and she was gone again hurrying out through the same door.

He didn’t see her again that day and lay awake on his narrow, metal framed bed for most of the night imagining her stumbling through the night in her desperate bid to escape from the mire she found herself in. He was awake early and listened expectantly for the sounds of searchers scouring the house and estate for their missing mistress, but there was nothing; life sounded no different from any other day.

He waited in the stable all morning for Juliette to appear and tell him her escape bid had been postponed, but she didn’t come; no-one came. In the afternoon, he saw Enid fetching eggs from the chicken coop, but she knew nothing about Juliette and then he caught sight of Davies walking to find Henry in the vegetable garden. A few quick muttered words told Jack that Juliette was still in the house and they were keeping her in her bedroom; he knew no more. Even a casual enquiry to Drake as he passed on his way to the local inn that evening yielded nothing; either he didn’t know or he wasn’t telling.

At ten the next morning, Edward Tining, the local blacksmith, was seen arriving at the house, but it was past noon before Jack eventually saw Juliette again. He was sitting on a fence rail at the back of the stables eating his lunch and watching the cows in the pasture when she appeared through the side door and at first he saw nothing amiss. She was dressed in the green gown that she’d worn off and on for the past few weeks and he assumed once again that she’d decided to defer her departure, but as soon as she moved towards him, he knew that something was wrong.

“They were waiting for me as I tried to leave the house. I didn’t even get as far as the door.”

“But how did they know?”

“I don’t know. They might have overheard me talking or perhaps something I did gave me away. In any event, Cotton was waiting in the kitchen and Drake by the back scullery door. They just took me back upstairs again, put me back in my room, and chained my ankle to the bed post. Tining was here earlier and he brought with him a more permanent solution…” and she lifted the hem of her gown to show Jack the fetters they'd locked to her ankles and the heavy linking chain. “Even without the night time chain to the bed, I don’t think I’ll be going far and certainly not at a run.”

“God, that’s half inch chain,” muttered Jack. “And the shackles are almost as thick.”

“He’s making a point. It’s so thick because he wanted it to be heavy. With the shackles and locks it weighs about eight pounds." By way of demonstration, she took four more short steps, each limited by the twelve-inch chain that dragged along the stones behind her.

“Is that all he’s going to do?”

“Isn't this enough?” she asked sharply and then, in a softer voice, “I'm sorry… Yes, I think so. I overheard him talking to Elsie, he’s going to London and will be gone about a week, so he wanted to make sure I wouldn’t be going anywhere too.”

“I’m sorry, Juliette. We could have made a good life for ourselves in Shrewsbury.”

“I'm sorry, too Jack. I would have liked that, but now I’m worse off than ever.”

“No you're not. It’s not as bad as when you were at the asylum and I'm still here with you.”

Juliette smiled. “That’s very true. I still have friends here and you're the very best of them.” She looked at him wistfully. “Jack… I know it’s not a cure, but please would you kiss me again,” and she moved close, deliberately positioning herself so that her exposed nipples just brushed his chest. Jack was more than happy to oblige.

*

Three days’ later, the passing of time brought about Juliette’s monthly cycle and the chastity guard was replaced by a simple cloth pad tied between the padlocks at the front and back of her corset. Brown was due to leave for London, but postponed his journey until her plugs could be replaced. Four days after that, there was little to show and the next day, he watched whilst Elsie replaced the guard after Juliette’s morning ablutions and then he was gone.

Nothing much seemed to alter at first during Brown’s absence; Elsie assumed the role of ‘Mistress of the Estate’, a position that no-one was about to question for fear of upsetting Brown upon his return, but there was one point that was clarified immediately upon Brown’s departure. Elsie insisted that Juliette accompany her for breakfast and, furthermore, that she consumed four thick slices of toast spread generously with honey. Juliette had thought little of it when Brown obliged her to eat more than she wanted, but now that Elsie was doing likewise, it made her think…

In the stables later that morning Juliette stood before Jack, turned her back to him, and lifted up her gown. “Does my bum look bigger to you?”

Jack was momentarily stumped for an answer.

“My titties are bigger, aren’t they? I hadn’t realised, but now I can see it clearly.”

“Well, I hadn’t liked to say anything before, but you have put on a little weight recently.”

“Yes…” cried Juliette in a voice a little too strident. “And because of this cursed corset, it’s all gone on my titties and bum. They’ve been doing it deliberately to make me look like… I don’t know… a dollymop.”

“A dollymop?” queried Jack.

“A floozy. Someone whose only role is to attract men. You're a man; do I look more attractive to you?”

Again, Jack didn’t know how to answer this. Whatever he said was bound to be wrong. “It’s true that you are more bounteous than before and some men may well appreciate that.”

“Do you? Are big bubbies pleasing to you?”

“Well, they do give you more presence.”

“Ha… That’s because they project more with this damned corset.” Suddenly, her voice went quite soft. “The question was: do you like them?”

Jack felt like a rabbit cornered by a fox. He was staring down at her naked breasts and couldn’t seem to tear his eyes away from her blush-pink nipples accentuated by the equally pink twin-discs of her areolae. “Yes…” he murmured, more to himself than Juliette.

The heavy chain scraped over a paving stone and she was against him again, her arms around his back as she pressed their bodies together and laid her head on his shoulder.

“I’m glad,” she whispered.


Chapter 19

Treating the Disease

The next morning, Juliette was late, but when she did appear, her mood was particularly buoyant despite the fact that her ankles were still hobbled.

“You'll never guess what’s happened… Elsie has mislaid the keys to the locks on my corset. She unlocked them to remove the chastity guard cables and relocked them so I couldn’t tamper with the corset while I was in the bathroom. When I’d finished, she couldn’t find the keys again so she couldn’t refit the guard. Of course, I’m not worried because both Cotton and Drake are with Blakeney in London and now I’m not protected…”

“Not protected… But…”

“And Blakeney’s away for days yet.”

Jack studied the grin that spread across her face. “And where are the keys?” he asked with a smirk.

Juliette just shrugged her shoulders. “The thing is, I thought you might take this opportunity to treat my hysteria like Doctor Taylor advised.” Her eyes were bright as they studied Jack’s face searching for hidden messages, but found that his feelings weren’t in the least obscured. He took her hand and led her to his bed at the back of the stables, closing the door after them and wedging a spade under the handle to prevent it being forced open. Juliette sunk back onto the rough mattress careful to leave enough space for Jack to lie beside her. He knew what he had to do; Doctor Taylor was quite explicit. Juliette knew too and pulled up the hem of her skirts. She couldn’t really open her legs with her ankles shackled, but she could open her knees. Now it was up to Jack. He needed to trigger a paroxysm by manual massage in order to disperse the toxic humours that Blakeney’s cruel machinations had caused to collect in her pelvis and, to that end, he tentatively placed his hand on the bare top of her thigh.

Juliette sighed deeply, grabbed hold of his head with both hands, and pulled their lips together for a kiss.

*

It’s surprising how many paroxysms can be drawn from a girl over the period of just a few days. It was tiring work for them both, but their dedication to the task was admirable. Indeed, it wasn’t long before Juliette decided it was only right that Jack should be rewarded for his efforts by returning the favour and massaged him to create the masculine equivalent: the male orgasm. He was, after all, invariably and so gratifyingly erect during the exercises.

It’s no surprise that after a week of hard toil, their relationship had blossomed from being firm childhood friends to one of inseparable soulmates, although both observed the strict protocol employed by the medical professionals whilst conducting treatment for hysteria and the very idea of coital intercourse had never been mentioned. Neither had either party mentioned what would happen when Lord Huckabee-Brown returned from his travels to discover that his pet project had been derailed by a careless mistress or worse, a deceitful wife.

All too soon, the time arrived of Brown’s return and they watched Drake drive the carriage up to the doors of the hall from the quiet sanctity of the stables. Elsie greeted his return and then Brown and Elsie entered the hall in the company of Cotton.

It wasn’t long before Cotton appeared in the door of the stables calling for Juliette. “Lord Huckabee-Brown wishes the pleasure of your company, milady,” he said, putting exaggerated emphasis on ‘milady’. Juliette looked at Jack and then reluctantly followed Cotton, not quite sure of the wisdom of doing so whilst unprotected. She need not have worried because he led her straight back to the house and into the drawing room where Brown and Elsie were waiting.

“I understand the keys to your chastity guard have been mislaid and that has resulted in you spending the entire week unprotected.”

Juliette remained silent.

“Do you know the whereabouts of these keys?”

Juliette shrugged. “No…”

“I would remind you of the original purpose of your chastity device and that it was you that requested it in the first place. I, personally, am unconcerned whether or not you are so protected.”

Juliette looked at Cotton standing behind Brown and he grinned, showing a row of uneven teeth and a malevolent glint in his eye. Juliette swallowed… “I don’t believe your mistress was particularly diligent in her search. She didn’t, for instance, look carefully behind the clothes chest. They could easily have slipped down the back.”

“I didn’t put the keys near the clothes chest,” cried Elsie, but Brown held up his hand to still her protestations.

“Go and retrieve the keys and bring me the chastity guard and grease,” he said and, with a scowl at Juliette, Elsie left. It was no surprise when she returned a few minutes later triumphantly waving the keys. “And now, my dear,” continued Brown, “Please raise your skirts and lie across my lap.”

This was a surprise, at least for Juliette, but faced with little option she gathered her gown about her waist and laid herself across his knees as he sat on the upright dining chair.

“Mr Cotton. Your belt, please,” said Brown in a conversational tone. Juliette gave a small cry and tried to rise, but Brown’s hand slapped down on her back to hold her in place. She closed her eyes, but was conscious that both Elsie and Cotton had shifted their positions to stand behind her, presumably to better observe proceedings.

The first strike caused her to shriek. Brown had doubled the leather belt to make a short, stiff paddle and its bite felt like the sting of a hornet on her naked skin. The second was worse and it went downhill from there. She counted twelve strikes in all and by the end she was sobbing uncontrollably and could only imagine what her bottom looked like.

Then Brown poured oil on her and rubbed it into her flushed skin. It didn’t really help, but that probably wasn’t the intention. The oil took the easiest course and trickled down between her cheeks to wet her crotch where Brown spread it evenly before introducing the chastity guard and causing yet further screams when he pushed it roughly into place.

“Keys…” she heard Brown say and then he was unlocking the padlock in the small of her back. The cable was yanked tight and she felt the lock being refastened. “Get up,” he snarled and Juliette rose with the taut cable painfully displacing the guard, but once she was on her feet, he ordered her to sit over his knee and the plate finally settled into place so the front lock could be affixed.

Once fully secured, she stood and her modesty was partially restored as the skirts of her gown dropped around her legs, but the unaccustomed sensation of the plugs after a whole week without them caused her to feel uncomfortably full. Then she espied Cotton’s leering grin and suddenly found their intrusive bulk reassuring.

Brown was watching her with a dark intensity as she moved from foot to foot dragging the hobble chain noisily across the floorboards. “Don’t think this is an end of the matter. You have tested my patience by your deceitful foolishness and there will be a price to pay. Now go; I don’t want to see you until supper time.”

*

Back outside, Juliette walked slowly to the stables to find Jack and gave him a wry smile despite her tear-stained cheeks. “Are you all right?”

“He slapped me with a belt on my bottom and has replaced my chastity guard, but other than that, I’m fine.”

“It could have been worse,” observed Jack.

“It still might be. He’s warned me that there’s more to come.”

“What… Do you think he’ll strike you some more?”

She shrugged. “It’s possible. He’s never hit me before, but I really don’t know.” She sat down dejectedly on the edge of Jack’s single bed. “I’m right back where I was, aren’t I? Stuffed and locked up, and already I can sense that grease they use working. I feel like I need to rub myself, but, of course, now I can’t. All those paroxysms that you very kindly created,” and her face broke into a wistful grin, “All of them now count for naught…”

*

Dinner was at six and she was careful not to be late. There were four of them for the meal because Cotton joined Elsie at the table and the conversation initially revolved around a business proposition that Brown and Cotton had been exploring in London. Juliette was not interested and watched Ethel distributing the food onto the plates, smiling whenever she caught her eye. Ethel withdrew and Juliette realised that the men were now discussing the estate; moreover, Brown was talking about selling it.

“You can’t,” Juliette blurted out, but the stares she received from her fellow diners were so hostile, she didn’t speak again. Cotton was saying that it was already getting late in the year to put the property on the market and that it might be better to wait until next spring, but Brown was arguing for an earlier sale in order to raise capital.

The meal, therefore, progressed with Juliette picking sullenly at her food while the other three discussed selling her inheritance. Ethel reappeared, cleared away the main course and brought in a selection of cheeses and Davies refreshed glasses with local wine. Finally, the meal appeared to be nearing its conclusion with Juliette hardly having said a word.

Ethel was clearing away the last of the dishes when Brown casually asked Juliette what she’d been doing for the last week. Juliette just stared back at him with open mouth not knowing how to answer. “Elsie tells me you spent most of your time with the stableman. Is that true?”

For a long time, she said nothing and then eventually settled on: “I was feeling unwell and he was tending me.”

Brown burst out laughing. “I've not heard it called that before. Were you love-sick then?”

Again, Juliette was silent. Ethel meanwhile was moving quietly around the table hoping that no-one would notice her, but it was to prove a vain hope. She was just reaching for Brown’s empty wine glass when he shouted: “STAND STILL, GIRL.” The room suddenly went quiet as Ethel froze.

“So… You spent the entire week engaging in illicit sexual activities with the stableman…”

“No,” protested Juliette and then stared at Ethel. She hadn’t moved, but her eyes had gone very wide with an expression akin to astonished terror. It was then that she noticed that Brown had his hand beneath the girl’s skirts behind her back.

“Did you know that if a father caught his daughter whoring, the Biblical punishment was for him to throw the girl to the men of the village for them to use as they see fit?” His hand rose higher and Ethel’s eyes opened even wider. “Presumably free of charge,” he added and Cotton and Elsie both chuckled. Suddenly, Ethel gave a short cry and slammed both palms down on the table top to stop herself falling forward.

“Of course, that wouldn’t work with you, you are all sealed up tight, but fortunately you have a ‘whipping girl’.” At that moment, Ethel suddenly started shrieking and dancing about on the spot as if she wanted to flee, but couldn’t.

“No…” cried Juliette jumping from her seat, but Brown merely smiled as Ethel continued her strange convulsions.

“Mr Cotton. Would you please see to Ethel. She seems to be suffering from some sort of traumatic episode. Perhaps you can find some way to calm her.”

“I’ll do my best, sir,” said Cotton rising from his chair and taking Ethel by the arm. Brown released her and she spun around in Cotton’s grip with a frightened squeal, but her slight figure was no match for his burly strength and he pulled her from the room as if she was nothing more than a naughty puppy.

“Please don’t,” cried Juliette but was again stilled by Brown’s steely gaze.

“You have learnt not to question my decisions, have you not?” he asked and she dropped back in her chair, tearful and with a feeling of abject helplessness.


Chapter 20

Adorned

It was the next Saturday, four days later, that Juliette sat before the small mirror beside her bed. Ethel was with her putting the finishing touches to the day’s hairstyle, a plaited ponytail held together with a black silk ribbon. It was the day of the week that she enjoyed a proper wash, whilst outside in the stables, Jack cleaned and oiled the leather corset. She’d used the closet in the small hut beside the flower garden, washed using the warm water Ethel had left in her bedroom, and then suffered the indignity of Elsie refitting the corset followed by her security guard. It had been going on for weeks now, but she was still finding difficulty coming to terms with such an unjust hindrance to her daily activities, not to mention the humiliation of being forced to display her breasts to all and sundry and in such a provocative manner.

Ethel had quite recovered from the incident with Cotton, but was still nervous around Brown. Juliette’s worst fears had proved unjustified when Ethel had been pulled from the dining room by Cotton, as indeed they were intended to be, and Cotton had merely spanked her bare bottom in the billiard room with a slipper. It had surely hurt, but it wasn’t what she was expecting and could have been very much worse.

Ethel had helped her to dress in a dark red cotton gown with a bow at her waist and white lace frills Rosie had sewn beneath her breasts presumably to distract from the fact that she was exposed, but Juliette thought they had the opposite effect by appearing to proffer her breasts on beds of fluffy white lace.

She stood and was about to leave the room with Ethel when the bedroom door opened and Brown entered followed by a man she’d never met before, then Elsie and Cotton in that order. Ethel scampered past them all leaving Juliette staring at the new man who seemed to be so at ease entering a lady’s bed chamber. He was short and portly, and expensively dressed in a dark suit and green silk waistcoat. He’d stopped when he saw Juliette and was staring at her naked breasts through pince-nez spectacles perched on the end of his nose.

“Ah, yes. Most suitable,” he muttered and reached out to touch her, but she slapped his hand away.

“No…” she cried. “Who are you? What do you all want?”

“This is Doctor Crane,” said Brown. “He’s very famous. You're lucky to have him.”

“Why do I want a doctor? I'm not ill. What’s happening?”

It was then that Cotton grabbed her from behind, pinning her arms to her sides. She screamed, but the sound was cut short by Brown holding a folded cloth to her nose and mouth. He forced her head back while Elsie calmly poured a clear, pungent liquid onto the cloth.

“Good night, milady,” cooed Elsie and Juliette’s head began to feel muzzy as she breathed in the vapours. Her eyelids drooped and in her mind she saw the tentacle of an octopus with its suckers sticking to a glass window. One-by-one, the suckers detached from the glass until eventually the creature fell into a dark abyss and she knew no more.

*

Juliette awoke slowly with the mother of all headaches. She was lying on her back on the bed and quickly decided that remaining perfectly still was by far the best option. She raised a hand to rub her eyes and was shocked wide awake when instead of folded fingers touching her face, she felt rounded metal. Without moving her head, she stared at her hands held up before her and saw only four-inch diameter brass spheres. The spheres were cast like clamshells and held closed about her wrists by more locks to ensure she could do nothing that required anything like dexterity. Their polished surfaces showed no features apart from a metal D ring riveted to the extremity of each sphere.

She sat up and stared at her hands again. How could she possibly live with her hands so enclosed? She won’t be able to wash and dress, she can’t feed herself, she won’t even be able to exit the bedroom because she can’t turn the door knob. In sheer frustration, she slammed her hands together to make a dull, metallic clunk and then swing her feet onto the floor and stood. She was still wearing the lacy, red dress and her shoes and stood looking at the door handle. At least she now had a pair of brass hammers to batter on the door, but as soon as she took a pace towards the door, she became aware of a stinging sensation as her breasts moved on their lacy cradles. She peered at them closely and then shrieked…

Elsie entered the room and she was grinning.

“What have you done?” accused Juliette.

“Not me. It was Doctor Crane. We just put you to sleep with ether for a little while so he could work in peace.”

“But why? I don’t understand.”

“That’s because they're not finished yet. The good doctor has fitted a little silver bar through the base of each teat and now we have to wait a short while for the skin to heal around them. Should be about a week.”

Juliette could just see the tapered ends of the bars protruding to either side of each nipple; small metal points glinting in the sunlight. The bars themselves weren’t so thin, being the size of a flower stalk, and their thickness expanded her nipples to make them look even larger than they were.

“But why?” she repeated. “What’s their purpose?”

“Ah,” said Elsie. “That would spoil the surprise. You should be pleased… They're real silver, you know. The doctor insisted. He said that anything other than silver or gold would cause your skin to weep and become sore.”

Juliette tried to touch them, but the brass spheres just tapped on their points. “Is this why my husband has locked these on my hands? To stop me touching?”

“Partly,” said Elsie. “That and the fact that you were playing with Jack and that’s not allowed. That comes under the label of being unfaithful. I imagine your Jack is going to be very disappointed.”

“How can you talk about being unfaithful when you're openly sleeping in the same bed with him?”

“We’re not talking about me; we’re talking about you. Don’t make the mistake of thinking that the same rules apply.”

Juliette scowled at her, not even deigning to dignify her statement with a reply. Instead, dragging the heavy chain from her ankles across the boards, she made to walk past Elsie and through the open door.

“And where do you think you're going?”

“I’m going to see Jack, if you must know.”

“And let him poke about with your new ornamentation? Oh no, I don’t think so. Not until you’ve properly healed. Until then, you're to stay in your room. Ethel can feed and look after you.”

“No, you can't. You can't keep me a prisoner.”

“Actually, Lord Huckabee-Brown is perfectly entitled to do just that. He is your husband and you are subject to his will in all things. He says that if you make a fuss, I should tie the rings on the ends of your new mittens to the sides of the bed.”

With that, Elsie turned and walked out of the door, closing it behind her. Juliette was left where she stood just gazing at the metal door knob.

*

Every morning Elsie would still remove the chastity guard and then, despite the fact that it served no apparent useful purpose when she was confined to her bedroom, refit it half an hour later. It left Juliette feeling even more helpless and frustrated than when she could roam about the farm. But it was Ethel who really had the job of caring for Juliette and she was very diligent. It was like looking after a baby and she spent a lot of time washing, dressing and feeding her.

Unbeknown to Brown or Elsie, Ethel was also an invaluable conduit for information flowing between Juliette and Jack. She told Juliette that he was understandably concerned when she didn’t leave her bedroom, and Ethel’s news regarding the pins Doctor Crane had fitted to her nipples did little to console him, but Ethel was able to placate him with the news that Juliette was otherwise quite well and will be joining him shortly.

Juliette could see Jack, too. She wasn’t able to actually open her bedroom window and Brown had prohibited Ethel from doing so, but just looking at each other was a help. Jack would appear after breakfast until it was time for him to start work and would later sit on a fence rail within sight to eat his lunch. This developed into a routine that wouldn’t be altered even in the rain and, with each passing day, Jack would concoct some foolish way to amuse her. She’d forgotten just how much of a comic he could be and he must have put great thought into his routines. One lunchtime, he pretended to keep losing things, culminating in actually losing his lunch. Fortunately, he eventually found it under his hat. Another day he appeared in clothes more suitable for midwinter rather than a warm summer’s day and spent almost the entire period undressing.

Such was the effort he put into entertaining his imprisoned mistress that Juliette’s heart swelled with affection just watching him. The sight of him brought other sentiments to the fore too: memories of the week before when they'd spent hours lying together on his narrow bed. Their frenzied activities were ostensibly to disperse the toxins collecting in her pelvis before they turned simple hysteria into something more serious, but the treatment regime came with a cost. For her, a deep friendship had morphed into an aching longing for his touch, his kiss, and now that longing was occupying most of her waking thoughts and her composure was not helped by the chastity guard continuously stirring and exciting her emotions on a scale she’d not encountered before.

And then, one bright morning a week later, the door opened just after Juliette had dressed and Brown entered. This time, he was in the company of Mr Jardingal, the metalsmith, and the man was looking even less comfortable than the last time they met.

Mr Jardingal forced a smile. “Good morning, Lady Huckabee-Brown. I trust you're finding your security device comfortable and efficacious.”

“It’s certainly effective.”

The man smiled and backed away, but Brown was having none of it. “Don’t you think a more comprehensive inspection is called for?” he suggested.

The metalsmith seemed unsure, but Brown ordered Juliette to lie prone over the dressing table. She briefly considered striking him with the heavy brass sphere that now covered her right hand, but she knew that the joy she’d feel seeing him thrown across the room would be short lived and the retributions exacted on Ethel and herself would be dreadful. With ill-grace, she pushed away the various bottles of cosmetics and potions and laid herself over the polished wood surface. Behind her, Brown lifted the hem of her dress and neatly folded it across her back before inviting Mr Jardingal to inspect his work.

Lying with her torso flat on the table required her hips to be angled as if she was standing erect and thus her position revealed the entire extent of the guard from where it folded to enclose her pubis to the narrowed section joined to the rear cable. The metal was dished along its length and was pulled tight over her sex to seal away everything between her legs in a metallic pouch that seemed to follow her contours precisely. Two rivet heads indicated the locations of the plugs with the rearmost one clearly revealed by her dilated sphincter muscle gripping its thick shaft beside the junction of the cable that lay between her cheeks.

The smith seemed hypnotised by his work and touched the polished metal, running his fingertips down either side along the seam between metal and skin. The fit was perfect. Then he held the device and tried pulling and twisting it while Juliette attempted to remain silent.

“Give it a proper test,” said Brown and slapped a cheek with his palm to create a loud clap. Juliette shrieked and jumped in a reflex reaction intended to protect herself and the two men watched fascinated as the guard pulled cruelly on her sphincter, but didn’t release its intimate hold.

“Well,” said Mr Jardingal with a gratified sigh. “That seems most satisfactory.” Juliette pushed herself erect and glared at the men. “And the metal mittens? How do you find them?”

“They are not my choice.”

“No, indeed… Lord Huckabee-Brown thought they would stop you interfering with the new pins through your teats and help them to heal. I can see that Doctor Crane has done a fine job and there’s no sigh of weeping around the wounds.”

“The pins are not my choice either.”

Brown then stepped forward. “Lady Huckabee-Brown has been a naughty girl and her new adornments are to remind her that there will always be a price to pay for such wilful deceit.”

The metalsmith looked uncomfortable. “With your permission, Lady Huckabee-Brown, I would like to inspect these pins.”

“Lady Huckabee-Brown consents, Mr Jardingal, because she knows the consequences of doing otherwise.”

Mr Jardingal’s eyes flicked between husband and wife and then he tentatively approached Juliette. He peered closely at her teats and then held each breast in turn, manipulating it to inspect all aspects of each pin. Finally, he held the pins between forefingers and thumbs, lifted each a few inches, and then eased each forward to gently elongate each breast.

Throughout the inspection, Juliette stayed perfectly still and stoic. “I trust you're satisfied, Mr Jardingal,” she asked.

“Oh, perfectly,” he answered unaware of the sarcasm in her voice. “I think we can now safety proceed with the next stage.”

“The next stage…” Juliette repeated with obvious apprehension.

“My dear,” said Brown. “You have such beautiful titties that I have decided they warrant further embellishment.”

“Embellishment.” She was beginning to sound like a parrot.

“Of a permanent nature. Something whimsical to attract peoples’ attention and keep them entertained, and Mr Jardingal has created the very thing. Show Lady Huckabee-Brown what you have, Mr Jardingal.”

The metalsmith was now in his element and gushed effusively about the intricacies of the small metal bells that he now displayed in a wooden box. The bells themselves had been beaten in steel before being silvered and were smaller than an inch across with thin walls to make them light. He picked one up and shook it and it rang-out with a clear, high-pitched tinkling sound. Each bell came with a small, semi-circular shackle that had obviously been sized to hang from the pointed tips of the pins through her teats and there was also a nine-inch length of silver chain with a small ring on each end that Juliette correctly surmised was destined to hang between her teats.

“I suppose you think this amusing,” she said caustically. “Not content with merely displaying me, you now feel the need to draw attention to my nakedness.”

“I couldn’t have put it better myself,” retorted Brown. “I think we should proceed with the fitting now, Mr Jardingal.”

Juliette stared at the little man so coldly with her arms raised defensively that he hesitated, afraid that he may be the one to feel the force of a brass encased fist slamming into the side of his head.

Brown gave a deep sigh. “There are several ways we could do this Juliette: we could put you to sleep again; threaten your whipping girl with some nefarious act; perhaps tie you to the garden gates like we did her; or you could co-operate and save us all a lot of trouble.”

Juliette dropped her hands to her sides. “Do your worst, Mr Jardingal; it will make little difference…”

Brown smiled and nodded to the metalsmith who then delved in his bag and produced what appeared to be an extremely large pair of tongs, but was actually an expansion tool. It was made of iron with handles more than a foot long and tiny, pointed jaws. He picked up one of the small shackles, threaded a bell and one end of the silver chain on it, and pressed the sides of the shackle over the jaws of expander. Now, when he closed the handles, the jaws forced the arms of the shackle apart by a fraction of an inch, just enough to fit over the points of the pins through her teats.

Mr Jardingal positioned the shackle carefully so that the nipple pins engaged with machined dimples on its inside face and released the expansion tool. The arms of the shackle sprung closed just enough to grip the pin and swung free beneath Juliette’s teat. A minute later and the second shackle was in place with the silver chain drooping between them in a graceful arc.

“Lord Huckabee-Brown thought the linking chain would be a nice touch,” said the little man and grinned.

Juliette regarded Jardingal with a scathing stare. “Do you really think I want this,” she cried. “This is ridiculous. How do you expect me to function with these hanging from me? I’ll just remove them at the first opportunity.”

“Oh, I don’t think there’s much chance of that,” said Brown. “Mr Jardingal is an expert at his trade. Before they were silvered, shackles and bells were case-hardened in beds of pure carbon until their outer skin is an impervious as glass. There is no tool other than a grindstone that could mark them, let alone cut through them. You have them for life, my dear…”

This was not welcome news to Juliette and she rapidly reassessed her recent cavalier attitude to their installation. “I have them now forever…” she exclaimed with a voice an octave higher than she intended.

Mr Jardingal looked mesmerised as the brightwork tinkled and glinted on the tips of her projecting breasts. “Of course. Aren't they beautiful?” and he made to tap her again, but Juliette swung away and the whole assembly jiggled and jingled more than the little man could have hoped. Then he saw the distraught look on Juliette’s face: “Oh my lady, they merely add to your beauty.”

“But forever,” she exclaimed and watched the metalwork swing from her as she moved.

Mr Jardingal couldn’t contain his smile even as he considered the consequences to Juliette. “I’m sure, my lady, you’ll become inured to them soon enough and hardly notice them after a while.”

“That won’t apply to other people, of course,” added Brown, rather spoiling the metalsmith’s attempts at mollifying her. She touched her new ornaments with her metal clad hands, but couldn’t grip and only succeeded in chiming again. Brown grinned happily and turned to Jardingal: “Come. Let’s leave Lady Huckabee-Brown to play with her new accessories. I’m sure she’ll want to show them off to a friend or two,” and the two men left the room leaving the door ajar.

It was over an hour before Juliette plucked up the courage to venture from the relative security of her room into the wider world beyond the door and, without the use of her hands, carefully negotiated the staircase trying hard not to jiggle. Her breasts, partially supported by the cradling lip along the top edge of the corset, were now larger than when the garment was originally fitted and projected menacingly before her buoyed up as if by magic. With every step, her teats quivered with the unaccustomed mass of the bells and sounded a warning to others to clear the path. It proved almost impossible to move smoothly enough to remain silent and the soft tinkling sound augmented the clinking of her hobble chain and followed her into the hall and then through the kitchen to the scullery. There she found Rosie and Ethel.

“Look what he’s done,” she wailed and a sob involuntarily heaved her chest to ring both bells.

“Oh… I did wonder when I saw the pins he’d fitted.” Said Rosie. “Never mind; things could be worse. At least they don’t look very heavy.”

“They're very pretty,” said Ethel and then, realising that Juliette might not consider that their most important feature, apologised.

“But…” started Juliette and then held out her hands in supplication. “I can't hold them or support them to stop them ringing. I can't do anything.”

“You could ask someone to fill them up with mud or even pull out the strikers. That would stop them ringing.”

“And then what would he do. At the very least, that person would be out of work and out on the streets. I can’t ask anyone to do that for me. He said there’s no way to remove them now; I could have them for life…” and another huge sob came with more musical accompaniment.

“Talk to Jack. He’ll know what to do when the time comes to remove them.”

Juliette lowered her head. “It may never come.”

Rosie stared at the little bells and her heart sank. Juliette was quite right in thinking her new ornamentation could be a permanent feature. After all, why would Brown ever consider removing them now? For him and anyone else unconcerned with how Juliette felt, their presence would be nothing more than an amusing spectacle, a joke at Juliette’s expense. For Juliette, though, they will come to represent at best a trying irritation and at worst, a humiliation that can’t be avoided each time she meets another person.

“Would you like some lemonade?” asked Ethel, not knowing what else to say, but when Juliette shook her head, Rosie just opened the back door for her and watched her drag the hobble chain across the yard.

Jack heard her before she appeared in the doorway and forced a greeting smile. “Juliette,” he whispered and enfolded her in his arms.

“The metalsmith prised the shackles apart to fit over the pins through my nipples. He said it took hundreds of pounds of force to spring the metal apart and it will be impossible to release them without his special tool.”

Jack inspected them carefully. “He’s done a good job and I fear he may be quite right; I could never grip these with my tools and distort them enough to release the pins.”

“And look what they’ve done to my hands. They're now useless. Blakeney said it’s because I was holding you… Holding you like you were holding me and now I can't hold anything.” She held up her brass-encased fists and wiggled them so that the padlocks rattled on the casing. “He’s just playing with me, isn’t he? When I first found out he felt nothing for me and was only interested in Elsie, I thought he’d just let me live my life if I left him alone and made no demands, but it’s not like that at all. I appeal to his sadistic streak and he’s amusing himself by seeing how much degradation I’ll accept before I crack and he has to send me back to the asylum. Just look what he’s done to me… He’s chained me up like those poor African people they send to the Americas and now he intends turning me into a caricature of a common prostitute. He’s been constraining me in this corset and force feeding me just to make my titties bigger so he can decorate them with these stupid bells. I can’t even take any exercise because he’s hobbled my feet…”

“Everything you say is true and I don’t know what the answer is, but the best advice I can give you is to go along with everything he says and hope he bores of these games; don’t give him any excuses to make things worse. After all, who knows what will happen in the future. He may get tired of Elsie and start accepting you as a real wife.”

“Or perhaps he’ll go on a European tour and fall off a mountain in the Alps.”

“Or die from eating too many snails in Paris,” suggested Jack and Juliette giggled.

“I love you, Juliette,” said Jack suddenly.

“I know,” said Juliette.


Chapter 21

Exercised

Juliette’s appearance at the breakfast table the following morning was preceded by the knocking of the hobble chain as it dropped down each stair and the quiet chiming of her titty bells.

“Ah, Juliette. Good morning,” said Brown. “Come and eat with us. Enid has cooked eggs and made a particularly fine strawberry conserve to follow.”

“I know what you're doing,” said Juliette. “You're trying to make my titties bigger by over-feeding me and preventing me from exercising.”

“My dear, the thought never entered my head, although I have to admit you are looking a little more prominent nowadays. But you think I’m deliberating stopping you from exercising?”

“Of course you are. You’ve chained my ankles together.”

“You know perfectly well that I did that to stop you running away, but if you think you're not getting enough exercise, I'm sure something can be arranged to correct the situation. Let me think about it for a day or two.”

Juliette suddenly became aware that she’d ignored Jack’s advice and had almost certainly said too much…

*

That afternoon, the weather turned grey and windy and a fierce storm built during the evening until the wind was howling about the eaves and hammering at the windows. Although the storm had exhausted itself during the night, the next day was drab and wet with a constant drizzle soaking everyone foolish enough to venture outdoors. Juliette watched from her window for hours as Henry moved from barn to greenhouses with barrows of produce and gardening implements and Enid visited the chicken coop for eggs, but saw no sign of Jack. She wanted to go to the stables, but was hardly dressed for the weather and when Brown saw her, forbad her from leaving the warmth of the house in case she chilled and became ill. He didn’t, of course, suggest she could cover her upper body to protect herself from the cold and wet.

The day after that was at least dry and she was determined as she fought with a shawl with her spherical mittens to cover her shoulders. The scullery door was ajar, as it usually was, and like a rabbit suddenly freed from a cage, she stumbled across the yard to the stables.

The stables were quiet with the horses watching her sullenly from their stalls as she passed, but there was still no sign of Jack. At the far end of the building, the door to his small room was closed and she hammered on it with a metallic fist and called his name. The door cracked open, but the face peering around the jamb wasn’t Jack’s; it was Cotton and he had a beauty of a bruised eye.

“I want to see Jack,” said Juliette, but Cotton only grinned.

“You can’t. He’s unavailable for visitors.”

“I am the lady of this manor and I insist.”

Cotton just looked down at her naked breasts adorned with the silver bells and his grin broadened. “Then you’ll have to talk to Lord Huckabee-Brown, milady.”

“What’s happened? Why won’t you let me see him?”

He didn’t answer her, but instead reached out a lackadaisical hand to flick one her bells. Juliette squealed and turned her back to him. When she turned back, the door was closed.

Back at the house, she looked for Brown, but only found Davies.

“I'm afraid he’s left the estate with Miss Elsie and Drake,” he said. “I understand they’ve gone to Guildford.”

“And what about Jack? What’s happened to him?”

Davies looked blank. “I'm sorry, milady, I didn’t know anything had happened.” And that was it until the next morning. Davies tried to see Jack, but Cotton proved just as resolute and taciturn with him as with Juliette. Ethel fed Juliette her supper that evening and helped her retire to bed and, although she heard Brown return late that night, learnt no more until the next morning, and then she had to wait until breakfast.

Elsie and Ethel between them prepared Juliette for her day and at nine she slowly clanked her way down the staircase to the dining room.

Brown seemed in a good mood. “Good morning. I see it’s a fine sunny morning today.”

Juliette ignored his small talk. “What’s happened to Jack?”

“You mean the stableman?” asked Brown. “Sit down and eat, my dear. I see the cook has prepared toast and boiled eggs for you this morning; very good for energy…”

Juliette was about to repeat her question when Elsie dipped a length of toast into an egg and held it up for her. Both Brown and Elsie looked at her and it was obvious she’d get no information until after she’d eaten to their satisfaction.

“Now…” she said when her plate was empty. “About Jack.”

“Master Jack, I fear, has been a naughty boy. He picked a fight with Cotton, which wasn’t wise on his part, but that’s not important now. What is more significant is that Elsie has been robbed. It happened two days ago while we were out and Cotton said he saw the lad skulking around the back of the house. What’s more, after a search we found evidence under his bedcovers that proves Jack is the thief.”

Elsie held out a gold earring. “We found this,” she announced with satisfaction.

“I don’t believe you… I don’t believe a word of it. You're making the whole story up,” but Brown was just smiling. He had three witnesses to support Jack’s guilt and she had none. What’s more, he was the Lord of the Manor and his word would be accepted without question.

“What are you going to do?” Juliette asked fearing the worst.

“I haven’t decided yet. At present, he’s substantially unharmed and chained to his bed. I might have him flogged until he divulges where he’s hidden the rest of the hoard or I might just turn him over to the local constables and their justice.”

Juliette’s voice was trembling with fear as the reality of the situation struck home. “They’ll hang him for such a crime.” She didn’t bother telling him that jack had no idea where his fictitious hoard was; he already knew that.

“Very likely,” said Brown and sipped his tea. “I could, of course, ask the magistrate to commute his sentence to deportation to Australia.”

Juliette felt a sudden chill down her back and her legs felt weak. Brown could do whatever he wanted with Jack and there would be nothing she could do, nothing anybody could do, to help. “I want to see him.”

“Of course you do and so you shall, right after today’s exercise. I thought we might take a leisurely ride into Cranleigh. Shall we say midday?”

“You're a devil,” said Juliette, but Brown only smiled.

Juliette spent the rest of the morning sitting in the stables staring at the closed door of Jack’s room. For much of the time she knew that Cotton was inside and, when he eventually emerged, Drake took his place.

At midday, Cotton returned and tapped on the door. “Drake… You're wanted in the barn. Lord Huckabee-Brown requires you to drive them into the village.”

Drake emerged and closed the door behind him. “Milady…” said Cotton and gestured that they should all move to the barn.

In the barn, Brown and Elsie were waiting next to an open four-wheeler with a pair of horses already harnessed. Juliette saw that he was determined to expose her to ridicule in the village by making her appear with naked and adorned breasts, but there was nothing she could do. Not only was her own future in jeopardy with the constant threat of being returned to the asylum, but now Jack’s very life was at stake.

“Somebody will have to help me up,” she said peering at the high step into the carriage. “I seem to be at a disadvantage,” and she held up her entrapped hands.

“Oh, my dear. You're not riding in the carriage. What sort of exercise would that be? No, you're walking behind,” and he hooked a finger over the thin chain linking her nipples and drew her to the rear of the carriage.

A wooden drawbar had been attached by a pivot pin to the centre of the carriage and hung out behind, its end fashioned into a fork just wide enough to fit around Juliette’s reduced waist.

“No…” she gasped, but couldn’t avoid being led into its tenacious grip. Cotton was behind her and buckled a strap behind her waist to retain her in place and then caught each hand in turn to tie the rings on the spheres’ extremities to the buckle behind her back.

“You see, I took to heart your request for more exercise; you can jog along behind,” said Brown with glee. He tossed Cotton a pair of small keys. “Remove her hobble. It would be cruel to make her run with that.”

Juliette, now free of the weight of the thick chain between her ankles, swung in an arc from side to side behind the carriage looking for any flaws in Brown’s arrangements; there were none. The forked drawbar was holding her so tightly that she couldn’t turn in its grasp and it was attached to the rear of the carriage in such a way that it could swing freely from side to side, but not drop more than a few inches. If she tripped, it would be very uncomfortable, but she wouldn’t actually be dragged along the road on her stomach.

“I hope you two enjoy yourselves,” said Juliette with a heavy dose of sarcasm. “In the end, the village will come to see you as cruel and manipulative and me as the victim.”

Brown’s smile faded and then he called out to Cotton. “We can’t expect her to run when hampered by those skirts… Cut that dress off her.” Juliette gave a shriek and started kicking and screaming as Cotton tried to approach with his knife. Brown tossed him a wooden ball strung onto a leather strap. “And gag her with that. I don’t want to hear her complaining all the time.”

*

Sitting on the driver’s seat at the front, Drake roused the horses and they walked from the cool air in the barn into the sunlight. Brown and Elsie were sitting on the padded bench seat behind him with their arms hooked over the backrest as they grinned at Juliette. She was suddenly yanked forward by the drawbar and stepped smartly into line behind the carriage with her wide eyes conveying much about her predicament.

At least they'd left her with her button-up boots so that she could negotiate the stony, rutted ground. Beyond that, she was now only wearing the leather corset, her silk stockings held up with ribbon garters, and the metal guard still locked between her legs that not only ensured her chastity, but also made walking a test of both composure and resolution. As protection for her modesty, the guard did little by covering the bare minimum in front and virtually nothing behind with its retaining cable almost hidden between her cheeks.

With a nod from Brown, Drake spurred the horses into a trot with Juliette being jerked forward and obliged to start jogging. Denied the use of her hands for balance, she was forced to adopt an ungainly gait that sent her shoulders rocking from side to side and her resized breasts bouncing energetically, lurching first to one side and then the other to flick the bells that now tugged continuously at her teats and created a discordant cacophony to announce her arrival.

Behind them, Cotton stood with legs astride grinning at her retreating figure helplessly locked to the back of the carriage and struggling to keep up, but behind him, standing on the back step of the hall, Davies, Rosie, Enid, Ethel and Henry stood in a solemn line and slowly shook their heads.

*

The village of Cranleigh consisted of a single main street with the church at one end and the village inn at the other. In between was a milliners and dressmakers next to a boot & shoe shop, a butcher, grocer and an apothecary. Their carriage passed the inn and slowed as it approached the shops. Already, there was a number of village lads running noisily along beside her and their ebullience served to draw attention to the spectacle. Men stopped in their tracks to gawp at the near naked woman whilst their wives tutted and either tried to push their men away or shouted obscenities. Brown was immune to the cries that he believed were directed mainly at Juliette and instructed Drake to stop outside the apothecary whilst he and Elsie bought some liniment to treat the bruises that Jack had inflicted on Cotton.

When they emerged, they were greeted to the sight of some youngsters trying to teach Juliette to dance using hazel canes pulled from a nearby hedge. Juliette had her eyes closed, but couldn’t close out the world to the extent of completely excluding the sharp stings of the canes on her bottom and legs as she was forced to hop from foot to foot with the consequential musical accompaniment.

Elsie and Brown moved to the fore to enjoy the show when a strident voice called from amongst the gathering crowd: “Simon… Jake… Leave the poor girl alone and come here at once.”

“Aw, mum. We ain’t doing no ‘arm.”

“This minute. D’you hear?” As the lads reluctantly moved to the woman’s side, she turned her attention towards Brown. “And you, sir, are a disgrace. You ought to be locked up treating your poor servant girl so. What’s she done to deserve that?”

“Madam. That is my wife and I shall treat her how I please.”

The woman looked at Juliette and recognition dawned. “Oh my good God… That’s Juliette, the young Lady Huckabee-Brown.” When she turned back to Brown, her face was flushed and had turned a deep shade of puce. She swung the basket she was holding at Brown’s head and he had to duck to avoid it.

“Don’t you know who I am?” he shouted.

“You're a devil,” cried the woman and now the crowd was beginning to join in with jeers and even a few threats. Brown hurriedly pushed past pulling Elsie in his wake and climbed aboard the carriage.

“Away, Drake. Let’s leave these imbeciles,” and Drake snapped the whip over the pair of horses. The carriage lurched forward once more forcing Juliette into an immediate undignified jog, but, like magic, all calls suddenly stopped and the village looked on in silence as she was pulled back to the hall.


Chapter 22

The Injured Stableman

Back at the hall, the carriage stopped outside the barn where Cotton was waiting. His smile faded as he sensed Brown’s serious demeanour. “What shall I do with ‘er now?” he asked when Brown and Elsie appeared set to enter the house without a word.

Brown thought for a few moments and then said, “Replace her hobble, remove the gag, and let her see her paramour while she still can.”

“And ‘er dress? Should I allow ‘er to be reclothed?”

“No,” said Brown and walked into the hall.

*

Cotton opened the door to Jack’s room in the stables and then stood aside. Juliette brushed past him and gasped when she caught sight of Jack on his bed. He appeared to be asleep lying quite still on his side with his eyes closed and his wrists chained to the rail at the head of his bedframe. His face was red and bruised, particularly around one eye, and she could see other bruises on his arms and body where the bedcovers were tangled and displaced.

“I’ll leave you two to become reacquainted,” said Cotton and closed the door leaving Juliette now trapped inside the room.

She moved closer to stand by his head and whispered his name. His eyes flickered and then opened, but he didn’t move; he just lay still with his eyes staring at her naked thighs and the small silver-plated chastity guard nestled tightly against her vaginal cleft amongst a ring a wispy, fair hairs. The guard gleamed in the dim light, polished to a mirror shine by the friction of her skirts.

“Still stuffed, I see,” he said. His voice sounded weak and indistinct, but she was grateful for his wry humour.

She knelt beside the bed. “And still decorated,” she said and jiggled her chest to make the bells chime. “It’s just my gown that they’ve now taken… How are you? Is there anything I can do?”

“I don’t think there’s anything actually broken, but it’s difficult to tell because it all hurts. I am thirsty, though.”

Juliette looked sad and held up the brass spheres that enclosed her hands. “There’s no water here and I couldn’t lift a cup if there was. When did you last eat?”

“Two days ago. They haven’t given me anything since the fight.” A glance around the small room confirmed there was nothing consumable.

“Why were you fighting? Cotton’s twice the size of you.”

“He was talking about you, about all the things they were planning on doing to you. He just kept on and on until I could take it no more and hit him. Now they’ve concocted some bogus theft crime that will be enough to get me hanged.”

“That’s twice you’ve risked your life for me. Oh, Jack… I’ll do anything to save you, but they don’t listen to me.”

“Water would be good,” and he forced a small smile. Juliette rose and began hammering on the door with her metal fists and, after a couple of minutes, was surprised to find it was Elsie who opened it.

“Jack needs food and water…”

Elsie just turned away towards the house and, with a backwards glance to Jack, Juliette followed. In the dining room, Brown was picking at a selection of cold meats with a glass of red wine at his side.

“Of course, you can take him food and water,” he said. “In fact, from now on you may stay with him. He needs someone to look after him. Don’t want him dying before his time.”

“What are you going to do with him now that you’ve set him up to be hanged?”

“Oh, that’s very melodramatic and not necessarily true. A few kind words from me and the magistrate is bound to consider a few years spent in Australia breaking rocks will be more than enough punishment.”

“You’d do that? Opt for deportation rather than execution?”

“I’m not a heartless man. I wouldn’t take a life unnecessarily. The fact is I'm beginning to tire of this whole scenario. I was enjoying myself until your village mob showed themselves to be so puritanical. Now, I’m sensing it’s time to begin a new chapter in my life; country-living is becoming tedious. I might sell this estate quickly and move back into London.”

“And me?”

“You, my dear, have proved yourself to be not only financially very profitable, but also immensely entertaining. However, all things must come to an end and you, I fear, have now overstayed your usefulness.”

“You're going to send me back to the asylum,” she said with a voice that was barely audible and trembled. She’d been expecting it; it had to happen sooner or later, but it didn’t make the news any easier to bear.

“Personally, I don’t really care where you go, but Elsie seems to think that’s the best solution. But back to our immediate concerns. Yes, you may take him food and water, and I don’t care if you choose to stay with him in the stables from now on.”

“And these,” and she held up her metal encased hands, “And the rest: the corset and hobble chain? The chastity guard?”

Brown’s face broke into a broad grin. “I imagine it’s all very frustrating for you,” he crooned.

“Especially the chastity guard,” added Elsie.

“I know you’ve been doing all this just to humiliate me, but couldn’t you stop now so I can look after Jack?”

“Let him root you, you mean?” observed Elsie.

“Certainly not,” said Brown. “Everything will happen just as before. Elsie will remove the chastity guard each morning for a short period to give you the opportunity to use the bathroom and so that Ethel can wash you, but then it’s to be refitted…”

“With fresh grease,” interjected Elsie.

“…Before you eat breakfast and are allowed to return to Jack. If you behave yourself, Jack will remain safe.”

Brown didn’t need to finish his threat for Juliette to understand its meaning.

“But how can I look after Jack with these locked to my hands?”

“See Enid in the kitchen. She has everything under control.”

With nothing more to be said, Juliette walked from the room still dragging the hobble chain behind her to find Enid.

“I'm sorry, my dear,” said the cook. “He won’t let me make it any easier for you…”

On the table were two shallow iron pans, one half full of water and the other containing some chopped up cooked lamb and carrots. Rosie snagged ‘S’ shaped hooks under their handles and held them up for Juliette to snare the other ends of the hooks with the rings riveted to her metal mittens. Then she held the kitchen door open for Juliette and with the precious food and water now hanging beneath her hands, she walked out into the yard towards the stables.

The stable door was still ajar and Jack smiled when he saw her. He turned painfully onto his knees with his wrists still handcuffed to the bedhead and Juliette placed both pans on the mattress where his head had been. Now he was able to drink by dipping his head into the pan.

Juliette watched him slake his thirst. The blanket slipped from his back and she saw for the first time the extent of the bruising that covered his naked body. Large yellow patches with dark red centres indicated the position of his kidneys and similar marks covered his legs. He’d been systematically kicked and it was a wonder that the damage was not more serious.

Jack lifted his head and moved to the other pan, holding the weight of his upper body on his elbows whilst he appeased his hunger. When eventually he pronounced himself satisfied, Juliette carefully snagged the hooks again with the rings on her hands and lifted both pans to the floor.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

“My pleasure,” she said and lay down beside him, wrapping an arm about his body and placing her head within inches of his. He smiled and moved closer still.

“He said I could stay here with you.”

“That’s kind of him,” said Jack and Juliette giggled.

“He also said that if I'm a good girl, he’ll only deport you to Australia.”

“Instead of hanging me…”

“Mmm…”

“Well, that’s much better, then,” said Jack, his lips now against Juliette’s.

*

They left the door to Jack’s room open; after all, where else was she going to go? In the evening, she went to the back door of the kitchen where Rosie fed her with a vegetable potage and then hooked a pan of hard-boiled eggs with turnips and potatoes onto her hand for Jack. She saw nothing of Brown, Elsie, or Cotton for the rest of that day and settled down next to Jack on the narrow bunk for the night.

Elsie went to fetch her early the next morning and moved quietly through the stables watched only by the horses. As she approached the door to Jack’s room, she heard a soft moan and moved forward cautiously, stopping at the doorway to peer into the dim interior. There was movement on the bed. Jack was lying still on his back with his hands still locked to the bedhead, but lower down the bed, Juliette was kneeling over him, her head moving rhythmically. Jack groaned again and Juliette started to move faster, her motions accompanied by the soft chiming of bells as her bouncing tits brushed against his thighs.

He gave a sharp cry and tried to move beneath her, but she didn’t seem to notice until he began whispering in a hoarse voice: “No more… Stop. Oh God… No more.” It was only then she became motionless, but she didn’t remove her head suggesting she wasn’t about to allow any of his seed to go to waste.

Elsie backed quietly into the shadows beyond the door and watched while Juliette worked diligently cleaning him before scooting up the bed to receive another grateful kiss. She waited three whole minutes before making her entrance and informing Juliette it was time for her morning ablutions. Juliette slid off the bed and tried to settle the blanket back over Jack, but not before Elsie saw his flaccid cock still glistening with spittle. Elsie made no comment.

Back at the house, Elsie unlocked the chastity guard and passed her charge on to Ethel to wash and feed whilst Elsie herself went to see Brown.

“Your little doxy of a wife is still one step ahead of you; she’s been sucking his cock…”

“Has she? I suppose that’s only to be expected as we’ve pretty much excluded all other activities.”

“Well… Are you going to let her get away with that?”

“Of course, I'm not. We still have that head cage from the asylum, don’t we?”

For an answer, Elsie just gave him a broad grin.


Chapter 23

The Witcher’s Test

Jack looked up when he heard the chain clicking over the stone floor of the stable block and Juliette entered carrying his breakfast and more water. She did not look happy, but it was not easy to tell; her head was now encased in the iron cage that held a brank in her mouth. Brown’s intent was obvious, the cage obstructed her mouth to such a degree that it was now impossible to kiss, let alone squeeze a cock past the ironwork.

“Juliette…” gasped Jack. “What’s happened?”

In truth, he could see quite well what had happened and could even guess why, but he couldn’t think of anything else to say. Juliette just shook her head and made an unintelligible mewing sound. He moved aside so she could place her burden on the mattress of the bed and it was only then that he became aware that instead of small hooks linking the pans to her mittens, there were padlocks. She placed the pans down, but then couldn’t let go.

All day she lay on top of Jack, a pan to either side of his shoulders, her head buried in the crook of his neck, and her body gently squirming over his to try to ease the itch that had developed inside the cup of her chastity guard. It had started as a tickling sensation a few minutes after she’d watched Elsie re-oil the twin plugs with fresh grease before sliding both into her and locking the cables, and had developed into an all-consuming itch since then. Looking back, the grease she’d used had come from a new glass jar and had a creamier tint than the previous grease. Jack could feel her bare thighs sliding up and down his own, but had no idea about the irritant that now tormented her and, even if he'd been aware, could do little to help her.

“Well, my dear.” His unmistakable voice roused them both in the early afternoon when Brown and Elsie sauntered into the small room. “I see you're making yourself comfortable.”

As she looked back over her shoulder, he placed a palm on a bare cheek of her bottom and she gave a shriek as she tried to throw him off.

“We have reached a compromise regarding your future. Elsie is still convinced that the best place for you is the asylum and, by extension, with Mr Fudge. She says you're a trollop with the lasciviousness of a whore, so it’s obviously the best place.”

By this time, Juliette had struggled to roll off Jack and was standing with a heavy iron pan hanging from each hand; she was shaking her head vigorously.

“Oh, you might say you don’t like it now, but your behaviour suggests a quite different picture.”

“That’s just cruel, Blakeney,” cried Jack.

“It’s Lord Huckabee-Brown and I should be careful if I were you; your future hangs in the balance too.” He suddenly burst out laughing… “Hangs in the balance… Sorry about that; I didn’t intend such a bad pun.”

Jack just glared at him and Juliette was anxious to speak, but it was Brown who had the floor. He addressed Juliette: “To be fair, there are other alternatives that achieve the aim of removing you permanently from my life and I don’t particularly care where you go. I’m sure there are other mental asylums that would be equally as secure as Saint Agnes or there’s the possibility of sending you away to Australia with Jack. I’m sure I could think up some criminal charge that satisfies the magistrate and then, say in twenty years or so, you two may even meet again.”

Juliette, left with no way to argue her case, was now nodding in agreement.

“Juliette is not a whore and you cannot pretend that she is,” said Jack.

“I don’t want to pretend anything. I wouldn’t like to think that I’d forced her into a career that wasn’t right for her.” His indignation was obviously false and assumed for effect, but he continued: “I think Juliette herself should provide that answer and I have a proposition that might resolve the problem. Have you ever encountered a Witcher’s Saddle?”

Juliette shook her head, but Jack said, “I have heard of them. It was a medieval idea for identifying witches.”

“Exactly. It’s not true that witches were all old crones; quite the opposite, in fact. They were usually nubile young women of rebellious character and one character trait they were supposed to possess is that they were all meant to be particularly licentious. They would use their womanly charms to lure poor, unsuspecting men into their clutches and, ultimately, to the devil where they would forfeit their souls. The Witcher’s Saddle is supposed to be able to identify such a witch, although nowadays in our enlightened times, it’s obvious to all that it is much better suited to identifying potential prostitutes. With Juliette’s permission, of course, I propose we give her a little test to see if she is able to function as a normal, well-balanced woman. If she declines or fails the test, I shall have to acquiesce to Elsie’s superior experience in this matter because she is, after all, a woman.”

Juliette was, by this stage, nodding her head again.

“And where will you find a Witcher’s Saddle?” asked Jack. “I have never seen one and I’m the stable master.”

“Nor I,” admitted Brown. “But I’m sure the saddler can adapt one for our purposes. A few days at most.”

He turned to leave, but Juliette gave a short cry and, when he looked round, held out her hands.

“Elsie. You are naughty. Unfasten her hands.”

“I didn’t want her to drop them,” she said in her defence, but the looks they were giving each other showed they both found the spectacle amusing.

*

It was another three days before Brown and Elsie ventured into the stables again, three days during which Juliette clung to Jack with a fervour driven not only by love and desperation, but also by the irritant grease that Elsie continued to apply fresh each morning to her chastity guard. She only left his bed first thing in the morning for the obligatory cleansing and for meals from Ethel, both as a spoon-fed recipient and to collect rations for Jack.

When Brown did return, it was once again in the company of Elsie and, through the doorway, Juliette saw that Cotton had saddled Ladybug, her own horse, for the ride.

“Your steed awaits, milady,” said Brown with exaggerated reverence he didn’t feel.

Juliette looked at Jack who attempted a weary smile of encouragement.

“Before we start, Elsie will remove your hobble, you can’t ride with that, and, of course, she needs to remove your chastity guard. She’ll also remove your head gear and we have a skirt for you to wear; I see no reason to rile the local populace like the last time you ventured out indiscreetly clad.”

This was unexpected. Perhaps Brown was more susceptible to public opinion than he chose to disclose. The removal of the chastity guard was not a surprise, Jack had told her what to expect, but the skirt certainly was and he evidently didn’t want to draw unnecessary attention by having her head bridled like the horse. The skirt he provided wasn’t just a mere token either, but a proper full-length, heavy riding skirt. Once her guard had been removed, Elsie held the skirt for her to step into and then buckled it up about her waist.

She looked back down at Jack, reluctant to finally commit to such a venture, and he tried to smile again, but it didn’t touch his eyes. “Go,” he said and, “Good luck.”

The little group then moved out into the stable aisle and Juliette had her first real look at the Witcher’s Saddle. The saddler had been thorough and the dildo he’d affixed to the seat of the saddle looked life-like as well as being of good quality. He’d fashioned it from wood and painted it with a smooth, glossy black finish before screwing through the ridge of the saddle from the underside into its base to leave it pointing skywards, a rigid phallus ready lubricated to accept the accused witch.

Besides the phallus, the only other features that distinguished the saddle from the ordinary was a metal ring riveted to its leading edge and the fact that there were no stirrups.

“Still feeling confident?” asked Brown, but Juliette didn’t react. “Well, Elsie has made you a little something extra. I hope you won’t consider it cheating on her part…” With that, Brown produced a length of cord knotted to form a small loop at its centre. He dropped the loop over the phallus and then tied the two ends of the cord to the ring at the front of the saddle. Juliette saw at once that the path of the cord was going to prove taxing and its knot particularly so.

She stood beside the steed with her forehead on its neck and any confidence she might have felt was rapidly dissipating. Ladybug was her own personal pet, but was now to be used unwittingly to subject its mistress to the most important trial of her life. She didn’t pat her because of the metal mittens, but did manage a few calming words before wrapping an arm about her head and praying.

“How am I supposed to mount this thing?” she asked and it was Cotton who produced the answer. He tugged a pulley used for lifting bales and bags of feed along an overhead rail until it was above her and then lowered the lifting hook to head height. As if in a stupor, Juliette allowed the rings on the ends of her mittens to be snagged by the hook and then Cotton heaved on the rope. Her hands were pulled first above her head and then her feet left the ground to leave her legs flailing about in the air.

“Take a foot, Elsie, and we’ll guide her onto it.”

As Brown and Elsie held her legs, Cotton lifted her above the level of the horse’s back and rolled the pulley forward on its rail until she was directly above the saddle. With their free hands, Elsie and Brown lifted the front of her skirts so they could see to position her whilst Juliette, not wishing to look, closed her eyes when she felt herself descending. The tip of the phallus touched and she gave a quiet moan, but her descent didn’t halt and she slowly dropped until she was sitting astride the saddle with the knot of Elsie’s cord suddenly becoming very distracting. Cotton lowered the hook and freed her mittens, but with no stirrups, Juliette was unable to move apart from a little squirming to settle her position.

“It must be difficult trying to balance with nothing to hold on to, so I got the saddler to add this ring…” said Brown and he tied the rings of the mittens to the ring on the saddle. “I don’t think there’s any danger of you falling off, but this should help you to steady yourself.”

Brown was right: there was no way she could slide from the saddle, but many reasons to want to, not least of which was that her confidence in proving she was not driven by lust had completely vaporised as soon as she felt herself lowered. She wriggled and not only did she feel the phallus twisting inside her, but the knot rubbed alarmingly across her most sensitive area. Her heavy skirt covered the saddle and draped over the horse’s flanks behind her, covering her legs down to her ankles, but did nothing to help Juliette cope with what was happening beneath and, of course, her breasts were still exposed with nipples ornamented by the silver bells. Perhaps any strangers they met wouldn’t be too offended now that her legs were covered, but her bare breasts and encaged hands would surely have made them pause for thought.

“Good,” said brown. “Then let’s begin,” and he gathered up Ladybug’s reins and led the horse from the stable into the bright sunlight. On its back, Juliette groaned as every step the horse took rocked her back and forth on her pivot, rolling her weight along Elsie’s cord. Both Brown and Elsie mounted their horses, Elsie decorously hooking her leg over the pommel of her side saddle before artistically arranging her gown at her side.

“We’ll crest the rise and follow the ridge west,” said Brown and urged his horse into a walk with Ladybug’s reins tied to his saddle. Juliette lurched forward and groaned again. In a line, the three horses climbed the steep path with Juliette wishing the thick vegetation to either side would suddenly swallow her up so that she could be still. It wasn’t that the stimulation was overpowering, but it was remorseless and built by the minute. It took them fifteen minutes to climb the hill and once above the treeline, the land opened out before them into broad grassland populated solely by a few sheep.

Brown glanced over his shoulder at Juliette and noted the beads of sweat on her brow. Behind her rode Elsie and she was still grinning. He spurred his horse into a trot and the other two followed.

Juliette had been struggling to cope with the horse’s walk and it was immediately apparent to her that trotting was never going to be manageable. Now the horse bounced with every step it took. She tried to anticipate the complex motion and grip Ladybug’s flanks with her heels in order to control the bumps and lurches, but Ladybug was a big horse and she couldn’t hold her tight enough. Without stirrups or hands to dampen the beats, she was lost from the start. Each pace threw her upwards, sliding her up the phallus as she rose before meeting her with a jarring, eye-watering thump as she dropped. Her bouncing breasts flicked the bells on her teats in an almost random fashion that stretched her like Indian rubber and produced a discordant, syncopated rhythm whilst beneath her, the phallus was pumping as the devilish knot worked away at her clitoris.

They’d gone less than two-hundred yards before Juliette found herself moaning and another quarter of a mile before her cries became too strident and Brown brought the horses to a stop. He looked back at her and she met his gaze with wide eyes and a mouth open in astonishment. Her hair was plastered to her head with perspiration and her chest was rising and falling with deep gulps of air that caused the bells to nod with a hypnotic rhythm.

“Please…” she gasped. “I can’t go on.”

“My dear, you disappoint me. I thought you were stronger than this.”

“I…” began Juliette and then stopped, realising that the battle was lost. The days of frustration had been released in a single, overpowering climax that had left her so over-sensitised that she dare not move and so exhausted that she didn’t want to.

Elsie reined her horse up to Juliette’s side and couldn’t help the smirk that was fixed on her face. “Well, my little trollop. It’s Mr Fudge for you and I'm delighted to see that you're going to enjoy yourself so much.”

“It’s true,” said Brown. “Now we know you're so suited to a career in the entertainment business, I think it’s by far the best solution. Mr Fudge, I understand, is a caring employer and will provide you with furnished accommodation…”

“A cell with a bed in it,” added Elsie.

“And you will be well fed and clothed.”

“Although, perhaps, not well clothed…” said Elsie.

“And you will be provided with all the social interaction you could want.”

“Probably more, but I doubt you’ll be in a position to refuse anyone’s advances. Isn't that so, my lord?”

“I believe Mr Fudge does pride himself on the availability of his girls to the extent of limiting their ability to move.”

“And your titty bells are going to be a big attraction. I should think you’ll soon be the firm favourite of many clients.”

“Please, my lord… Please John, don’t do this.”

“The decision has been made and don’t call me John; you no longer have that right. I’ll be sending you away in two weeks’ time, right after your birthday.”

Juliette felt her tears welling up inside her. She felt like her life was ending, but she forced herself to remain outwardly calm – there was something more important she had to do…

“And what about Jack? What’s going to happen to him?”

“If you're a good girl and behave yourself, I shall honour my undertaking to ensure that he is merely deported. Cause me any trouble and he will hang.”

Something that Brown had just said jangled a nerve in Juliette head. “My birthday…”

“It is your birthday in two weeks, is it not? We were planning a party for you; a sort of going-away party.”

“Lord Huckabee-Brown wants to show off his estate to his London friends before it’s sold,” said Elsie as if Brown couldn’t hear. “And his pretty wife, of course, before she has to leave.”


Chapter 24

Party Preparations

Juliette wasn’t sure how she made it back to the hall without losing consciousness. Brown insisted on trotting again and she did remember a lot of screaming, a short period of lucidity about the mid-way point, and then her third crashing paroxysm of the ride which lasted all the while Ladybug was trying to negotiate the steep decline back to the hall.

Back at the hall, she looked and felt like she’d been ravaged by a whole boat-load of Barbary pirates who’d been at sea for a year. Her face and chest were dripping with sweat, her eyes were dark and sunken, her lips swollen, and her nipples red and aching both from engorged blood and the constant tugging of the bells. She didn’t even like to imagine what her undercarriage might look like, but it felt sore.

Dismounting proved to be the same procedure in reverse when Cotton hoisted her vertically upwards to unseat her and then lowered her to the ground behind the horse. Without preamble, Elsie removed her skirt and refitted both the chastity guard and the hobble chain.

“Please, not the brank. I can’t talk to Jack when that’s fitted.”

“You can’t suck him either, can you?” said Brown and nodded to Elsie who sprung open the iron cage, made sure the brank was correctly positioned over her tongue, and then closed the bands behind her head so that she could apply the lock. Brown stared at her: a beautiful body so vulnerable, but, at the same time, so well-sealed and impervious. “Go on then… Go and see your boyfriend,” and he watched as she turned away and dragged the hobble chain through the doorway of Jack’s small room.

There followed a question and answer session between Jack and Juliette where the only answer possible was yes or no. By a process of elimination, Jack discovered that Juliette’s exercise had been a disaster from her point of view and that she was destined to grace one of the dark corners of Fudge’s brothels. He found out, too, his own fortunes could have been worse and may only consist of several years’ hard labour in Australia. Juliette also managed to convey that her own departure was set for two weeks hence, but expressing the idea of a birthday party using only arm gestures and head shakes proved beyond her.

After that spectacular ride, the following days were a bit of an anti-climax. In fact, climaxes, either hers or Jack’s, were noticeably absent from the itinerary during that period; Juliette was tamperproof and Jack, although naked on his bed, had no way to obtain stimulation other than the appeal of Juliette’s semi-naked body squirming against him. It was apparent that she was finding the experience at least as taxing as he, maybe even more so because of the unfulfilled promise offered by her chastity guard and the irritant grease Elsie used for its lubrication.

Both of them had much to thank Ethel for during that time. She not only bathed and fed Juliette, but each morning while Juliette was being redressed by Elsie, Ethel would conduct very similar procedures with Jack using a chamber pot and wash cloths while he was still handcuffed to his bedhead. So it was that Ethel became the main conduit for conversations between Juliette and Jack and kept both up-to-date with the goings-on in the hall. Elsie, of course, had assumed the position of Lady of the Manor and made no secret of sharing Brown’s bed every night. She was not well-liked by any of the staff, but they had no option but to accept her authority because it was always endorsed by Brown.

And ‘yes’, Ethel did know about the birthday party Brown was planning for Juliette. It was a surprise to all concerned, especially as it was also common knowledge that Brown intended to commit Juliette to the London asylum immediately afterwards. Invitations had already been sent to many addresses, mainly in London, but no-one in the immediate area had been invited. Davies had delivered orders personally to the local butchers and grocers for extra provisions and Henry had been asked to ensure that plenty of wine and spirits were available on the night.

There was always plenty of wine fermenting in the cellars and Henry brewed beer for the farm workers, but it was the gin of which he was most proud. He distilled it himself using the hall’s own small still and a very fine spirit it produced. Other spirits like Scotch whiskey and French brandy would need to be ordered from Horsham or Guildford.

As the days passed, Jack slowly recovered from his injuries, but still could not move from his bed. Brown would neither release him nor commit him to the authorities, but kept him chained to his bed predominantly to ensure Juliette’s compliance and the policy worked a treat. Juliette never once questioned an instruction from Brown or Elsie, or even hesitated in its execution for fear that Brown would exact some sort of retribution on Jack.

To be fair, not a lot was asked of her. Her days and nights were spent next to Jack, their bodily heat providing mutual consolation to an otherwise bleak existence and her only responsibility was to transport food and drink from the kitchen to the stables during the day. Conversation between them was a very one-way affair with Jake relating stories of past experiences and future dreams whilst Juliette lay silently by his side and thought of the lover she would never now know.

*

It was about this time that Elsie devised a new game. One sunny afternoon, she intercepted Juliette on her way to the kitchen to collect food for Jack and took her to the barn instead. No words were spoken. She just looped a length of baler twine around the light chain linking Juliette’s teats and led her in the new direction much like someone would lead a docile puppy. Once inside the barn and with no explanation, Elsie tied the other end on the twine to a convenient post and left Juliette standing forlornly and staring at her latest restraint in silent confusion. Elsie retraced her steps and entered Jack’s room.

“What do you want?”

“Oh, don’t be like that. I just thought you’d like a little company while your bed-warmer was otherwise occupied.”

“What have you done with her? Where is she?”

“I've done nothing with her,” she lied. “She’s probably been distracted somewhere.” Elsie sat on the edge of his bed and laid a palm on his chest. “And how are you feeling nowadays? Recovered from your bruises?”

“Leave me alone. You're as evil as he is.”

“Oh, that’s not a nice thing to say to someone who’s trying to be friendly. I just thought you might appreciate some proper female company rather than a sexless mannequin incapable of appreciating a man. I, on the other hand, am suffering no such handicaps,” she purred as her fingertips traced the contours of his pectoral muscles.

“I don’t need your sort of company. What have you done with Juliette?”

Elsie was beginning to tire of the same questions and stood. Jack assumed she was about to leave, but Elsie had other intentions. She scooped up the hem of her long skirts and before Jack could react, swung her leg over his feet to land with a heavy thump squatting over his calves. He tried to pull his legs out from under her and the chains of his handcuffs clinked on the metal bedhead when he involuntarily tried to drop his hands, but Elsie had planned her move to perfection and he found himself stretched as if he was racked.

“Why are you fighting me? I thought all men only lived for this…” and she reached out her hands to slide them down his loins.

“You're nothing but a whore,” he said, but Elsie just grinned.

“That’s as maybe, but at least I’m not all sealed-up like the mad one. I'm available for you, at least for a short time…” Her hands slid lower until she was cupping his cock and testes, a soft mass cradled in her palms. He closed his eyes and she felt the first stirrings of life as he fought in vain to stop the engorging flow of blood. “Feel nice, does it? I could be good to you,” and her hands began to move on his rapidly swelling shaft.

“I don’t want you,” he cried, but she just smiled.

“I don’t believe you. I’m holding evidence that suggests otherwise.”

He tried again to throw her off, but Elsie just smiled and lowered her head. Now he could feel warm breath on his thighs… On the sensitive head of his cock.

“Oh Jack, you do want me, don’t you?”

“If I had my hands free, you'd see how wrong you are.”

“It doesn’t feel like I'm wrong.”

“Does Blakeney know what you're doing?”

“You mean Lord Huckabee-Brown?”

“Will he be as amused as you when I tell him?” He could see the smile fall from her face.

“And why would you want to tell him?”

Jack was a man and all men want the same thing… Why would he choose to tell Brown of her deception, but he wasn’t even bothering answering her, just looking at her, daring her to go on. In a fit of pique, she slid from his legs.

“You’ll be sorry years from now when you're imprisoned without a woman to keep y0u company; then you'll remember how I tried to help you.”

She moved into the sunlight still not quite believing how stupid some men could be. She’d find Brown instead; he wouldn’t spurn her. To her right was the barn with its great door closed and she smiled to herself with the thought of Juliette waiting in the half-light for someone to release her. She was going to have to wait a while longer yet; her saviour and tormentor had other more immediate plans. Meanwhile, Juliette could best spend her time considering her own future as she stood with her titties tied to a post.

*

The day of her birthday was just like any other except that Jack was unusually quiet. He had no way of knowing whether he’d ever see her again and had no words that could describe the desolation he was feeling. Elsie had entered the stables late that afternoon to say it was time for Juliette to prepare for the party and the two soul mates had just stared at each other, neither knowing what the future would hold.

Elsie took Juliette into her own bedroom where she told her to sit on a chair and then proceeded to remove restraints: the hobble, head cage, and the brass mittens. It left her still locked into the leather corset.

“You're going to leave me with the chastity guard in place then?” asked Juliette, but Elsie merely smiled. She allowed Juliette to sit working her stiff fingers for some minutes before directing her to the dressing table and its array of cosmetics.

She looked down at the small table with the tall dressing mirror on its floor stand beside it. This may be the last opportunity she had to sit at this table. Her gaze flicked to the mirror and she stared abstractedly at her own reflection bordered by the ornate frame; her mirror in her bedroom.

She didn’t have a bad figure. A little top-heavy perhaps. She turned side-on and inspected the profile of her backside with the flesh feeling soft in her palms. That was larger; she’d have to watch her diet and then realised that would probably be beyond her power.

What was her life going to be like? Would she be able to survive with her health and sanity? She thought about the time she spent at the Saint Agnes Asylum and the horrors of the place came flooding back. Life in the brothel will likely be much worse.

She turned back and the motion caused the bells to chime. They’d been there for weeks now and it was true that she sometimes forgot they were there, but never for long. They’d become part of her, part of who she was and abstractedly she held her breasts cradled in her hands. The bells trembled at their tips, chiming erratically and giving her little tugs whilst the thin linking chain swung between her swollen nipples like a silver spider’s web.

Would the extra weight pull them down without the projectile assistance of the corset? Reluctantly, she had to admit that would probably be the case.

“You like your titty ornaments, don’t you?” asked Elsie with a chuckle.

“Of course, I don’t,” and she dropped her hands. “How can you possibly think I’d want these locked to me forever?”

“It makes no difference whether you want them or not because you have no way to remove them,” said Elsie simply. “I think you're going to find they’ll make you famous: ‘Lady Jezebel, the musical strumpet’. I can see men coming from miles around just to ring your bells. You never know, perhaps Fudge will build on your infamy and add some more ornamentation: earrings and a nose ring, of course, but there’s nothing to stop him going further. I’ve heard some Eastern women have rings in all sorts of interesting places. He could physically close you up with padlocks and then charge men for the key.” Elsie burst out laughing, but Juliette didn’t find it at all funny.

“Here,” said Elsie and handed her a pile of clothes. “Put these on.”

Juliette looked at what she’d just been given with astonishment. The gown was one of her own and an old favourite. It was made from a blue, fine-woollen material with silk embroidery that gleamed in the light like pools of water and would hang in long, flowing folds from a small bustle behind her waist. What was particularly surprising was that it hadn’t been butchered to expose her breasts and, in fact, was particularly modest with a high buttoned neck, long, elegant sleeves, a loose fitting bust – essential to accommodate the bells - and a tightly tailored waist. In addition, Elsie passed her a pair of her own elegant button-boots, some delicate, white, lace topped stockings, and black silk garters to hold them in place.

“Your husband has requested that you present yourself fully made-up with your hair pinned high on your head.”

Juliette just stared at the clothes disbelieving what she was seeing. “Why?” she asked.

“Why what? It’s your birthday party, isn’t it? You ought to look your best. Rosie will help you with your hair. The guests will be here before eight, so don’t tarry.”

*

At seven-thirty, Brown entered Juliette’s room just as the final touches were being added to her hair. He nodded to Rosie, who took the hint and left.

“You look lovely, my dear.”

Juliette couldn’t avoid a small smile. She felt lovely. “But I don’t understand. Why? What’s going on? Have you reconsidered my future?”

“And why would you think that? No, indeed. Your future is now fixed. Cotton is taking you to Patcher in the morning. I have your committal certificate here.” He pulled a folded paper from his inside pocket to show it to her and she read it with trembling hands.

Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown of Barnbury Hall in the parish of Cranleigh has this day, 28th July 1836, been examined by the undersigned physicians and diagnosed as insane. She is suffering from hysteria instigated by a libidinous character and promiscuous habits and aggravated by a contentious and violent disposition. It is the opinion of the undersigned that she should be held in a secure institution and restrained in such a manner that she poses no threat to others.

Treatment of her condition will be the responsibility of the institution’s Head Keeper, but because her disease is sexual in nature it is strongly recommended that, at the very least, such treatment should include frequent induced paroxysms in accordance with accepted medical practice to relieve the accumulation of toxic fluids.

The certificate was signed by two physicians whom Juliette had never heard of before. She read it through twice and then stared at Brown almost too shocked to speak. “These men have never even seen me…”

“That was not necessary. I described to them your condition.”

“But I’m not violent.”

“Artistic license…”

“And I don’t have a libidinous character or promiscuous habits.”

“You were seen quite recently engaging in promiscuous activities with Jack, a common stableman, or perhaps Elsie was mistaken. And don’t forget the trial of the Witcher’s Saddle; as a diagnostic indicator that was quite emphatic. An ordinary, sane woman would barely have reacted, but you almost lost consciousness. It was almost as if you were encountering the same orgasmic experience as a man and, of course, we know that’s not possible with a normal, sane woman. I have to admit, Juliette, that at first, I engineered your committal to facilitate our marriage and my ascension to lord of this manor, but since then I have come to realise that you are, indeed, burdened with an overly libidinous nature. One only has to watch you squirming and wriggling as you walk to realise that.”

“But you locked plugs inside me…” she wailed.

“Yes and their purpose was merely to inhibit copulation, but you seem to regard them as a mechanism for unnatural stimulation.”

“But Elsie’s been using some sort of irritant grease to torment me…” she began, but Brown held up his hand to silence her.

“It’s no good you arguing, Juliette. You're only making things worse for yourself. But I am not a naturally cruel man. I understand your needs. That’s why I had the second paragraph added to your committal certificate to ensure those needs are consistently met and that’s also why your birthday presents tonight are going to be so appropriate.”

“What’s going to happen? Whatever it is, I’m not going to do it.”

“My dear Juliette. Tomorrow you will be in the care of Mr Patcher and shortly thereafter, Mr Fudge. Consider tonight a training experience for your future career. You should also remember that Jack’s future very much depends on this, our last night together. Your future is set, but his is hanging in the balance, so-to-speak.”

“What do you want me to do?” she said in a barely audible whisper, all fight suddenly knocked out of her.

“I want you to be the prefect host. Circulate; meet and greet people; and later, well, then you can get to know them better…”


Chapter 25

Juliette’s Birthday

Just after eight o'clock, Brown led Juliette into the Great Hall where his guests were already gathered. There must have been a hundred people crowded in the room, mainly couples although whether or not the ladies that accompanied the gentlemen were their wives or mistresses was a moot point. What was plain was that these were not commoners. All of them, both men and women, were dressed in the finest of clothes, the women adorned with expensive jewellery and wearing long silk and lace gowns and the men in long frock coats, brightly coloured waistcoats, and extravagant neckties. Elsie was already there talking to a young couple and turned to smile at Brown and Juliette, but made no attempt to approach.

All conversation ceased in the hall with their appearance and the mass of guests just stared at Brown and his young wife as she stepped gracefully beside him, a delicate creature with her hair extravagantly curled and braided, her face pale with powder but with rouged lips and cheeks, and her eyes carefully defined and smouldering with intensity beneath her low fringe.

Juliette was, without doubt, the beauty of the ball, but there was one other that rivalled her. Out of all the women attending the party and with the exception of Juliette herself, Elsie easily outshone them all; her long, black hair falling in waves over her shoulders made her look like a gypsy, her impeccable makeup and expensive jewellery suggested she was a princess, whereas her tall, willowy figure clad in the most exclusive of gowns and her dark, bewitching eyes confirmed she was an enchantress.

A string quartet was playing chamber music in one corner whilst on the opposite wall, Davies, Rosie, and Enid stood poised with decanters of wine. Next to them was a long table laid out with a selection of meats and sweetbreads.

Brown walked to the centre of the room and called for attention.

“Welcome one and all. Welcome to my lady’s birthday party. And this lovely girl by my side is the lady in question: Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown, my recent bride. At the stroke of midnight, it will be her twenty-fifth birthday.”

Brown stood aside and, with an expansive gesture, presented Juliette to her guests. She stood looking shy, but stunningly beautiful with a forced smile on her face and received a genial round of polite applause for her trouble.

Brown continued: “Festivities will start proper at the stroke of midnight, but in the meantime, please eat, drink, and enjoy yourselves.”

Brown handed Juliette a small glass of red wine and then turned away to talk to someone, but she wasn’t ignored for long. “So…” said a big man on her right with a booming voice and she turned to face him and his companion with the same fixed smile. “What made you want to become a prostitute?”

Juliette was speechless.

“I think it’s very brave of you,” said the young woman by his side. “It’s one of those things one might dream about, but wouldn’t dare to actually do…”

“I understand it’s your intention to join a brothel in London. You never know, our paths may cross again in the future,” said the man.

“John loves London,” interjected the woman. “And the shops… Do you know it’s possible to buy almost anything there? I once found a shop that was actually selling a girl. Pretty little thing, too. Can you believe it?”

“It’s Brown I admire,” said the man taking control of the conversation again. “Takes a lot to allow your new wife to indulge her fantasy to the extent that he is. He must be very understanding.”

There was a short silence and then the woman spoke again, her eyes bright with obvious excitement. “Tell me… Do you get to choose who you go with or do you have to accept who you're given?”

“She won’t get a choice,” said the man. “It would be ridiculous if whores got to choose. Oh no… That wouldn’t work at all.”

“I expect most of them will be sailors if your brothel is near the docks. They don’t get to bed many women when they're at sea.” Juliette watched her lose focus as her imagination soared. “Or dockers. I’ve seen them working in gangs; some of them are really big because they lift a lot of heavy loads. They're probably quite rough too; I hope they don’t hurt you too much. How many do you think you’ll be able to manage in a day?”

Again, Juliette made no attempt to answer, but the man answered for her. “About forty or fifty on a good day, I should think. You're going to be a bit sore after that, aren't you?” and he gave her a nudge. “Eh…”

“Excuse me,” said Juliette and gave the couple a brief curtsey before turning away.

“What a lovely dress,” said another woman. “And it fits you so well.”

“Thank you,” said Juliette pleased to find a more normal conversation.

“I once knew a prostitute in London and she had a dress almost exactly that colour. Of course, she was a street-walker and could get to choose her clothes and go out when she wanted; she wasn’t actually owned by a brothel like you’ll be. It must be very gratifying to be able to satisfy so many men, but what I don’t understand is why you would choose to be kept naked for them when you have such beautiful clothes here and your choice of men… Of course, I suppose there’s a certain amount of erotic fantasy involved for a submissive woman, but surely that would wear thin quite soon. I don’t think I could do that. My friend used to tell me about some of the cunny-slaves, that’s what they call them you know, and you wouldn’t believe some of the things they're forced to do…”

*

Everyone seemed to know everything about her future, much more than Juliette knew herself. She didn’t know, for instance, how sadistic some of the brothel keepers can be. For over an hour she had to endure the endless small talk from people she didn’t know or care about asking about her future profession. She couldn’t tell them it was to save the life of her stableman, her lover…

At one point, Juliette came face to face with Elsie who simpered, “My, you are a dark one… You certainly seemed to have intrigued your guests.”

“Was it necessary to tell everyone what he has planned for me?”

“Oh yes. It was essential. We wanted them to come fully prepared…”

She didn’t elaborate and Juliette turned away, looking in vain for a compassionate face.

At nine o'clock, Brown took her to the centre of the hall and called for attention a second time.

“Friends,” he called out. “I hope you're enjoying yourselves and have had the chance to speak with my lovely wife. You're all familiar with her new choice of career and I know you're all looking forward to midnight when you’ll be able to give her your presents, but meantime, I think the time has come to unwrap her and to assist with the task, I have asked her personal maid to join us.”

Brown looked towards the tall double entrance doors that swung open to reveal Ethel standing self-consciously with Drake in the shadows immediately behind her. She was dressed quite plainly in her usual maid’s uniform of long, black gown and white apron and it was only the iron collar locked around her neck and her stricken expression that leant her appearance an edge of tension.

“Ethel… Please join us,” invited Brown and she looked behind her at Drake before venturing into the hall and approaching Brown and Juliette.

“Miss Ethel has kindly agreed to help prepare Juliette for the evening’s festivities,” and the announcement was greeted at first with tentative applause that grew as more people joined in until everyone was clapping and cheering.

“I'm sorry, my lady. He gave me no choice,” whispered Ethel beneath the sound of the applause and Juliette nodded.

“Do what you need to do,” whispered Juliette in return.

Brown held up his hands for silence.

“Ladies and gentlemen, friends…” he said in a loud voice. “Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown will be leaving us tomorrow to start her new life in London and, although I must admit I don’t understand her compulsion to adopt this particular lifestyle, I respect her wishes and have allowed her to fully explore this somewhat eccentric side of her character. This night, as her birthday present and my farewell gift to her, I will allow her to offer herself to you all before presenting herself to the wider clientele of London’s dockland.”

He looked at Juliette’s stricken face and smiled benignly, but under his breath he whispered, “This is your moment; fluff it and the boyfriend hangs. Now smile…”

Juliette stared at him for five heartbeats and then looked around the room with a forced grin on her face, but inside she wanted to scream.

Brown then turned to the maid who was fidgeting by nervously entwining her fingers while her eyes swept the room, looking everywhere except at Brown or Juliette. “Ethel, be good enough to fit this to Lady Juliette,” and he passed her the network of leather-lined metal bands and cables attached to an iron ring that made up the head harness. Ethel turned the device over and over in her hands, failing to determine how it should be fitted and entangling the bands still further. Juliette saw her hands shaking and took the gag from her, shook out the tangles and pressed the ring between her teeth. Then she turned her back on Ethel so the girl could close the bands behind her head and apply the lock. Brown smiled and held out his hand for the key.

Once the girl had completed her task, Juliette turned to Brown with the astonished expression of someone compelled to keep their mouth wide open.

“There you are, my dear. Happy?” asked Brown and Juliette grunted. “I'm sorry, I didn’t hear that. Say it louder so your guests can hear,” and he cocked his head pretending he was hard of hearing.

“Eth, arm a-ee,” she called with drool already beginning to collect on her lower lip.

“Good,” said Brown and pressed an Indian rubber stopper in the shape of a short erect penis through the ring. It clicked into place so that her lips formed a plump, scarlet-red seal around its base and completely removed any residual power of speech she had left. Brown stared at her, daring her to lift her hands to her mouth, but she left them hanging limply by her side.

Cotton was standing behind Brown and passed him the metal yoke she knew so well and she couldn’t avoid the quiet groan when Brown handed it to Ethel. Again, Ethel was unsure what to do with it and it was Juliette that took it from her, cracked apart the two arms to open the collar, and closed it around her own neck. She held it in place whilst Ethel applied the lock and then moved her hands to the ends of the arms so that the maid could strap her wrists in place. As a restraint, it was devastatingly effective, leaving the unfortunate recipient in an attitude of abject surrender and not only unable to lower their arms in defence of their body, but also compelled to adopt a posture where their shoulders were forced back and that pushed their chest to the fore. Juliette felt as if she was actively offering herself to all and sundry.

She looked around the room at the curious faces gazing back at her. She’d voluntarily assisted in her own bondage and now her guests weren't sure what to expect next.

Brown, however, was in no such dilemma. “Ethel. Time to unwrap your mistress,” and he passed her a large pair of scissors. “Forgive the dramatics…” Brown continued to the assembly at large, “But this is something of an occasion for Juliette, it being the last time she’ll ever wear a gown.”

Juliette glanced at Ethel brandishing the scissors and could see the anguish in her maid’s eyes. The next step was inevitable, so she nodded approval and then watched helplessly as Ethel began cutting through the beautiful material starting at the left sleeve and heading towards the neck. With both sleeves cut, the material hung tantalizingly from her shoulders, partially dropped at the front to reveal her bare neck, but not enough to be indiscreet. Brown grinned and directed Ethel to the gown’s hem.

A minute later, the maid had totally destroyed the dress by cutting up the side from hem to neck and with the last cut, the whole garment slid from her body to fall about her feet. There was a communal gasp from the assembled guests as she was revealed with her projectile breasts complete with their musical adornments glinting brightly in the light from hundreds of candles and her substantially naked lower half with nothing but the tiny chastity guard between her legs. Her midriff was still moulded into the ideal feminine contours by the leather corset and it was this that was responsible for enforcing her stiff posture with tilted hips and prominent cheeks. Her legs, too, were still clad in the white stockings held in place by the ribbon garters and she was still wearing the ankle-length button boots that added over three inches to her height.

With a coolness that surprised herself, Juliette carefully stepped out of the remains of her gown and defiantly turned once more to face her antagonist. There was another spontaneous outburst of clapping, this time accompanied by some cheering from the more boisterous guests when they saw the silver plated bells hanging from her teats and Juliette had to close her eyes to shut out the circle of smiling faces all gazing with delight at her nakedness. She opened them again when she heard something heavy fall at her feet.

“And these,” said Brown having dropped the iron fetters and hobble chain. “We don’t want her escaping,” he said in a loud voice to his audience. His remark was rewarded with general amusement whilst Ethel chained together her ankles.

“And here you see Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown in her true element.” Brown stood back admiring his creation. “The eagle-eyed amongst you will have noticed that she’s wearing a chastity device. It’s her own idea. She says it keeps her hungry. I’ve promised her that I’ll remove it later, but for now, she’ll just have to remain frustrated.” He smiled at Juliette and she groaned inwardly, conscious of the truth of his words. “Ethel is going to walk her around the hall and, short of actually freeing her, I'm sure you'll all do what you can for Juliette,” he added being deliberately obtuse.

Both Ethel and Juliette looked at Brown, unsure what was expected of them, but Cotton now moved forward to stand behind Ethel. He’d been extensively briefed and roughly pulled her elbows together to bind them behind her back. Meanwhile, Brown was standing in front of her and unfastened the first few buttons of her high-necked black gown. Ethel was almost petrified with fear that wasn’t much alleviated when Cotton passed him a medical collar designed to support an injured neck. He pressed it against her, forcing her head up and effectively locking it to the front.

“Your task, my dear, is to take your mistress for a promenade around the room.” He stared at her inches from her face and hissed in a quiet voice, “And if you make a fuss or apply yourself with less than absolute commitment, it will be you wearing the yoke next. Is that fully understood?”

“Yes, my lord,” she replied, her gaze fixed to a point high on the wall behind him.

“Good. Now turn away and wait for my word.”

His devious scheme became apparent when Juliette watched him tie a short cord to the bindings at Ethel’s elbows and it came as no surprise when he tied the other end of the cord to the centre of her nipple chain.

“Can one be more helpless?” asked Brown in a loud voice and gestured to Juliette standing forlornly behind Ethel. “Well, yes they can…” and he tied a black cloth about her eyes to the approval of the crowd.

“Walk,” ordered Brown to Ethel, “And don’t stop until told to do so,” and she immediately stepped forward. Behind her, Juliette gave a muffled yelp as her teats were stretched and tugged together with the yanking of their linking chain and she stumbled after Ethel on hobbled feet.

Life was suddenly very different for Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown. She couldn’t see, couldn’t speak, couldn’t drop her arms or avoid thrusting her naked breasts to the fore, and was obliged to follow her maid wherever she should lead, drawn forward by a leash from her teats. Each step was an effort with the chastity guard in place, was punctuated by the musical accompaniment of her bells, and encouraged by the willing hands of her party guests.

Ethel threaded her way silently around the hall as she urged her mistress forward, steering her by her nipples and not even aware that behind her, Juliette was blindfolded and had no way to anticipate a change of pace or direction.


Chapter 26

An Odd Career Choice for a Lady

Juliette struggled after Ethel taking tiny pixie steps that set her shoulders rocking despite her tethered teats. The bells announced the girls’ approach through the crush and provided an audible invitation for anonymous hands to explore all aspects of Juliette’s limits and controls.

As time passed and Brown made no attempt to stop Ethel meandering randomly around the hall, so the maid’s own restraints became too much of a temptation for the now inebriated revellers. The three buttons that Brown found necessary to unfasten in order to fit the medical collar became four and then five. Soon, all of the buttons down the front of her dress to her apron magically fell unfastened and then it was but a short step to slide the garment from her shoulders so that it hung loose from her hips revealing the entire top half of her body. Ethel, conscious of Brown’s warning and unable to do little more than flap her useless forearms at her sides, struggled on silently with her pale breasts jiggling unencumbered and much enlivened by the guests. She wanted to cry, but fought bravely against the tears that threatened to flood her eyes.

Davies with his wife and the cook watched proceedings with barely concealed disdain, but were unable to offer any relief to the two girls. They saw what Brown and Cotton were doing too and the prognosis was not good. Cotton and Drake had carried a low, wooden structure concealed under a sheet into the hall and placed it ominously in the centre of the room.

Brown eventually stopped Ethel’s eccentric marching and Juliette’s trailing dance by calling the girl to his side. He slipped Juliette’s blindfold from her eyes and gave her an ingratiating smile, before speaking quietly so that only she could hear.

“So, my dear. You have done well so far and the future for your paramour is looking if not rosy, at least a realistic possibility. The time has come to introduce you to your guests on a more intimate level.”

His voice strengthened as he now addressed the hall as a whole: “For those of you unfamiliar with the dockland brothels, their patrons are plain, no-nonsense folk who prefer to take their women with the minimum of fuss. In keeping with her own peculiar preferences and to prepare her for her future working conditions, I have obtained a genuine brothel fixture similar to the one in which she will spend most of her working day. Tonight, for the first time, Juliette has elected to be restrained and displayed in this fixture for your pleasure.”

“Bravo,” called a single voice, and the cry was soon echoed by others. Juliette, meanwhile, remained necessarily silent, but surprised that no-one was able to perceive the rising panic she was trying so hard to hide.

With the style of a circus ringmaster, Brown whisked away the sheet to reveal a low wooden pillory supported on two substantial, waist-high posts. For stability, two ground beams extended a couple of feet back from the posts and provided a mounting for short pillars and a rear cross rail that straddled the width of the device at a height of two feet.

Whilst Brown was talking, Cotton was busy uncoupling Juliette from Ethel. He then attached a chain to Ethel’s collar and told her to stand next to the pillory before removing the yoke from Juliette’s hands and neck.

Without further preamble, Brown rotated the top beam of the pillory to expose the scalloped profiles destined to entrap Juliette’s head and hands.

“My lady,” he said and indicated where she should lay herself. Now Juliette did hesitate and looked around the room with wide eyes at the circle of smiling faces. “Come on,” said Brown. “You don’t want to keep anyone hanging around.”

His oblique reference was enough and she bent over the rear rail to lay her neck carefully in place before positioning her wrists. No sooner had she done so, than Brown closed the top beam and applied a lock to the latch to trap her and taking the opportunity to link the end of Ethel’s collar chain to the padlock’s shackle.

“Mr Cotton,” he said, his voice deep and reverent for the benefit of his guests, “Please be good enough to adjust her ladyship’s ankles.”

Cotton smiled and knelt on the floor behind Juliette to first remove her hobble chain and then to spread her legs apart and lash her ankles to the pillory’s stabilizing ground beams. The cross rail pressed against her thighs just above her knees to prevent her folding her legs and lowering her hips and, instead, she was now obliged to offer herself to all and sundry with only the small chastity guard for protection.

The pillory holes were a tight fit and Juliette found she had very little movement available for her hands. The hole for her neck was a little looser, but Brown had not finished in that area and tied the sides of her head harness back to the face of the top beam. When he stood, she found she was staring straight at his groin and was unable to move her head in any direction.

“There,” said Brown. “If anyone doubted her resolve to become a whore, here is your proof. You see… totally compliant,” and he laid a hand heavily on her pale, naked rump held high behind her and now looking unnaturally broad for a woman with such a slim frame. Beside her, Ethel jumped with the sound of the slap.

Juliette, too, jumped with a muted gasp whilst the dished cup of the chastity guard glinted between her spread thighs like a beckoning beacon and below her chest, the small bells rung with a shrill clarity from her elongated breasts.

“In fact,” said Brown, “All she really wants now is your attention, which is why I felt the need to plug her mouth in addition to leaving the chastity device in place.” He turned back to Juliette… “I’m sure you can wait until it’s your birthday at midnight, can’t you?” he asked and wiggled the chastity guard enticingly. She was, of course, unable to respond other than to emit a quiet groan.

*

A steady stream of people visited their host to see how she had been so comprehensively immobilised, most gathering out of Juliette’s sight behind her so that only their voices could be heard. Brown was there too, explaining Juliette’s strange character traits and relating fictional stories to his enthralled audience.

“…The madam that runs her new establishment likes to keep the girls restrained; she says the place runs smoother with fewer arguments. Well, no arguments actually because she keeps the plugs in their mouths except when necessary and Juliette likes that, don’t you, sweetie?” Juliette, of course, was unable to respond to this question.

“She’s beautiful,” she heard one woman remark and delicate fingers lightly traced the profile of a breast until they were holding the bell; then she gave it a sharp tug to check how securely it was attached. Her male companion was even more tactile and commented that he’d be inclined to pay a lot for time with her.

“We’ll remove the plugs at midnight, that’s in a little over an hour and a half,” she heard Brown say and a gruff voice answered. She couldn’t hear his words, but his subsequent laugh was unsettling. “We can have a competition to see who can ring her bells the loudest,” said Brown and then they both laughed.

And then Elsie was there, squatting before her with her face unnervingly close. “Comfortable?” she asked. “No… of course you're not, but you'd best get used to it; it’s Mr Fudge’s basic fixture to keep his blowsabellas still while they're on the job. And do you know how we know that? It’s because Mr Fudge works for your husband, as does Mr Patcher. It’s a neat arrangement: Mr Patcher admits you into the care of the asylum so that your incarceration is all legal and above board, and then Mr Fudge provides you with lodgings and remedial care tailored to treat your particular ailment of hysterical nymphomania. Not only will it help alleviate your symptoms, but it will also provide a healthy financial return for all concerned. And the best bit is that in your case, your treatment will be endorsed by your husband who, of course, only has your best interests at heart.”

At last, the full extent of Brown’s manipulations were clear to Juliette and she realised the extent of his genius. She was going to be worked to death in a brothel and her imprisonment would even be officially sanctioned. She closed her eyes to shut out the world, but Elsie’s voice was still there in her head, implanting the final seeds of her imminent torment.

“Of course, there’s no need for you to be completely isolated from society. Lord Huckabee-Brown and I shall visit you every few weeks to see how you are faring and keep you abreast of current events. We wouldn’t like you to think that you’ve been completely forgotten.”

Elsie reached under the pillory beams to cup a tit in her palm. “Do you know, I think you're bigger than me now.” She pinched the soft flesh and gave it a little shake to flick its teat and ring the bell. “I do so wish I had musical ornaments attached to my titties. They must be such fun. I am so jealous…” and she giggled, making it plain that she was being sarcastic.

Juliette groaned and tried to move, but Elsie’s fingers tightened to inhibit even that motion. “Not got a lot of wriggle room, have you?” and she lifted her other hand to stroke Juliette’s cheek. “I know that there’s at least one thing you're going to enjoy because I've seen you with that stableman,” and her face broke with a coy grin as her finger touched lips pursed tightly about the rubber plug. “I like it too and I might even enjoy your husband in about half an hour, but I don’t think I could manage so many…” and she glanced around the room at the assembled multitude.

“Well, have to dash. Your husband is calling.”

Brown was still standing somewhere close and Juliette caught the sound of his sonorous vowel sounds as he spoke to Cotton. “Look after things here. I shall be occupied with Elsie for a little while, but we’ll be back before midnight. Unplug her about quarter-to-twelve, but don’t let anyone touch until we’re here.”

“And the maid?” asked Cotton, followed by something that Juliette couldn’t hear.

“You risk upsetting the local militia standing by the door if you do.” He was referring to Davies, Enid and Rosie. There was a pause and then Brown added, “Perhaps later.”

A few moments after that, Juliette caught sight of Brown and Elsie leaving by a side door. In his bedroom, he closed the door behind them before enfolding Elsie in his arms and pulling her face close. “What did you think of my pillory?”

“Interesting. I can see why it might appeal to men who want their women helpless.”

“They have few options when they're locked into that.”

“Precisely,” said Elsie. “Is that how you’d like me? Compliant?”

“I did think we could move it up here once Juliette’s gone.” All the time they were talking, Brown was gradually working his way down the small, fabric covered buttons on the back of her gown.

“So you can have your evil way with me?”

“Well, that is the general idea.”

“Ooo, I can’t wait,” and she slipped her arms from the sleeves so that the garment dropped from her hips. Beneath the gown she was wearing a waspie corset and several layers of lacy underskirts in addition to silk stockings and shoes, but Brown could wait no longer and picked her up to drop her onto the bed. Elsie giggled and squirmed like an eel as she waited for Brown to join her.

“What are you doing?” she asked as he retrieved lengths of thick cord from a chest in the corner.

“I’m tethering you to the bed so you can’t escape.”

Elsie giggled again. “Well, don’t do it so tight that I can't wriggle. You know how much I like feeling you moving inside me.”

Brown made a loop using simple slip knot in the end of a cord and put it over her wrist before tying the other end to the side rail of the big bed. He did the same with the other hand and she lay grinning up at him with her arms spread.

“I suppose you think that’s going to hold me,” and she tugged with her hands thinking that the cords would simply slide from her wrists, but the harder she pulled, they tighter the knots became. Eventually, she relaxed and adopted an expression of amused acceptance. “I feel compliant now,” she said sarcastically and rocked her body so that her breasts rolled from side to side.

“I've not finished yet,” and he tied other longer lengths of cord to each boot.

“Now what?” she asked when he stood over her on the bed and then noticed that there were new eye bolts in the canopy rails above the bed. “You’ve been planning this haven’t you?”

Brown didn’t answer; he was busy threading the cord through the rings of the bolts and then passed the left cord through the right bolt so that he had both cords on the same side of the bed. “John… You are a little devil. You might have warned me.” She could see what was going to happen and didn’t have long to wait. Brown heaved on the cords and both her legs were hoisted up into the air above her waist and spread open to form a wide ‘V’. Brown tied the cords off to the bed rail and smiled down at his mistress. Elsie grinned back and wiggled her hips. Her petticoats had fallen about her waist to leave her sex naked and exposed with a mass of wiry black hair contrasting starkly with her white underskirts.

He laid a palm on her pubic mound to entangle his fingers in the hair whilst his thumb sought a deeper goal and she closed her eyes and moaned quietly. “Hurry up, my love.”

“Don’t rush me… I need a drink first to give me stamina,” and he pulled the bell cord next to the bed.

“John, don’t… Davies will come in if you do that.”

She was right. A minute later there was a knock on the bedroom door and Davies entered, but stopped at the foot of the bed when he saw Elsie.

“What are you looking at?” she snapped accusingly, which was an odd thing to say because it was quite clear what he was looking at. He turned quickly towards Brown when his master said he would like a drink.

“See Henry. He concocts a special whisky for me that peps me up. I’m going to need it with this little vixen…”

“Sir,” said Davies in acknowledgement and gave a small bow before leaving.

“You did that on purpose…”

“Did what?” asked Brown.

“Called him in here to see me like this.”

“The first rule of compliance is that the compliantee should accept any and everything that the compliantor demands of her without complaint and that includes showing your privates to the butler.”

“You're going to have a drink now and I can’t have one.”

“You'd spill it like that.”

“Well that’s not fair either.”

“Little mistresses, when bound to the bed, should be seen and not heard. Do you want to be gagged?”

“I’ll scream,” she said, but the big grin on her face belied the seriousness of her message.

“You won’t be able too. In fact, I ought to gag you anyway just in case you disturb our guests,” and he went back to the chest to collect a ball of tightly wound leather bands on a leather strap.

“You are a very naughty man,” said Elsie and then opened her mouth wide to accept the ball gag.

Next time Davies entered with a decanter of whisky and a glass on a silver try, Elsie could only scowl at him.

“Thank you, Davies. Put it on the end of the bed, please.”

The instruction was intended to move Davies as close as possible to Elsie when she was in such an intimately compromising position and both felt a degree of discomfort.

“Do you drink whisky, Davies?”

“No, milord.”

“Would you like to try some? Henry makes this up especially for me. Gets the bloods moving faster. I'm going to need that in a few moments; it’s going to be like riding a bucking bronco.”

Much to Brown’s disappointment, Davies was unmoved. “Will that be all, milord?”

“Yes, that’s all. We’ll be back downstairs shortly to see Juliette receive her birthday presents from her guests. Don’t let them start without us.”

“Milord,” murmured Davies, bowed, and left. Brown poured himself a glass of whisky and unfastened the buckle of his belt.


Chapter 27

A Missed Opportunity

In the hall, Juliette was the centre of attention, but, at the same time, felt like she was invisible. People were discussing her as if she wasn’t there. They might be touching her, squeezing, poking, or slapping her, but they spoke to each other as if she was nothing but an inanimate toy, which, in many respects, was all she was. It was the bells that attracted most attention.

“These are beautiful and they must feel so sensuous with their little twitches and tugs all the time,” said a young woman who was playing with Juliette’s nipple ornaments.

“You wouldn’t like them,” said her gruff elder companion.

“And why not. You just don’t want to buy me any.”

“You wouldn’t be able to take them off.”

The girl looked at the bells in a new light, pulling at one and then turning it over in her hand to look for a catch.

“They don’t come off? Will she wear them forever?”

“So Lord Huckabee-Brown says. He told me they were a present to her and that she likes them.”

“I don’t think I’d want them hanging from my titties for the rest of my life. And what about when it’s time to feed a baby?”

“Whores don’t keep babies. They get given away to other people.”

“They’d be useful for finding the girl in the dark though,” said another man and laughed at his own joke.

“She’s got nice eyes and lips,” said a woman squatting in front of Juliette’s face. “Her mouth looks very soft.”

“I’ll tell you later if it is,” said the fat man next to her. “It’s not often I get an opportunity like this.”

“Oh Charles, you know I don’t like doing that. It tastes funny.”

“Oh, piffle poffle. I’m your husband; you should be pleased at accommodate me.”

“Er…” said a woman’s voice from behind Juliette. “This little chastity belt is pinned in place,” and Juliette gave a muted shriek when the woman tried to twist it. “I can see the peg stuck in ‘er arse.”

“Stand aside, please,” said an authoritative voice and a few seconds later, a loud slap and a squeal from Juliette indicated that whoever it was had landed an open-handed slap on her bottom. “Whores like a firm hand,” and he did it again on the other cheek. “They're not like normal people, y’know. They feel a need to be controlled and disciplined.”

“Really?” said a small, mouse-like woman who had suddenly started blushing.

“Oh yes. It’s one of the ways you can identify them. Take this one ‘ere,” and he laid a palm on Juliette’s rump. “Normally, you wouldn’t be able to tell, but as soon as she feels controlled, she pushes out ‘ere backside in the hope that someone will slap ‘ere.”

“You're talking bull, Lord Carnaby. The girl has no option locked in that contraption,” said another voice that sounded considerably younger than the knowledgeable lord.

“On the contrary, Edgington. Why, I’ve only got to mention than I might tap her titties with my cane and I guarantee she’ll become all excited,” and he touched the side of her breast with his walking stick. Juliette immediately began to shriek with urgent but muffled cries and to rock her body wildly from side to side in an attempt to thwart the threatened strike, but the secondary effect was to send both bells into a wild dance with a cacophony of sound.

“Aw… She likes that idea,” said another voice. “She’s a proper one, alright. Go on… Give a tap,” but before Lord Carnaby could react, Cotton’s voice penetrated the throng.

“Move aside please… It’s quarter-to-midnight and time to open ‘er up, but Lord Huckabee-Brown says you're not to touch until he gets ‘ere and certainly not before twelve.”

Juliette felt his hands under her belly as he sought to fit a key into the padlock and then the pressure of the chastity guard relaxed a little. Cotton moved to her back and released the cable from between her cheeks, replacing the corset lock afterwards, and then she felt him pulling on the crotch plate to dislodge the anal plug. It released with a sudden lurch when its ball end left her and she felt the plate twist, but now it moved easily and there was a general gasp from the press of guests assembled behind her as Cotton withdrew the device from her like a sword drawn from its scabbard.

The moment was marked by a period of absolute silence from the party goers as the women considered all the implications of the chastity guard and the men considered its absence. The spell was broken when a woman’s voice said, “She’s very puffy looking.”

Another answered, “So would you be if you had to wear that monster for hours on end.”

“Don’t touch, please,” said Cotton. “Not until Lord Huckabee-Brown is here.”

“Where is he?” asked a man.

“He’ll be along any minute now,” said Cotton, not really answering the question. He now moved to the front of the pillory and stood before Juliette’s face. “Nearly time,” he whispered. “Are you ready?” and then he withdrew the penis plug from the ring still lodged in her mouth. Juliette stared at him with her mouth held wide open by the ring gag retained by the metal bands of the head harness and a long tendril of drawl grew from her lower lip like a stalactite. “You're going to love this,” and he held up a finger. Juliette tried to turn away, which was exactly his intention as her head, lashed to the beams of the pillory, barely moved at all. It was his way of demonstrating her impotence and his face broke into a broad grin as he slowly moved his finger through the ring and touched the back of her tongue.

He stood and addressed the assembled guests. “Ladies and gentlemen. Shortly, it will officially be Juliette’s twenty-fifth birthday and I’m sure you’ll all join with me to wish her many happy returns. I have removed the security devices from her body, but I ask you all to be a little more patient and wait for Lord Huckabee-Brown to return before availing yourselves of her services. I am expecting him any minute now, so you shouldn’t need wait long.”

All this time, Ethel had been trying to look as small as she could whilst standing semi-naked beside Juliette’s pillory. She’d not said a word even when the guests, both male and female, had physically compared her with Juliette, but now she was really worried. The party was about to descend into an orgy and, bound and chained to the pillory with her dress hanging from her hips, she had no way to avoid becoming part of it. She groaned quietly as yet another drunken woman complimented her on her ‘bubbies’ and felt at liberty to tweak her nipples.

“Oh, my lady, we are lost,” she whispered to Juliette and looked beseeching towards Davies standing like a statue next to the doorway.

*

The minutes ticked by until the chimes of the mantle clock announced midnight and a hush descended on the hall. The guests gathered in a circle around Juliette gazing expectantly first at the girl and then at Cotton standing beside her.

“Ladies, gentlemen, and those undecided…” A good-humoured chuckle circulated around the hall and then silence. “The hour has struck; Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown has attained the age of twenty-five years and is about to start a new chapter in her eventful life. We await only the arrival of Lord Huckabee-Brown to begin celebrations and, as you can all see, his lady is quite ready for her forthcoming adventure.”

Cotton rested a hand on Juliette’s rump causing her to squirm beneath him, but she was unable to lower her hips with her thighs against the crossbar and, instead, projected her vulva invitingly.

“In fact,” continued Cotton, “I do believe she’s ripe,” and he tapped a finger against her swollen clitoris nestled between engorged labial lips. Juliette squealed and shook her hips in an attempt to dislodge him, but the effect was to rock her torso and ring the bells dangling below her distended tits. Encouraged, Cotton began sliding a fingertip across the slippery pearl. Juliette, for her part, burst into life and with the exception of her head, hands, and ankles, began a writhing and seductive, but entirely involuntary dance.

“See,” cried Cotton triumphantly. “The wench is flooding and can barely await your attentions,” and he held up his fingers glistening with Juliette’s own personal lubrication, confusing her state of sexual arousal with desire. Juliette had no such confusion; her body’s physiological state was a result of a purely involuntary response to circumstances and was in no way indicative of any desire. The fact that her vulva was red and swollen and glistening with secreted fluids, and her clitoris was engorged and erect was not her fault and she hated her spontaneous response to Cotton’s uninvited touch.

He tapped her again and she squealed and wriggled anew to the delight of her audience who cheered and applauded her apparent enthusiasm. Appalled that her body might now deliver the ultimate betrayal, she steeled herself to weather the orgasm that was beginning to bubble through her nervous system as Cotton continued his intoxicating torments, but at the last moment, he stepped away grinning as her writhing subsided and her labial lips slowly closed to hide once more the dark tunnel of her vagina.

“She needs a good rogering,” called out one of the men and the cry was immediately taken up by others including many of the women who were beginning to look noticeably misty-eyed. Cotton looked about him, conscious of the unrest he had fomented, and wished Brown had saved Elsie for later; after Juliette’s performance.

“Gentlemen, a little more patience please. I'm sure his lordship will be here directly.” He checked his pocket watch for the tenth time and then sidled over to Davies. “Go and see what’s keeping him.”

“He’s with Elsie,” answered Davies as if Cotton didn’t know.

“He’s holding everyone up. Tell him we’re all waiting.”

Davies nodded and passed through the door to make his way up the stairs to the master bedroom. He knocked on the door and could detect some sort of a muffled reply, but no invitation to enter. He knocked again and again the muffled grunting, louder and more frantic this time, so he cracked the door open and peered around the jamb.

He could see Elsie’s legs still tied to the upper rails of the bed and between them the naked buttocks of Lord Huckabee-Brown. He wasn’t moving, but Elsie certainly was. Davies moved closer and looked down into Elsie's frightened face. Although he was bare below the waist, Brown was still wearing his shirt and waistcoat. His head was buried in the nape of her neck, but he was quite still and, when Davies checked, had no pulse in his neck.

Elsie started grunting again with the ball gag making her efforts sound like a snuffling pig and she continued trying to roll him off her by rocking her shoulders, but his weight was too great and she had little chance. Davies showed no surprise at his master’s still body and regarded his mistress coldly for a few moments before turning away for the door. Elsie watched with nervous anxiety as the butler ignored her plight and left the room, and then she lay still, pinned beneath her inert lover.

Back in the hall, Cotton confronted Davies at the door and asked where Brown was, but he was ignored. Instead, Davies moved to the centre of the hall to stand beside Juliette and Ethel and announced in a loud voice: “Ladies and gentlemen, may I have your attention, please.” He waited until there was absolute silence and then declared, “I regret to inform you that your host, Lord Huckabee-Brown, has suffered what appears to be heart failure and has died. I believe I speak for Lady Huckabee-Brown, who, incidentally, is now the mistress and sole owner of Barnbury Hall, when I say that out of respect for the late lord, tonight’s festivities should cease with immediate effect and we wish you all a safe journey home.

There was a period of complete silence in the hall and nobody moved. Then one of the men pointed to Juliette and said, “But we were…” Davies stared at him and he turned sheepishly away muttering, “Well, maybe another time,” took hold of his partners hand, and headed for the door. One after another, all the guests followed until only Rosie, Ethel and Enid were left in the hall with Davies and Juliette.

“Where did Cotton and Drake go?” asked Davies, but none of the women knew. “Rosie, go and find Henry and tell him to come up to the master bedroom. Ethel, you're to stay here with Lady Huckabee-Brown.”

The last instruction was a bit superfluous because, although Rosie had released her arms and she had rapidly reclothed herself, Ethel remained locked to the pillory by her neck chain and no-one knew where the key was. Davies, meanwhile, was busy untying Juliette’s head harness from the beam of the pillory, but he was limited in what further assistance he could offer because both her head cage and the pillory were sealed with locks. He was, however, able to untie the cords that held her ankles to the pillory’s frame and this he managed discreetly by not looking directly at the genital detail displayed mere inches from his face.

“I regret, madam,” he said returning to her head, “That at present I have no keys to release you further, but don’t worry; it won’t be long.”

“Ar ibblin’,” said Juliette.

It was true. Unable to swallow, saliva was dribbling from her lower lip in copious amounts and pooling on the floor below her chin. He wiped her chin with his handkerchief, but more just fell from her open mouth.

“Here,” cried Enid. “Cotton left this box under the table next to the door,” and she set it down next to Juliette. In it was the chastity guard still slicked with ginger-oil lubricant and its cables curling like small, silver snakes. There was also the rubber plug that fitted the ring gag of the head cage. Davies picked it up cautiously and was surprised when Juliette grunted and started to nod her head. With inordinate care, he eased the rubber penis into her open mouth until it clicked into place and sealed her lips.

“Right…” he said, jumping to his feet. “Enid, find a blanket to cover Lady Huckabee-Brown. I shall be upstairs,” and he hurried from the room.

Back in the master bedroom, he arrived just in time to find Henry conducting the same tests for signs of life that he had done minutes before. Elsie was still spread out on the bed under Brown with her legs in the air.

“He’s dead,” said Henry. “Do you think…” but Davies stopped him saying more.

“We should move him; perhaps lay him on the floor,” but when they tried lifting him, Elsie began shrieking. “We need to move him down a little to withdraw him. He’s still stuck in ‘er.”

They tried again, this time sliding him back before lifting him clear and carrying him to a bare patch of floorboards. When they rolled him over, his organ was still erect.

“I didn’t know they did that,” said Henry.

“No…” agreed Davies. “Must be some sort of rigor mortis. See if you can find any keys in his trousers on that chair over there. I’ll check his jacket.” There were none, but when he looked in the drawer of the bedside table, there was a ring with a single key on it.

“I know what this is; it’s the key to Jack’s handcuffs,” said Henry.

“Then Cotton must have all the others,” concluded Davies. He looked out of the window at the queue of carriages arrayed in the yard and stretching all the way to the main road. “We have to find him. They must be trying to leave,” and, ignoring Elsie’s urgent cries, the two men hurried down to the yard. A check of the horses disclosed that they were too late; the men had already left on horseback without trying to negotiate the line of carriages. Instead, they entered Jack’s room and were met with a pair of dark eyes reflecting the light from their candle lanterns.

“Jack,” said Davies. “We have some news.”

*

Back in the hall, Juliette heard footsteps enter the hall behind her and Davies’s voice. “Cotton has the keys and he’s gone with Drake, but Jack has an idea.”

“Hmm…” cried Juliette and then he was in front of her, kneeling down with his head against her forehead and her fingers grasped in his hands.

“Juliette… It’s alright. It’s all over now or at least it will be as soon as we can unlock you. I can get you out of this pillory, but I'm not sure about the head cage.”

Jack’s idea for opening the pillory was a simple one and included an iron chisel and a very large hammer. Henry held the chisel against the hasp of the pillory’s lock and Jack hit it hard. With two blows, the hasp complete with padlock and several large splinters of wood flew to the floor and Juliette was free. She stood and wrapped her arms about his neck careless of the fact that the blanket Enid had covered her with had now slipped to the floor. With a quick movement, she snatched the rubber penis from her mouth and pressed her open lips against his with tears running down her cheek.

“Madam,” said Davies in a sombre voice. “You are uncovered.”


Chapter 28

Release for Some

The keys to the head cage were gone for good and the hall owned no tools that could cut through metal, so a locksmith had to be called. It was nearly three hours before he appeared, which at least gave Juliette time to dress. The man was not happy being roused in the early hours of the morning, but Davies’s purse of four guineas mollified him and, without asking why the lady of the manor had an iron cage locked around her head, set to work removing the padlock. It was delicate work, but took less than fifteen minutes before the shackle fell open and, with a flourish, the man lifted the lock from the cage. Jack eased it forward to draw the ring from her mouth and she was finally free to speak. It took another ten minutes to open the padlock at the back of her leather corset and a few minutes more to remove the iron collar from Ethel’s neck.

They had an early breakfast and then Jack approached the last task, that of removing the bells that were still hanging from her teats.

“How can you do that?” asked Juliette. “He said they were attached to me for good and you agreed that they could never be pulled apart again.”

“I did and they can't, but there are other ways to force the tines apart so that they can be removed. A metalsmith could cut through the steel, but I think there’s an easier way. Let me see what I can find in the workshop.”

It was light now and he was gone for some time collecting what he needed and when he returned to the dining room, it was with an iron clamp and a small wedge that he’d ground to size on his sharpening stone.

“Now we’re going to have to do this carefully to minimise your discomfort, but I'm afraid that some pinching will be inevitable.”

Juliette unfastened the gown she’d only recently put on and presented her breasts to Jack without a shred of embarrassment. Jack pretended to be all business-like and pushed the thin wedge between the tines of the tiny shackle trapping her left nipple, squeezing the nipple between its piercing pin and the wedge. Lifting her breast and peering at the underside of its nipple, he noted the length of tapering wedge protruding below the shackle and then he removed the wedge entirely.

“Another few minutes,” he said and grinned. “One final adjustment,” and he left her again.

Upon his returned, he reassembled the wedge inside the shackle and this time, he’d ground the wedge shorter so there was no protrusion. Now, when he closed the clamp between shackle and wedge, the wedge was forced deeper between the tines and spread them apart by a fraction of an inch, but it was enough to release the pin and the assembly - clamp, wedge, shackle and bell - dropped from her breast to hang on the short linking chain from her right nipple. Now it was but a quick operation to repeat the procedure on her right nipple and the metalwork dropped from her breast to leave Juliette squealing with delight.

With both bells removed, that only left the silver pins still piercing her flesh. She looked at one and squeezed; it moved. “I think I can pull it out like a big splinter,” she said.

“Well, stay a moment. It’s important that the wound is kept clean. I’ve heard that when soldiers get wounded, their wounds are cleansed with whisky or rum. Maybe we should do that.”

The pins actually proved to be rather easy to extract and left small wounds that hardly bled. Finally, Juliette was free and it was with concern, therefore, that when Jack looked at her, she was crying. He asked if her teats were causing her pain, but received no reply. Instead, she closed her arms around his neck and allowed her tears to wet his cheek.

*

At eight that morning, Doctor Taylor was at the hall to examine Brown. They’d carried the body down stairs and laid him out in a small room at the back of the building, leaving Elsie, much to her exasperation, still gagged and tied to the bed. A small group of people crowded around the doctor as he peered closely into Browns eyes and throat. He was in no doubt as to the cause of death.

“Heart attack,” he said. “You say he was in flagrante delicto at the time and with a strumpet too? That would do it, especially if he’d been drinking.” He looked seriously at Juliette. “I heard what he did to you, Juliette, and much to my shame, I have to admit that I’m not sorry to see his demise. It was cruel of him and I’m glad to see you are in such good health.”

When the doctor had left, Henry turned to Jack: “There you are. I told you so.”

“The question is what caused the heart attack? What was it you put in his whisky?”

“Only what he told me to. I’ve been doing it for weeks and he’s never died before.”

“Doing what exactly?” Jack wasn’t going to let this rest.

“Well, he reasoned that he liked whisky and he liked smoking, so if he combined the two, the result would be even better. All we did was mash up a few tobacco leaves and add the filtered liquor to his whisky bottle. He used to say it made his heart feel stronger.”

“It would almost certainly make it beat faster. Don’t you know that nicotine is a poison?”

“Well, I do remember hearing something to that effect.”

“You said ‘we’…”

“Well, Davies helped me to mash them up and Enid and Rosie boiled them up in a big jam pan and strained off the liquor.”

“Four of you? How much tobacco did you use?”

“Oh, we used all of it… All of last year’s crop. We wanted to make sure he really enjoyed himself. I suppose we’ll just have to go easy on the previous year’s supply now or else we’re gonna run out.”

Jack gave a long sigh. “Well,” he said grinning at Juliette. “No harm done.”

*

“I’d like to visit my father’s grave now,” said Juliette.

“Of course, but there is something we need to do beforehand.”

Juliette nodded despondently and together they climbed back up the stairs to the master bedroom to be greeted by Elsie’s bare legs still tied to the top bed rails. She’d been dozing, but awoke as soon as she heard them enter.

“All right. We’re going to remove your gag now if you lie still.”

“Untie me at once,” she cried out as soon as she was able. “You have no right to keep me bound up like this.”

“We didn’t do it,” said Juliette. “It was nothing to do with us.”

“Where’s Lord Huckabee-Brown now? What have you done with him?”

“Elsie, he’s dead… We’ve laid him out downstairs. The doctor says he died of a heart attack.”

Jack had been untying the cords to her legs from the bed head and her feet suddenly dropped to the mattress.

She glared at Jack as if Brown’s death was all his fault and said, “I want to see him. Untie my hands.”

“You can do that,” said Juliette. “But first there’s a few things we ought to clear up.”

“I think he ought to be buried on top of the ridge so he can look down in the afterlife at his domain.”

Juliette just looked shocked. “What… He tricked his way into this estate and it’s only been his domain for a few weeks. He’ll be lucky if he gets a headstone from me.”

“I shall see to it then,” she said. “You were never a proper wife. And where’s Cotton? He should be here, he’s the estate manager.”

“Not any longer,” said Jack emphatically. “He run off with Drake before we had the chance to have him arrested for kidnapping and assault. And that latter charge, I might add, will equally apply to you; we’ve sent Davies to fetch the constable.” This last statement was only partially true because, although the crime could be justly charged, Davies was still having his breakfast with the other domestic staff in the kitchen.

“No-one will believe you. You’ve been accused of robbery and Juliette has been committed as insane and will soon be in an institution. Cotton’s meant to be taking her today.”

Elsie’s assessment of events was astonishing and Juliette tried to straighten-out a few misconceptions. “Elsie, you don’t seem to realise what’s happened. You know as well as I do that the committal certificate was arranged just so that the late Reverend Blakeney could trick me into marrying him and Jack’s robbery never even happened. That committal certificate is now meaningless and, in any case, has been destroyed; Cotton is no longer the manager here; and you are no longer the mistress.”

“You can't. I'm…”

“You're what? Elsie, you have no legal claim on anything in this estate. Nothing here belongs to you.”

Jack had more to say: “But that should be the least of your worries. When you're committed for abduction and assault, you'll be branded, which is going to make a mess of your pretty face, and transported to Van Diemen's Land for at least twenty years. What’s more, the only way a girl like you is going to survive in the mixed-prison compounds in Australia is to prostitute herself…”

Slowly the light dawned and one could almost see her world collapsing just by the differing expressions crossing her face. The transformation from queen bitch to supplicant was pitiful to see and with a heart-rending look at Juliette, she murmured, “I'm lost...”

She looked as though she’d curl up into a ball if her arms hadn't still been attached to the bed’s side rails. “Please… You mustn’t. I cannot survive that.”

“You expected me to survive in an insane asylum or a brothel.”

“But you were insane. You had hysteria; your father said so.”

“And you are nothing but a whore and deserve to spend the rest of your life chained up in a brothel,” accused Jack.

Juliette held up her hand at this point to calm the situation. “I have no interest in prosecuting you,” she admitted. “I just want you to go away and never to see you again.”

“But where should I go? I have no money; none at all. John just supplied everything I needed.”

“Then you are in a fix,” said Jack. “But don’t worry; Juliette seems to have a number of dresses that are no longer appropriate for her and Saint Agnes of the Lilies Asylum for Fallen Women will probably give you food and accommodation.”

Elsie’s shock turned to fear as her options sprung into sharp focus. “I’ll be wandering the streets with nothing…”

“Don’t you know anyone you can go to? Any friends or relatives?” asked Juliette.

“There’s no-one.” Tears were welling up in her eyes and her speech was getting difficult to understand.

Juliette looked at Jack with a puppy-dog expression. “Surely you're not considering what I think you are,” he uttered in amazement. “I wasn’t joking about the brothel. The woman’s a trollop. Look at the way she was carrying on with Blakeney and him a married preacher.” He glanced down at her with her arms still spread wide on the bed and her skirts tangled about her waist. “She’s got a pretty enough face and nice tits and her cunny looks like it’s not yet diseased; she’ll survive well enough on the streets for many years.”

“Please,” pleaded Elsie. “I’ll do anything you say. Work really hard… Please let me stay here.”

“She’ll steal all the silver at the first opportunity and you'll never see her again,” cried Jack with mounting alarm.

“I won’t, I promise.”

“I suppose you could chain her ankles like she did to you; that would at least stop her sneaking off in the night.” He grinned at Juliette. He wasn’t being serious, but Elsie didn’t know that.

“Yes, hobble my ankles then I couldn’t run away.”

Jack spun back to Elsie and the hate was clear to see in his eyes. “This girl’s a whore. She proved it with Blakeney and she tried it on with me.”

“Elsie, is this true?”

“Of course, it’s true,” snapped Jack. “The girl has no shame. And if she stays here, people will talk. Everyone knows how she treated you and they won't understand what’s happening. Let her look to a brothel for her future.”

“What do I care what other people think?” said Juliette.

“You should. You're the Lady of the Manor now and its sole owner. You must command respect if you're to make a success of it.”

“And what makes you think I want to run this estate by myself?”

Jack grinned. He wasn’t sure before, but now her mischievous grin confirmed that she had both their futures carefully mapped out. Elsie wasn’t slow to recognise the obvious either and it was also plain to her that with Jack as Lord of the Manor, she had very little hope of securing a refuge. She needed to act fast if she was to avoid the poor house or worse.

“I’m sorry, Lady Juliette. Really I am and I know I deserve everything we imposed on you. If you let me stay, I’ll work hard for you and gladly accept any conditions.”

“Conditions…” repeated Jack. “The girl’s got the morals of an alley cat. You'll have all the village lads queuing at the gates for a poke. The only conditions she needs is to be locked in a cage.”

“Please, Lady Juliette. If you're worried about my morals, use the chastity guard and its corset. I won’t mind, really I won’t... But please don’t send me away.”

“You'd live and work under those conditions?” asked Juliette.

Elsie turned her head away and stared at a blank wall rather than confront her would-be masters. “If I have no choice. Anything will be better than walking the streets with nothing.”

Despite all the things the girl had done, all the deceit and spite, Juliette found she couldn’t just turn Elsie out with nowhere to sleep, nothing to eat, and no-one to look after her. And if she couldn’t steal and run and posed no moral risk, what harm could she do? But she also knew Jack well enough to know that his sense of justice would not allow him to leave Elsie unpunished. The question is: what punishment would be enough? How much is warranted, could Elsie cope, and would that be enough to satisfy Jack?

“Elsie,” said Juliette. “Elsie, look at me… You know what you did and what you deserve; if I allow you to live here, are you really prepared to accept the consequences of your actions?”

“Everything, Lady Juliette. Really I am. The hobble, the corset, the chastity guard; I want it all so I can prove my contrition. I even want you to keep me bare breasted so people can see I'm a true penitent and I’ll work hard for you. I’ll do whatever Ethel tells me and I’ll never complain.” She gave them what she hoped was a conciliatory smile. “Please, I don’t want to be a vagabond or a whore…” There were tears running freely down her cheeks as images of herself struggling in a workhouse floated through her mind. She turned her head away and added in a quiet voice, “I’d much rather live here and be your indentured servant.”

“Chained slave, you mean?”

Juliette looked uncomfortable, but Jack just looked stern. “I suppose if she was kept in the same conditions they enforced on you, at least the local village would understand; ‘an eye for an eye’ and all that. But all the same, I don’t like it. The girl’s a devil; a very beautiful devil, but a devil nonetheless.”

Both Juliette and Elsie stared at his implacable face, Elsie afraid to utter a sound whilst Jack considered her future; a decision that could have the most profound effect on the rest of her life. He didn’t rush and for long moments her destiny hung in the balance, but then he slowly put his hand in his pocket. When he withdrew it, he was holding the two small bells with their linking chain and Juliette had trouble keeping a smile from touching her lips.

-  The End  -


Extract from the book
“Judicial Service”

It’s ironic that Alice Dane, a young woman police officer working vice should, as a result of a mean trick played by an old school antagonist, should find herself committed for a sex crime and classified by the court as a prostitute. For Alice, this classification means more than just name-calling because the penal system now has a special way of dealing with prostitutes, one that helps to balance the state’s fiscal accounts as well as controlling illicit soliciting, but the arrangement doesn’t sit well with Alice’s moral sensibilities.

This excerpt is taken from early in the book. Her trial has already taken place and she’s now awaiting transfer from police custody into institutional control. Detective Blake has been given the job of preparing her.

*  *   *   *    *

Detective Blake sat on the far side of the metal interview table to Alice and she wondered whether it was because she was wearing an orange jump suit instead of her more exotic costume. He was again wearing a t-shirt, this one pale blue, and she found herself imagining what Carl would feel like if he had those arms and that hard body. The detective shifted in his chair and Alice saw that this time he looked sad rather than amused.

“Well, Mrs Dane. As my final duty in your case, I've been asked to determine whether you're prepared to work in a state brothel or would rather spend your time in one of the state’s special correctional centres dedicated to housing uncooperative sex workers.”

“I'm neither uncooperative nor a sex worker.”

“You are as far as the law is concerned. The judge has determined that as a fact and there’s very little you can now do about it.”

“But I can't work in a brothel; I just can't…”

“Well don’t say I didn’t warn you. You should know that both the chosen brothel and the correctional centre are located in Dallas, so if you were to choose the former, you'd be able to spend your free time at home.”

“It makes no difference to my decision. Anyway, if I was working as a prostitute I doubt that my husband would still talk to me.”

“Ok. So be it. You’ll be transported tomorrow to the Dallas facility. They’ll send over one of their adapted vehicles for the transfer, so we’re looking at early afternoon. You'll be bought back to the police cells later today and I’ll be down about ten tomorrow morning to prepare you for the transfer.”

Blake rose from his chair and left the room leaving Alice peering over her shoulder at his retreating back. A few minutes later, a custody officer appeared to release her cuffs from the chair and escort her back to the cell.

The next day was the first day of April, April Fools’ Day, and Alice could feel the weather warming even in the police holding cell. The small opaque panes of glass in the window were definitely lighter suggesting that the recent overcast weather was past and spring had finally arrived. At ten, the metal cover plate over the observation port slid open and then the door opened to admit the detective.

“We’re going to do this here,” he said dropping a large, heavy bag on the floor beside him. It clinked when it hit the concrete floor.

“Do what?”

“I told you yesterday; prepare you for the transfer.”

“But you didn’t tell me how,” complained Alice. “Do you need to have me read stuff, sign papers, put on different coloured clothes? What?”

“Your last guess was closest to the mark. You can start by getting undressed.”

“Undressed? What, everything?”

“All of it.”

Alice put her hands on her hips in a show of defiance, but Blake was unimpressed. “Look… You have opted for the correctional facility and the judge had specified enhanced security arrangements. From now on, everything I do is governed by the State Security Regulations and I have no authority to disregard them. I have restraints for you and you’ve already been warned that your incarceration is associated with a sexually related offence. That means that the state believes that it’s appropriate to impose sexually related penalties; a kind of quid pro quo to bring home to you the seriousness of what you’ve done.”

He paused to allow Alice to absorb what he was saying and saw the horrified look on her face. “I don’t much like this either, but it’s called punishment and it’s the consequence of your crimes. As a former police officer, you should be more than familiar with the way judicial authority works. Not only do they want to change your mind about the sex work, which is the initial reason for the rather eccentric restraints, but for you the judge has gone further. Owing to the nature of the drugs found in your purse, he has imposed the extra stipulation that you be subjected to enhance controls and I am unable to deviate from that demand.”

“I’m not yet a former police officer, I wasn’t trafficking those drugs, and I know nothing about how they got in my purse.”

“I'm afraid we’ve gone well past that stage. This is what the state has decreed for you and it’s my job to enact the first chapter of that decree by preparing you for transfer. Now, if you like, I can ask some of the custody officers to assist.”

“Ok, ok… Do your worst, but if your aim is to turn me into a prostitute, you're not going to succeed,” and with obvious annoyance, she pulled the tab of the zip fastener all the way down from her neck to her belly. Blake tried not to react when she shrugged the jumpsuit from her shoulders and let it fall, first from her arms, and then her hips to let it slid slowly down her legs. Underneath she had on regulation issue white cotton bra and briefs. She had a lithe, athlete’s figure with modest breasts, a trim waist, a flat belly, and long, slender legs, and it was these legs that now, with unnecessary care and considerable grace, stepped out of the crumpled jump suit on the floor. She kicked the discarded clothing away and stood staring at Blake, intransigence once more asserting itself.

“And the rest.”

“You want me completely naked?”

“You can keep the soft shoes.”

Long moments passed, but finally she shook her head in feigned disbelief and reached behind her back to unfasten the bra before leaning forward and allowing the garment to slide down her arms and join the heap of clothes on the floor. When she stood erect again, she glared at the detective, daring him to make a comment. He stared at her naked breasts, at their trim form, pale areolae and small, pink nipples, but he said not a word and neither was he grinning. Instead, he just pointed to her white panties and waggled his finger.

Now Alice moved more slowly, but she did move. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic waistband and eased the thin material over her hips and down her thighs. Then she stood erect again and watched Blake’s eyes as they scrutinised her body.

For some reason that he was finding elusive, he had been taken by surprise by Alice’s luxuriant pubic hair. He’d known she hadn’t shaved that area, he’d seen glimpses of it during the first interview, but now that she was making no effort to conceal it, its extent was unexpected.

“What did you expect? Feathers?”

Blake smiled and, against all expectations, Alice couldn’t resist a little smirk at her own joke.

She stepped out of the panties and kicked them onto the heap as Blake delved into his bag and withdrew a heavy stainless-steel collar with wide wrist cuffs on short chains welded to either side.

“Oh,” was all Alice said as she stared at the assembly. “I won’t be able to do much with that.”

“I'm sorry,” said Blake and Alice thought he meant it. “That is rather the point.”

He stood before her holding the collar and after a few moments, she put her hands behind her neck and lifted her hair. Blake closed the collar and it locked with a loud click. Now the cuffs hung down either side of her body at waist height and Alice resignedly held out her hand so they could be fitted to her wrists. These, too, snapped shut and would subsequently need a key to remove them.

Both collar and cuffs were lined with a layer of textured rubber presumably to make them more comfortable to wear long term and they were wide enough not to mark her wrists if she pulled. Blake lifted another pair of cuffs from his bag, these slightly larger in diameter but similarly proportioned and lined, and these were already linked by a ten-inch-long chain padlocked to each cuff. She watched him as he knelt and closed each cuff about an ankle.

Next out of the bag was a folded, five-inch-wide nylon-mesh panel with a steel band along its centreline.

“What on earth is that?” cried Alice.

“It’s just a wide belt.”

“But it’s too small for my waist… Anyone can see it’s too small.”

“It’s not much smaller than the jeans that were found in your motel room. Now, hold up your arms, as high as those chains allow.”

Alice complied, stretching upwards so that her waist was minimised while Blake held the belt out in front of him and approached. She closed her eyes. Blake was close; very close indeed. She could smell him and was sure he could smell her too when he held the panel against her waist and wrapped his arms around her to close it behind her back. Her nipples tickled against his chest and he whispered something in her ear as she felt her waist constricting. She wasn’t sure what he said. It could have been a muttered oath, but she thought he’d said, “Good girl.”

There were a series of clicks behind her back and he took a pace backwards. When she lowered her arms, it felt like she had been reshaped like a wasp with the belt squeezing her waist and causing her to take rapid, shallow breaths. The belt was now retained by click-locks behind her back and the metal band encircled her waist at its narrowest part. The band was also fitted with several integral metal loops welded to its surface: one on each hip and two more side by side over her belly button.

“I think now would be a good time to take a break. Your lunch will be delivered in a few minutes and I’ll be back in an hour to finish the job.”

“I doubt I’ll be able to eat anything; you’ve got this belt much too tight and meanwhile, I suppose, I've got to stay naked?”

“It’s going to be a theme from now on, so you'd best get used to it. Oh, and one final piece of advice: use the toilet before I get back because, what with the journey and all, it may be a while before you have another opportunity,” and, with that, he tapped on the cell door and it was opened to allow him to leave. Alice sighed and sank back on her bunk, careful to keep her back straight.

✽ ✽ ✽

Lunch was the usual tasteless offering she’d got used to and took no more than a few minutes to consume. The guard grinned lasciviously when he saw her and commented that it must be cold in the cell to cause her nipples to harden like that. She said nothing, but he was right; they were like little bullets. After the meal, she took Blake’s advice about the toilet and then sat back on the bunk and waited. He turned up as promised with his bag and it still sounded heavy when he dropped it on the floor.

She stood when he entered and waited patiently while he delved in the bag again only to bring out a four-foot length of thin steel chain and a couple of padlocks. He asked for one of her wrists and she told him she wondered how long it would take him to get around to more chains. He didn’t answer, but after locking one end of the chain to a wrist cuff, he threaded the other end through the ring on her hip, then through the belt’s centre two, and finally through the ring on her other hip. She watched while he used the second lock to attach the chain to her other wrist and then inspected the result. She could still touch her hands together and reach out in front of her, but obviously not as far as if they were unchained. But then she allowed the chain to rattle through the steel rings fully to her right so that her left wrist was against her hip. This allowed all the slack to go to her right wrist and she could reach much further, lifting it in an arc about her collar. The chain rattled back to its median position.

“Ok… Now I can't pull my own socks on.”

Blake grimaced and took hold of the centre link between the two belly rings and tugged. Both of Alice’s hands were pulled against the sides of her waist and he clipped the slack length of chain to a ring centrally on the front of her collar to keep them there.

Alice gasped when she realised the consequence of what he’d just done and flapped her hands at her sides like tiny butterfly wings.

“This is likely to be the default condition when you don’t need your hands to wash or eat.”

“But I won’t be able to do anything.”

“I'm sorry,” he said, but he didn’t unclip the loop of chain links.

“So what’s the point of all this?” she asked, the frustration already apparent in her voice.

“I believe the intent maybe to allow you a little more freedom first thing in the morning to wash and use the bathroom facilities. With the belt chain slack, you can do most other things such as eating or writing, but will have no control over what’s done below your waist. The configuration you have now is used when you're not required to do anything else and they want to keep you closely confined.”

Blake looked at the multiple lengths of chain now spanning her chest from neck to waist and the defeated expression on her face, and couldn’t help but feel sympathy for her despite her failings.

“I'm afraid you're going to like the next bit even less,” he said. “You're going to need to bend over and rest your head on the bunk and then open your legs while I fit a catheter.”

“What? No…”

“I’m afraid like all of these things, it’s non-negotiable. I can attach a link to your collar to hold you in position if you'd rather.”

With her eyes now filling with tears, Alice turned so that her legs were against the side of the bunk and then bent over as asked to lay her cheek on the hard mattress.

“Open your legs,” prompted Blake and slowly she complied, more than conscious that very few people had ever seen what he was now staring at. She didn’t even attempt to see what he was doing; she didn’t want to know, but gave a sharp yelp when she felt his finger touching her, spreading her labia open and prodding at the opening of her urethra. “This shouldn’t hurt,” she heard him say and then felt him pushing a flexible tube into her. Suddenly, she had the sensation that her bladder was emptying and heard urine trickling into some sort of container he was holding under her.

“There… That proves it’s in the right place. I’m just going to inflate a little balloon inside your bladder with water to stop the tube falling out and that’s done by injecting water through a small valve on the side of the catheter tube.”

Alice didn’t feel anything more until Blake tested the installation by gently pulling on the catheter tube, then she gave a yelp.

“Ok. That’s done, but don’t move; I have another job to do.”

Of course, Alice jumped up demanding to know what he intended to do next and then just froze looking down at the catheter tube with its small brass tap swinging between her knees. Blake just sighed; this was proving just as difficult as he feared.

“Mrs Dane… What I am doing has been prescribed and neither of us has any scope to deviate. I'm afraid you’ve just got to accept that that’s the way things are.”

“I just want to know.”

“Ok… It’s policy that all high security prisoners being transferred for the first time are fitted with a control leash. It’s a standard item of equipment specified in State Security Regulations 12.6.14 for enhanced security prisoners like you.”

“A leash… What, like from my collar?”

“No, not exactly. It’s attached using a piece of equipment called an ‘RAV’.”

Alice’s face creased in thought. “I've heard of that. Someone was complaining about one the other week, but I've no idea what it is.”

Blake took a deep breath… “There’s been a lot of fuss in the past with new prisoners kicking off when it came to transferring them from police custody to institutional control, so it was decided to introduce them in a way that ensured compliance. This is particularly pertinent for you because of your enhanced security status.”

“You think I'm going to start running up and down the corridors shouting and biting people?”

“I don’t think that at all, but that’s not the point. There are protocols in place that we must follow and it would serve you well if you just did what you're told.”

“I’m not going to be difficult. Don’t forget I'm a police officer too, or was… I know you're only doing your job, but you haven’t told me yet what a RAV actually is or what you want me to do.”

“An RAV… Some people call it a caterpillar or a Christmas tree. RAV is an acronym for ‘Retention Anchor, Vaginal’.”

As if in slow motion, the concept coalesced inside Alice’s head and her energy just seemed to drain away. She didn’t say anything, but slowly sat on the side of the bunk with tears gathering in her eyes.

“Here… I’ll show you,” and he pulled a leather leash from his bag with what looked like a thick, black hairy caterpillar a little wider than a can of beans hanging from its end. He stroked it and it slipped easily through the hole between finger and thumb.

“The bristles just lay flat as it’s inserted, but if you then pull on it, they tend to spread open. It’s removed using a special device,” and he pushed a six-inch-long tool into a small socket on the back of the caterpillar next to where the leash was connected and pressed a button on its end. Like magic, all the bristles laid flat along its side and what was fat and spiky was suddenly transformed into a smooth sided cylinder.

“Honestly, it doesn’t hurt if you don’t pull.”

Any pain associated with the device was not what was uppermost in her mind and when she looked up at the concern in his eyes, she realised that he knew that.

“What would you like me to do?” she asked in a barely audible voice.

“Just assume the same position you were in when I fitted the catheter.”

She watched as Blake applied the lubricant gel to the bristles of the caterpillar and then, with her hands still pinned at her sides, rose from the bed and folded at the hips to lay her head back on the mattress. He inserted it easily, gently sliding it into her until it was all but concealed with only the leather leash protruding to hang down beside the catheter.

With that simple task, the installation was complete, but he found himself reluctant to allow her to rise. The caterpillar’s mass had opened her labia around her vaginal tunnel and revealed a diamond of pale skin with the catheter tube just visible where it exited her urethra. Below the catheter, the slot of her vulva was edged by the fleshy rolls of her outer labia flushed with blood and, within them, the dark ruched folds of her labia minora, delicate and, to Blake’s surprise, moist with a thick, white secretion oozing between them. Within these secret folds her clitoris lay hidden and he had a sudden urge to explore, but instead he stood and then helped her struggle to her own feet.

“For obvious reasons, it’s only used for females, but there is a male equivalent device that has a different designation.”

She peered down between her legs to see the leash hanging out of her in addition to the catheter, but rather than dissolve into more tears, she seemed to gather strength as her resolve hardened. It was obvious to her that she couldn’t possibly fight the pull of the leash, but if that wasn’t her intention, what did it matter?

“It should only be for the transfer. They won’t leave it in for long.”

“I know,” she said.

“Does it hurt?”

She shook her head.

“I did warn you that the correctional facility is not an easy option.”

“You did, but I’ll cope; I'm not going to suddenly cave in and beg to go to the brothel.”

“There’s still one other item that you'll need for the transfer journey and, rather predictably, it’s the pacifier mask; something I’m sure you're familiar with.”

“Are they expecting me to make a lot of noise on the journey?”

“I wouldn’t think so; you’ll be wearing a pacifier.”

“Very funny… What I mean is they don’t need to do this; I won’t make a sound.”

“You don’t get it yet, do you? They don’t need to do any of this. It’s all intended to humiliate you and make you uncomfortable. The more you complain, the more certain they can be that their plans are working.”

“So there’s nothing I can say or do to alleviate conditions?”

“No, but there’s plenty of ways you could make things worse for yourself; you need to be careful. Now we’ll have to hurry. The transfer team will be here shortly. This type of metal face frame has a removable oral plug rather than a fixed one. It allows someone to, say, give you a drink without removing the whole thing.”

“We use the same type,” said Alice.

“Good. That makes things easier,” and he offered the metal frame up to her face. It consisted of a cage-like polished metal pressing profiled to fit around the user’s nose and mouth with curved metal bands that extended either side to cross the cheeks and a third band that curled over the crown of the head and extended all the way down to the user’s neck. The metal side bands were joined to nylon webbing under the ears and these could be threaded through two cam-lock connectors at the base of the crown strap. A quick pull of the webbing straps through the cam-locks would thereby tighten the frontal frame over the face and the only way the webbing straps could be subsequently released would be by using a key on the cam-lock mechanism. The oral plug, otherwise known as a pacifier, was usually retained as an integral part of the frame around the mouth, but, if necessary, could be released separately.

The advantages of this type of frame compared with the more normal head harness straps was its simplicity and the fact that the straps couldn’t be displaced to the side to effect release.

Alice sighed and opened her mouth to accept the plug and Blake threaded the webbing through the cam-locks.

“Ready?” he asked and she nodded. Then he pulled on the straps and the frame closed onto her face to pull the plug deeper into her mouth and firm up its position. She gave a surprised nasal grunt and then no more, oral communication now being quite impossible.

“There… You're ready to go,” and no sooner had he said the words when his phone chirped. “Blake… Ok, I’ll bring her now… Ten minutes.” He closed down the call. “Your ride’s here. Soon be back in your home city.”

He picked up the leash and looked at Alice. He knew she would have passively followed him even without the leading rein, but that wouldn’t have been in accordance with the transfer documentation.

“Come,” he murmured and, moving towards the door, gave the tether a little exploratory tug when she hesitated. Inside Alice, the anchor’s bristles flared and she squealed as she scurried after him taking small, rapid steps with the hobble chain clattering across the concrete floor.

He led his acquiescent prisoner through the security door, but instead of struggling up the stairs, they took a cargo elevator with sliding metal gates that rattled upwards at a snail’s pace. Blake slid the gates open again onto a dimly-lit passage and then through a door into the light, but to Alice’s horror it wasn’t into the building’s rear yard, but onto the floor above where all the offices were situated.

Blushing red with embarrassment, naked, and with her hands pinned uselessly to her hips, she followed him between the rows of desks while their occupants reacted with every response from surprised gasps to cat-calls and applause. It was the younger ones who were the worst. The old hands had seen it all before, but the new officers and administrative staff, both men and girls, stared hardest and made the most obscene comments.

Blake led Alice into the Chief’s office. He was expecting her and walked around his desk to inspect Blake’s work, placing a hand beneath her to check the anchor was in place and then giving the leash a light tug. She squealed again and he expressed his satisfaction.

“She’s got a good body with pretty little tits,” and he showed his appreciation by cupping one and giving it a gentle squeeze. “Whores often look so haggard, but this one looks good. Shame she wants to waste it. Never mind… I doubt that it will be long before she reconsiders. You’d best take her down; they're waiting out back. Here’s the transfer papers. Make sure they sign your copy.”

Blake nodded and left trailing Alice in his wake part way back through the offices and then down a broad staircase to the entrance lobby. He waited patiently as she carefully negotiated each step and she found she could just manage the stairs with the length of hobble chain he’d allowed her. All the while, strangers stood back and watched her struggle past, but her worst fears were allayed when he turned away from the main entrance doors with the public beyond and, instead, went down another passageway to the rear courtyard. A Dallas Police Department van was parked waiting for her and as they approached, two women climbed from the cab.

Alice squealed and stopped, and Blake turned to see her shaking her head fervently.

“Do you know each other?” he asked and the women grinned.

“She’s our old partner. I'm Charlene and this is Bekki. When we saw this job come up, we couldn’t resist.”

“My God, just look at her. She’s plugged up tighter than Fort Knox… How’s it feel to have a caterpillar stuck up there, sweetie? Bit prickly? Not as comfortable as a nice fat dick, I bet. I suspect you wish you’d kept your hands out of the cookie jar now?”

Alice mewed and shook her head, but her response was ignored.

“So, this is what you’ve been hiding,” said Charlene looking down at her pubic hair. “Little nips and small titties, too, but never mind… I expect the correctional facility can soon correct that.”

With that, Alice’s eyes opened wide and she looked to Blake for reassurance, but he didn’t respond, just held out the leash for Charlene to take.

“Don’t pull too hard; it’s painful for her.”

“Don’t you think she deserves it? She was meant to be a police officer upholding the law, not a drug dealer and part time whore.”

“She’s being punished enough without you adding to it.”

“Yeah, right… Got the transfer papers?”

Blake handed over the papers and Charlene scribbled a signature on each without even reading them, then handed a copy back in exchange for Alice’s keys. “She’s ours now. Thank you for your service Detective Blake,” she added sarcastically and turned to the van, pulling Alice behind her.
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