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CHAPTER ONE

 

The year is 1775, in the reign of His Majesty George III, by God's grace. King of England, Wales, Scotland, Ireland, and this late spring at the Hanoverian court, a scandal, was brewing.

Three lovely Ladies-in-waiting to George's irascible queen had incited the ire of that vindictive beldame of whom history knows so little. Par as we know, her royal consort drew the spotlight of history upon him for his tyrannical treatment of the American colonists, who finally rebelled and proclaimed their own independence.

But this is a story which concerns the Queen of England, and since it is little known, it may shed light on why England's ruler found himself at swords' points with the Yankee frontiersmen. Perhaps George III was henpecked, as so many husbands of far less importance have been through the ages, and in retaliation sought to prove his lordly rule, thereby forfeiting America to the Crown.

Three lovely Ladies-in-waiting were now in disgrace and awaiting Her Majesty's official declaration of displeasure for their escapade. The rest of the court feared for them, for the Queen was known to be vengeful and particularly jealous of pretty young faces, since hers was wrinkled with age.

This, then, is the story of three painful years of bondage, humiliation and servitude which three young noblewomen endured because of a single prank... a story never told until this moment.

Arabella Clarisson, Beatrice Digby and Gloria Talmadge were the three names which My Lord Chamberlain, Sir Henry Percival, brought to the chamber of the Queen of England on this bright May morning. He had been ordered a week ago to discover who had dared to steal the royal jewels and confiscate them for forty-eight hours, only to return them to their hiding place at the end of that time, and for what reason such a crime had been done.

From the very outset, Sir Henry Percival had guessed that this theft, which was in reality no theft at all, must have been engineered by persons close to Her Majesty. No one else could have had access to these precious heirlooms. And he being a dour and childless man himself, who sniffed at the foibles of the young, and who himself was glum when he saw merry faces and heard gay, lighthearted laughter, perhaps suspected this trio from the very start. They had already been reprimanded in the past for such minor faults as whispering at Her Majesty's levee and for wearing brighter garments in public than was seemly for hand maidens to Queen Charlotte Sophia. The Queen was from Mecklenberg, and pompous as her husband, believing that good German discipline was what the English louts needed. She had imposed her views so thoroughly on poor George III that he, her spiritual if not her physical whipping-boy, had in turn sought to vent his thwarted husbandly spleen on the Americans — with what result we know!

A magnificent tiara, a golden coronet studded with emeralds and pearls, two great sapphire rings and a jeweled cross set in handworked silver (a prize captured centuries before from one of the great Spanish galleons which had sailed under the banner of Philip I of Spain) had been cached in the false bottom of the boudoir table of Her Majesty. On a particular evening last week, Charlotte Sophia had wished to wear the tiara to a ball. What was her horror to discover, upon opening this false bottom, that all the jewels were missing. She had nearly fainted dead away, and her little dachshund had yiped so furiously that Sir Henry Percival, outside in the corridor conversing with the Minister of War, had heard the hubbub and hurried into the Queen's chamber without bidding. When he had helped to revive her, together with two of her lackeys, he had learned of the theft, and forthwith had begun his investigations.

As it happened, the three young handmaidens were absent that afternoon, having been given leave to go to their families in the countryside. At first he had thus dismissed them from any implications in the theft, but the indiscreet remark of a little serving maid which had been reported to him by a halberdier, with whom the girl had flirted, had made him perk up his ears and summon the girl for questioning.

Sir Henry Percival's idea of questioning was terrifying indeed; he held no truck with pranksters, and so he had had poor Elizabeth Arness, a girl of eighteen, buxom and golden-haired, taken down to the dungeon between two guards.

He himself had followed, his face grave and cold with righteous anger.

"Now then, wench." he had thundered at the quivering and frightened young maid, "you stand in serious peril if you do not at once confess what you know about the theft of Her Majesty's jewels. Do you see the rack here, and there the boot? They are ready, and all these other devices also, to coax you to speak."

"But—but I know nothing, my lord," poor Elizabeth groaned, casting a frantically appealing look at the halberdier who, as irony had it, was one of the two guards who had led her to this gloomy dungeon. He, alas, could give her no aid but needs must do his duty and he stared back at her as grimly as Sir Henry Percival himself. "We shall see," the Lord Chamberlain remarked. Then, beckoning to the hooded executioner, he growled. "Strip me this wench and let her taste a few kisses of the cat. Mayhap it will loosen her tongue!"

The burly rogue chuckled and snapped his fingers. His young assistant, also hooded in black, leaped forward and seized the weeping girl, dragged her towards an upright stake in the middle of the stone flagging of the dungeon, and dragged her arms above her head, looping a cord around them and making the other end fast to the heavy iron ring at the top of the post. Elizabeth was thus constrained to stand on tiptoe, while she turned back her pretty, tearstained and contorted face to implore. "Have mercy. I swear I know nothing. Your Lordship!"

"We shall see." the Lord Chamberlain again ironically repeated. "Bare her for the cat!"

The executioner's assistant at once ripped off Elizabeth's blouse and then swiftly unfastened her linen skirt, leaving the buxom wench in her chemise, stockings and shoes. Terrified, the maid uttered a cry of shame to find herself so immodestly exposed before these grim-visaged men, but the Lord Chamberlain had no compassion, since this was an affair of state. He made an impatient gesture to the assistant, who now ripped off the girl's chemise, and poor Elizabeth Arness found herself naked except for hose, garters and shoes, her arms bound high above her head, forced to arch on tiptoe to ease the cruel bite of the rope around her slim wrists.

Meanwhile, the burly executioner was striding to the wall and took down from its panoply the dread cat-of-nine-tails, made of a heavy wooden stock not quite a foot in length, to which were attached nine pliant, murderously supple leather thongs about three feet in length, each thong having a series of knots along the last six inches of its sinuous length. It was a fearsome weapon, which could draw the blood at the first stroke at the hand of an expert, and even a man would shudder at its sight. The frantic young girl uttered a shriek as she saw the torturer brandish the cat, lift it high in the air and then bring down the thongs with a whistling slash that made her flesh cringe.

"Oh, in God's own name, your Lordship, not the cat! You will kill me! I swear that I know nothing of this matter. I swear it truly on my honor!"

Even the halberdier who had secretly favored this delicious and tasty morsel of femininity could not help scowling with compassion, for he could see her naked body strain and quiver as the rope dragged her arms up to the ring at the stake, and he knew well what fiendish kisses the cat would inflict ... kisses that would leave lasting marks and mar the soft pinksheened body. At eighteen, the serving maid was worthy of the carnal attention of this halberdier, despite the gap in their social ranks; her golden hair fell nearly to her hips, which were voluptuously ripe, and her full, upstandingly rounded buttocks were opulent and yet resilient, as were her full, rounded thighs. Her naked breasts heaved violently now in her anguish as she stood naked and vulnerable before the terrible cat. high-perched, round, closely spaced globes with wide aureolae and crinkly, ripe, soft pink tips which the halberdier's fingers had often tweaked through the girl's kirtle.

Her head turned back over her left shoulder, her dark blue eyes enormous with agony, she pressed her naked body against the stake to shield her virgin citadel of Venus, that plump virgin mount hidden by thick, dark gold curls.

"Oh no, my Lord, not the cat!" she tearfully implored. "I can tell you nothing of this, nothing! Don't have me whipped with the cat!"

"Master Executioner," Sir Henry Percival directed, "begin slowly with four strokes across, that plump backside of hers! After that we shall see whether her tongue has found its alacrity!"

Elizabeth Arness uttered a shriek as she saw the burly executioner place himself at her left, then slowly raise the implement of fustigation. She jerked madly at the cord which bound her wrists so cruelly to the metal ring high above her head, and she ground her naked body frantically against the wooden post in a desperate attempt to hide herself, to diminish the luscious target of her nakedness to the nine dangling, knotted thongs of the cat.

Sir Henry Percival made another gesture, and the executioner stepped forward and swept the whip across the upper curves of Elizabeth's naked bottom. The angry smack-crack of the leather bands against the young rotundities as they struck and clung to the magnificent curves was an obscene sound in this grim dungeon; instantly the naked victim twisted herself like an eel, uttering a piercing scream: "Aiiiii! Oh, my Lord, it hurts me. it hurts me! I swear on the Holy Book that I know nothing! Do not let him stripe me again!"

But the Lord Chamberlain was inflexible. Gloomily he stood there, arms folded across his chest, observing how expertly the first lash had imprinted horizontal, vivid crimson streaks on that soft pink satiny flesh, yet without breaking the skin. Again he nodded. And again the cat-of-nine-tails slashed through the air and the leather bands adhered to the lower curves of Elizabeth's bare bottom, drawing a still more strident cry of torment as the unfortunate girl lunged and twisted madly, dancing from foot to foot, her face streaked with tears, and the golden cascade of her long hair dancing in the air over her quivering young back.

Now the assistant stepped forward, seized that shimmering mantle which might give her protection from the lashing, and lifted it up in his left hand whilst with his right he attached a thin cord to the curly ends and then again pressed the end of the cord around the ring to which her wrists were fettered. Now she would have no protection whatsoever from nape to thighs. Moreover, as she capered under the cat. she would suffer the additional pangs of having her own hair tug against her tender scalp.

The third stroke swept directly across the plump middle of that magnificent naked bottom, but this time the executioner had used the ends of the thongs armed with those diabolically nipping little knots, and poor Elizabeth Amess emitted a wild, hysterical scream as she rubbed her loins against the wooden stake to which she was tethered, then shifted from foot to foot, trying to twist herself away and glancing back with tear-blinded eyes at the burly, hooded executioner who shook out the slithering lashes and prepared for the fourth cut. The finely grained pink skin of her bottom was still not cut; where the thongs had just bitten, one saw the darkened little splotches marring the immaculate naked flesh, and one could guess from the tortured squirmings of the helpless girl what burning agony the kiss of the cat had imparted to her young body.

The fourth lash struck diagonally from the top of the left base down to the left buttock, and Elizabeth, throwing back her head, her mouth gaping with the hoarse shout of torment which was torn from her, flung herself against the round stake and lasciviously weaved her hips to and fro, as if she were fornicating with her lover, the halberdier. That worthy looked away, ashamed of himself for lusting for her naked, tortured young body, yet he could not prevent the throbbing, thickening desire which rose in his loins like a fever and made his cock turgid with rat.

Sir Henry Percival came forward now, put two fingers to the chin of the weeping girl and lifted her face as he stared coldly at her: "Are you ready to confess, wench?" he sibilantly demanded. "I have been gentle with you so far. But Master Dickon will draw blood at the very next lash if I do not have from you what you know of this conspiracy. Think, girl, your fine tender skin will be scarred for life, and no man will want you in bed as his wife. Speak, and you will go free, you have my word, and with it a gold sovereign and a new kirtle."

Elizabeth Arness fought for breath, trying to control her sobs, shivering and trembling in her terror. Her bottom burned unmercifully already, and her arms ached, as did her scalp from the traction of her arms and hair at the whipping post. She saw the burly executioner flick out the serpentine thongs of the cat, lift his arm and bring the whip down savagely against the stone flagging of the dungeon, and she closed her eyes and shuddered violently in her mortal terror.

"You—you won't beat me any more, you won't torture me if I tell you what I saw?" she quavered.

"You have the word of the Lord Chamberlain himself, girl," the assistant executioner indignantly interposed. "Have a care of your tongue, or mayhap good Master Dickon will tear it out with red-hot pincers!"

"Be quick about it, too, girl." Sir Henry Percival peevishly declared, "or I shall have Master Dickon scar your back with a dozen cuts to the blood. Quickly, now!"

Whimpering, sobbing. Elizabeth Arness capitulated. She could not be blamed, being so young and fair, and already the cat had left its burning torment in her soft virgin flesh. But by her speech, she unwittingly condemned three beautiful young women of quality to an unspeakable destiny... a destiny which was to begin with public degradation and suffering, and end in bondage to the most despotic indenture-holder in the colonies.

"I—I'm sure they meant no harm, your Lordship." Elizabeth Arness tearfully stammered, "but I saw these three fine ladies in the Queen's service come from her chamber last Thursday night and they were saying what a lark it would be when — oh, I dare not say what they called Her Majesty. I dare not—"

"You will tell me what you know, or Master Dickon will continue!" Sir Henry Percival angrily commanded.

"They called her 'that sow from Schleswig-Holstein' — oh, your Lordship. I did not say that— they did." poor Elizabeth babbled in her terror.

"Lese majeste besides treason!" the Lord Chamberlain thundered. "Quickly, the names of these traitresses!"

And thus it was that the naked, goldenhaired young serving-maid delivered up Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria to the malevolent vengeance of Charlotte Sophia.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

Charlotte Sophia, shrewish wife to George III. was in a detestable humor, though the sun was shining brightly and she was trying on a new gown. Her maid of honor, the winsome Katherine Jerrold. had had some little difficulty tightening Her Majesty's stays, for the very good reason that Charlotte Sophia was inordinately fond of sweets and the royal waist was beginning to bulge. It had been with a great effort that the pretty' maid had finally succeeded and the result was that Charlotte Sophia was short of breath, purple in the face, and naturally choleric when the Lord Chamberlain at last was granted audience with her in her very boudoir. The gown, of elegant mauve taffeta, was not the Meal color for the Queen, for it made her look bilious; however, her Germanic obstinacy was that she would not cede defeat on any point which she held to be true, and she believed that mauve was definitely her color. As she stood staring at herself in the upright mirror with the maid of honor respectfully curtseying at the entrance of the dour nobleman. Charlotte Sophia relieved herself of a few well-chosen expletives: "Der Teufel! Himmel, Dormer und Blitzen! This verdammte gown makes me look too plump."

"Oh, no, Your Majesty," Katherine Jerrold smilingly tried to placate the angry virago, "it is a most seemly gown, and all eyes will admire Your Majesty at the ball tonight."

"We shall see, but I do not think so." Charlotte Sophia glumly mused. Then, catching sight of Sir Henry Percival in her mirror, she whirled, hands on her portly hips, and demanded: "Well then, do you have news? Who has dared to try to steal my jewels?"

"I fear I have their names, Your Majesty." the Lord Chamberlain bent his head, just as a wise oak tree bends in anticipation of a furious gust of wind, "and it is a most regrettable business."

"How so? Thieves must be punished so others will not follow their example." Charlotte Sophia irritatedly declared.

"It appears, your Majesty, that this little serving maid heard these three young ladies planning to play a prank. I do not believe their escapade was intended to keep the jewels permanently, since obviously they have already been returned. And when they were, as Your Majesty knows. I was first to say the thieves must be of Your Majesty's immediate household to have perpetrated such a roguish scheme."

"That they are such does not mitigate the circumstances of their theft at all, Sir Henry." Charlotte Sophia stamped her foot and scowled. "And I do not care if the young scuts who took them in sport — at least this is what you tell me — were only practising a little joke. I do not find it amusing in the least. An example must be made of them. And the more so, Sir Henry, because if they were wellbred and in my household and in my service, their responsibility and their duty to me, their Queen, is all the greater."

"I could not agree with Your Majesty more," the Lord Chamberlain conceded, "but we must first interrogate the young women in question before a private court of inquiry, and then I will bring Your Majesty the facts and it will be your decision as to punishment. I think that forfeiture of their place in your household for a time, and perhaps an enforced period of church-going as penitence for their sins would be most sanguine."

"But I do not, Sir Henry!" Charlotte Sophia's heavy face, dark with the discomfort of her overly tight stays, was twisted in a sourish expression. "In my country, I have known a baroness to be whipped at the post in the public courtyard, jawohl, in the courtyard of my own palace in Mecklenberg, for having so far forgotten her noble station as to have a love affair with her own groom. This is the trouble with these English upstarts whom we rule, that they have not yet understood that we Germans are truly title strongest nation in the world because of our discipline and our sense of obligation. That is why the motto of the Prince of Wales is 'Ich dien', because it says that he serves and he is conscious of his duties to his people. Let me have these names now."

Sir Henry Percival shrugged and diplomatically unfolded a scroll, which he handed to Charlotte Sophia. Scowling, her watery blue eyes scanned the document, then she flung it to the floor with a ferocious oath in her native tongue: "Donner-Wetter und Teufel, das war schrecklich! And I had believed these girls to be better trained than most." She saw that Katherine Jerrold was trembling and wide-eyed, and furiously she added, "Out of my sight, you silly wench. You have made my stays too tight and I can hardly breathe. Take care that you don't find your name on that list, my girl, because then you will have extra punishment for the discomfort you have caused me this morning!"

Katherine Jerrold bowed low, and hurried away, only too happy to be out of that deadly atmosphere. She went away in terror and compassion for those three unfortunates whose names appeared on the scroll which the Lord Chamberlain had given to the Queen of England.

"I do not wish a scandal, you understand me, Sir Henry." Charlotte Sophia coldly declared. "You do not need a Court of Inquiry, because it would cause too many rumors which would be bandied about the court. Instead. I commission you yourself to question these impertinent baggages and obtain the truth from them."

"Not by torture, surely. Your Majesty? The serving maid was given the whip, but she is of humble stock."

"Gottverdammt! If these little liars will not confess the truth, you have my command to use the whip on their tender hides." Charlotte Sophia shrilly cried, again stamping her foot with rage. "Not one of them is of noble blood, their fathers are all merchants and officers in the army, and if they dare to think their position in my household — which is out of charity to begin with — entitles them to make a laughing stock of the Queen of England, they will find they have made a great blunder. Hear me well. Sir Henry. You will take them into a dungeon, if need be. and let all the instruments of torture be there in their presence to remind them that lying will do them no good whatsoever. You understand?"

"I do indeed. Your Majesty."

"Das ist gut! And then if they are wise enough to confess at once, you will have them imprisoned in the Tower of London until such time as I give you an order for their punishment."

"If Your Majesty will not accept a humble apology—"

"I will not. They are thieves and they are liars. I am convinced of it."

"I was about to propose banishment. That would be a serious punishment indeed for such lovely young women, and it would be disgraceful for their parents."

"Then they should have thought of that before they dared trifle with the crown jewels." Charlotte Sophia stormed, stamping her foot for the third time.

Although the Lord Chamberlain himself did not believe in frivolity and, with the Queen, secretly believed discipline was too lax at the Court, he was-now appalled at the vengeful and vindictive spirit in which Charlotte Sophia reacted to his discovery of the identity of the culprits. That was why he found himself pleading for them, trying to show that perhaps extenuating circumstances had led them to a thoughtless and capricious impulse, born of a moment, which should not blight their young lives forever. But Charlotte Sophia would have none of it; the more he spoke, the angrier she grew, until at last she forgot all her English dignity and swore at him in German like a fishwife, concluding with the angry "I will not say another word upon this. Sir Henry. If you cannot attend to my orders, perhaps I need another Lord Chamberlain. Look you well into that, hein? I wish to know immediately whether they confess, and then they are to be locked up to await my edict and my good pleasure. That is all I have to say on the subject. Now do not come back to me until you have their full confession." 

The lovely smiling faces of the three ladies-in-waiting had lost their vivacious look and were now very pale as Arabella Clarisson, Beatrice Digby, and Gloria Talmadge stood side by side in a little room at the end of the corridor of the place at St. James, with two grim-faced guardsmen with high ruffs and swords at their belts stood behind them. The Lord Chamberlain confronted the trio.

"I must ask," he said coldly, "that on your honor you speak the truth. It is Her Majesty's desire to avoid public scandal. But I have also her authority to consign you to the torture chamber to loosen your tongues if you will not tell the truth, for the matter is very grave indeed. Now. answer me truthfully. are you those three foolish maids who dared to steal the royal jewels?"

Of the three beauties who had been friends since childhood. all coming from the district of Northumberland, Arabella Clarisson was the most courageous and also the most madcap; it was she who had first proposed the playful prank of stealing Charlotte Sophia's jewels so as. in her own shockingly disrespectful words, "to give that fat old German cow a tizzy so perchance old Doctor Benjamin will have to draw more blood from her fat carcass before she has a stroke."

Arabella Clarisson was twenty-three, with coppery-red hair arranged in rows of exquisite curls at the top of her head and down to her shoulders, with an alert, oval-shaped face, sparkling hazel eyes with long curly lashes, a full, sweet mouth whose corners betrayed a hint of sauciness. and a dainty snub nose whose delicately thin and  flaring  wings bespoke a mercurial temperament. Her father was a grain merchant, with his silos and granary in Northumberland and a brokerage house in the heart of London on Threadbole Street. She had twice been betrothed and twice jilted her suitors, calling them milksops and "belaced, be-wigged fops who would not even know how to go about making their wives happy." She was a proud and defiant virgin, and she was also a passionate one, and she longed for a true man. At the Hanoverian court, where because her father had done great service to George III, she had been assigned the post of lady-in-waiting to his unprepossessing queen, she had already been a source of much irritation to that plump matron from Schleswig-Holstein.

Her eyes fixed levelly on the Lord Chamberlain's face as she avowed. "Sir Henry. I was the instigatress of the whole affair and my friends here had no part in it whatsoever. I pray you, deal with me as you will, but let Beatrice and Gloria go back to Her Majesty's service."

"Not so," the Lord Chamberlain reproved her with a slow shake of his gray head. "You perhaps think it is a matter for jest, Mistress Clarisson, but Her Majesty is extremely angry. Your only hope lies in confessing your sinful prank and throwing yourself upon the royal mercy, and I advise your two friends not to be misled by your own high-spirited offer to take all the blame."

He permitted himself a dry, humorless chuckle here as he went on. "For I know well their reputation as foolhardy baggages, the both of them, only too willing for mischief. I do not say this, you will understand, in assault upon the virtue of all of you, which is unquestioned, but one does not trifle with a Queen's possessions even in jest. You have had the misfortune to learn this too late."

Beatrice Digby was twenty-one, blonde, with a charmingly heartshaped face, large blue eyes, a Grecian nose and a soft, tantalizingly ripe mouth made for kisses. If Arabella was svelte and enticingly lithe of form, Beatrice Digby was alluringly feminine, and the rondeurs of her voluptuous young virginal body had already inflamed the eye of many a male connoisseur in the court. 

"I would not let Arabella take all the blame, Sir Henry," she stoutly declared in a sweet, clear voice, "because I was as much to blame as she. I am guilty, then, and I beg mercy, but truly I thought it only a jest at which even the Queen herself would laugh."

Sir Henry Percival shook his head, but his eyes softened with compassion. He knew only too well that the Hanoverian wife of the pompous George III was a termagant without a spark of mercy in her heart, and the more vindictive because here in England which had once known the merry courts of more tolerant rulers, she felt herself secretly hated and scorned because of her German birth.

"I wash I could console you with such hopes, but the only thing that can be done is to make a proper confession. And you, Mistress Talmadge, how say you to the charge?'' 

Gloria Talmadge was twenty, with glossy black hair, and nearly as voluptuously rounded as Beatrice Digby. Her father, like Beatrice's, held the rank of captain of the Queen's Guard. Her father was a widower, while Beatrice's mother, though ailing, was still alive. And she realized only too well now. hemmed in this little room with the two guards about them and the grim face of the Lord Chamberlain fixed on them, that there would be an atrocious disgrace burdening her poor father, just as it had the parents of Beatrice and Arabella. and all for a silly little game, to spite the old Queen. There were tears in her eyes, but not out of pity for herself; more in anguish over the pain she would cause the kin of others as she now meekly acknowledged: "I too am guilty. Sir Henry, and I implore mercy because the shame will fell upon the parents of all three of us, not only upon ourselves."

"That you should have thought of before you let yourselves be carried away to this foolish act. this most regrettable and brash deed." Sir Henry Percival retorted. "I am now empowered to have you conveyed to the Tower, there to await Her Majesty's sentence. Guards, you will lead these young ladies to Sir James Duggan. the Keeper of the Tower. You will say to him that he is charged with their keep until such time as Her Majesty sends word to him."

The two guards bowed and then stepped up abreast of the three trembling and now downcast young beauties. Sir Henry Percival strode to the door and opened it. He had already shown more leniency than Charlotte Sophia had permitted; she had insisted that he have them taken to the dungeon where they might see the implements of torment to quicken their tongues. But he knew the fathers of all three, and though he was a dour Puritan, he could not help admiring in secret the girls' youth and spirit. Now, alas, he knew only too well the fury of a frustrated old woman who felt herself a pariah in a strange land with power to punish them for their wit, their beauty and their spirit.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

Charlotte Sophia, still in a villainous mood from the agonizing constricture of her stays and rancor over the insult she fancied had been done to her by the theft of her jewels from her own bedchamber, was not inclined towards mercy, even though the Lord Chamberlain himself urged it. Seeing how young and lovely these three ladies-in-waiting were and knowing what service their parents had done to the Crown, he was inclined to modify his original plan for their punishment. But the Queen shook her head: "They have wronged me. Sir Henry, and they shall pay for it! What, do you think I am to smile and to say what a good joke it is, Herr Gott? That would be to make me a laughing stock and to encourage other impertinent hussies to try new pranks to flout me! I am a queen, and do you not forget it. my Lord Chamberlain!" 

"No, Your Majesty, you know I will not do that. I am here to serve you."

"Then serve me well and punish these vixens! I have in mind to flog them. Yes, it is fitting. They are pampered, fancy young ladies, and a good taste of the cat on their impudent Arsches will be a most wholesome medicine for their ailment of insolence." When the German princess who had married George III was angry, she expressed herself in the coarse idiom of the lowly German peasant. "I wish them flogged in public, do you hear? Let the cat-of-nine-tails warm their bare Arsches if they find it chilly to be stripped of a morning in Tyburn. I myself will attend the ceremony."

"Not the cat, Your Majesty. In the hands of Master Dickon, it is a weapon reserved for the hardiest of rogues, the men in the galleys and the thieves and the forgers. If they do not die under the cat, which will draw blood, for Master Dickon will wish to show himself particularly valorous in your service if this execution is public, they will be at best maimed and scarred for life."

"You are too soft, Sir Henry. Herr Gott! In my country, I know of a preacher's daughter who was stripped to the waist and led through the town and flogged by the beadle with the cat till her blood stained the cobblestones. And this for bewitching the son of Frederick the Great! And here these girls, these jades, these audacious hussies, have mocked me and called me a fat sow! Never will I pardon them for that!" she said vituperatively.

"Harshness and discipline are exemplary measures. Your Majesty," Sir Henry Percival tactfully agreed. "But think on this. If you show yourself to be compassionate even against your enemies, people will say that you are a wise and just Queen. You will make friends by lessening the punishment. And what of the parents? Shall their service to the Crown bear this scandalous blight for a single thoughtless act of the offspring?"

"Teufel," Charlotte Sophia sneered, "you plead for them as if they were your own flesh and blood. Sir Henry! Very well. It shall not be in Tyburn, then. It shall be in the courtyard of this palace. Only the nobility and the aristocracy of England shall look upon the Arsches when Master Dickon strips them. And it will be the birch. They shall have one cut of it for each year of their age. do you understand me?"

"I do, Your Majesty. Their parents will not be present, which will be a blessing for them."

"Wait. I have not yet finished. That is not enough punishment for what they have done to me. Fat sow, am I indeed? In earlier days, when people were not so soft, a tongue would be torn out by the roots for such an utterance against a Queen. Sir Henry! They will be sent to the colony of South Carolina, and they will be given at indenture for three years. Let them work in the cotton and the tobacco fields. They will not be fat, I warrant you. at the end of such service!" She uttered a sardonic, cruel little laugh. "Three years. Their indenture to be sold to the highest bidder. At the end of that time, they may return to England, but they will go to the Chapel of St. James in their shifts and bearing a candle to do penance before I shall again receive them at my court. That is my final word on the subject. Sir Henry. You will carry out my order at once. Let the flogging be tomorrow. One thing more — what ship sails for our colony in South Carolina?"

"As it chances. Majesty, the Orion sails with the tide at high noon on the morrow," the Lord Chamberlain replied. 

"Then let their whipping be at dawn. That is a concession to your own softhearted plea. Sir Henry. At that hour. I do not think too many of my court will be stirring from their beds. But all the same, there will be enough to see the disgrace of these hussies who would defy the Queen of England!"

Sir Henry Percival hesitated a moment, and then coughed politely. Charlotte Sophia, who was primping her hair with one hand as she held a silverbacked mirror in the other, turned and scowled at him: "Ja. Was ist los mehr?" she demanded. 

"It is only that I wish to be perfectly clear about your order. Your Majesty'. I understand that they are to receive the birch, one stroke for each year of their age."

"Ja. naturlich! And on the naked flesh!"

"But surely. Majesty, you intend that the upper discipline be applied. They are of tender years and worthy lineage. It will be shame and humiliation enough to bare their backs and shoulders to the birch."

"It is not enough! It will be as I wish or it will be Tyburn, and I will not hear another word on the subject! They are to be stripped naked except for their stockings and shoes. naturlich! Like Dirnen — whores, you would say in your accursed language — at the market place in my homeland. And now you may leave me. I am weary of this discussion. And I myself will watch tomorrow at dawn to see how well you have carried out my order. Sir Henry!"

The Lord Chamberlain bowed his head. Where before he had felt anger at these three reckless and audacious girls, now his sentiment had changed to one of deepest pity'.

It would have been one thing had they been actually thieves, but this was a prank in high spirits. At worst, it deserved a whipping in chambers, to be administered by their parents, and a good sermon. And perhaps being sent to a convent for a month or two on bread and water. But to be stripped naked for gawking eyes to see and then to be sent to the colonies to work in the fields as humble bondservants — it might well cost them their lives.

With a deep sigh, he again bowed and left the chamber of Charlotte Sophia.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

The sentence of the Queen was imparted to the three lovely young prisoners in the Tower that very evening as the jailer's comely daughter, a buxom nineteen-year-old blonde wench named Madeleine, brought them their supper — which, also at the order of the vindictive Charlotte Sophia, consisted of only bread and water. Madeleine's father, a tall, spindly-shanked, graybearded man in his late fifties, Hubert Pardway, accompanied his luscious offspring, a scroll in his hand. After Madeleine had set down the tray with three jugs of water and three small loaves of crusty bread by a little table near the window. Hubert Pardway cleared his throat, broke the royal seal and unrolled the document. "This concerns you, mistresses," he said curtly. "It is your sentence from Her Majesty. Kneel down, bow your heads and hear it read to you, for this is my bounden duty."

Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria submissively knelt before their jailer. He scowled as he read the lines first to himself and then shook his head with a glum avoidance. He was not so much concerned for the fate of these three wenches, who doubtless deserved what they were to get. as he was over the probable waitings, tears and supplications which they would undoubtedly direct towards him and about which he could do nothing. He was a mild-mannered man, who would have been happy on some farm in Devonshire or Warwickshire rather than to be shut up in this grim Tower of London with a daughter who made sheep's eyes at every lusty rogue in doublet and long hose and carried a sword at his side. One of these days, he thought to himself, he would have to trounce the baggage with a solid strap on her bare hindquarters to teach her humble piety and to be grateful for her father's employment in the royal service. It paid well, and this made up for many annoyances.

"It is the order of Her Royal Majesty, Charlotte Sophia, that you three culprits, Arabella Clarisson, Beatrice Digby and Gloria Talmadge be taken at dawn to the private courtyard of the palace of Her Majesty. There, at the hands of Master Dickon and his assistant Tom, you will each of you be stripped naked save for your hose and shoes, affixed to the whipping post, and dealt a number of set strokes with the birch rod to chasten you for your wicked folly. Thereafter, after the physician has attended you, you will be dressed and put aboard Her Majesty's vessel, the Orion, hence to be transported to the colonies of South Carolina, where at auction upon disembarking, you shall be sold for an indenture of three years each of you to the highest bidder. At the end of such time, if you are then ready to make penance as befits those who have fallen from royal grace, you may be once again admitted to the kingdom." He looked up and concluded. "Herewith the seal of Charlotte Sophia. I show this to you as is also my bonded duty. You had best." he added in a less gruff tone, "seek what repose you can get this night, for t'will be done at dawn."

His duty done, he turned and went out, locking the door behind him with a great clatter of the heavy keys on the huge ring which he hung from his belt.

The three beauties, still on their knees, their faces very pale, their eyes huge with consternation, looked at one another. "What have I done?" Arabella Clarisson gasped. "What shame I have brought upon those who gave me birth! And all because of a silly, girlish prank, because we could not abide the stuffiness of that woman from Schleswig-Holstein. Ah. my dear and good friends, my loyal Beatrice and Gloria. I have led you into this, and it is I who should bear the brunt of the lashes, for you but followed me at my instigation."

"At least." Beatrice groaned, rubbing her tear-filled eyes with her knuckles, "it will be at dawn. There should not be many stirring at that hour, so that even if it is public, there will not be many to look upon our shame. But I have never been beaten, and I am afraid. Arabella."

"Take courage, dear Beatrice." Arabella unsteadily exclaimed. "It is not the birching I fear so much as the banishment from England. Oh. I shall not see my dear Gideon again for three long years. Mayhap he will find another more fair than I and will be wed with her by the time I can return to London."

"I did not know that you were betrothed, dear Arabella." Gloria gasped.

"Ah yes, t’is true, dear Gloria. It is my secret." Arabella confided with a gende blush, lowering her eyes. "After all, I am an old maid by now at twenty- three, and it is high time I was wedded and bedded. Gideon Sturtevant is a gallant, black-haired youth who was once a page in the royal household and is now bailiff to the Sheriff of Nottingham. His dear parents, whom I have already met and who have accepted me as their daughter-to-be, own a large farm beyond the town, and there we had planned to settle and to live a bucolic life. But alas, I would not mind the birching half so much — nay, I would take three times as many strokes as that fat old sow means to give me on the morrow! — if I could only return to my beloved Gideon!"

"Alas," Beatrice sighed, "I have many suitors but not yet one who will wed with me."

"And I," Gloria avowed nostalgically, "have none either, though my heart is with a young sailor who has but recently been promoted to ensign on H.M.S. Britannica. And he will not return for three more months, and then he will not know what has happened to me. Oh, would that I had never thought of those accursed jewels!"

In such manner, therefore, did our three heroines commiserate with one another as the long hours of the evening grew upon them and at last they repaired to their rude cots, there to find what little sleep they could until the terrible dawn...

There was a clang as the bolt was drawn back from the door to their dungeon, and then the rattle of keys and the scraping of one of the locks, and the great, heavy metal door was flung open, and Hubert Pardway appeared. With him was an Anglican friar, with beads and Holy Book, reciting in a mumbled tone of prayer for Divine forgiveness for these errant maidens.

"I fear me it is time, mistresses," Hubert Pardway said in a solemn voice. "I would I could give you succor, but I can ask only that you go bravely to your punishment. Good Father Edward will be at your side end even upon the scaffold."

The young women were trembling now, exchanging fearful looks as the dreadful moment came upon them. Arabella straightened her slim shoulders, smoothed her rumpled gown, patted her coppery-red curls into place and drew a long breath. "I am ready, good Master Pardway. Come. Beatrice and Gloria, let us go with courage. Perhaps Father Edward will pray that our frail strength may endure the fiery torment of the flogging."

"With all my heart. I do, my poor children." the friar pompously declaimed, "so you must resign yourselves, my daughters, to this penance on earth, which, by your prayers and good resolutions, will stand you in good stead in heaven."

"What of the weather, good friar?" Beatrice tremulously queried.

"It is unreasonably chilly, and the wind blows from the northeast," the friar replied.

"Well." Arabella said with a forced little laugh, "it is ideal weather then for this birching. It will warm us, my companions. Come, let us go bravely to it so that it may be done the sooner."

At the foot of the stairs, on the landing of the gloomy Tower, a cordon of six guards awaited the condemned young beauties. With them also was Sir James Duggan. the keeper of all prisoners in this royal stronghold and himself accountable to Their Majesties George and Charlotte Sophia.

Sir James Duggan turned to Hubert Pardway: "Let their wrists be bound behind them." he directed.

"Oh, sir." Arabella Clarisson courageously pleaded, "you have our word that we shall not try to escape our punishment. But do not let us be conveyed to the scaffold like common prisoners."

"It is the order of Her Majesty." he said curtly. "I obey my sovereign, and it could have been better for you if you had done the same. Guards, see to it!"

Fighting the tears, biting her lips. Arabella closed her eyes as one of the guards roughly seized her slim wrists, drew them behind her back and made them fast with a loop of cord. Two other guards busied themselves with the fretting of Gloria and Beatrice, who had broken down and begun to sob in earnest now. realizing their terrible fate and shame. Virgins all three, to be stripped naked by a public executioner, their most secret maiden charms of bosom and loins exposed for all gloating eyes to see. and then beaten like prostitutes — that was the vengeance of Charlotte Sophia. She could not have found a better way to crush their flamboyant young spirits. It was the vengeance of age and ugliness over youth and intrepid beauty and audacity, and thus it was that the German woman repaid those who would speak ill of her.

From the Tower to the palace was a journey of perhaps a mile. And though it was dawn, and the streets were deserted, the humiliation for these sensitive and hitherto pampered young ladies of the royal court would be intense.

Each guard now occupied himself with his fair prisoner and. a gauntlet-sheathed hand at her bound wrists, gently urged her forward while the two halberdiers on either side of the great door swung it open to let the processional pass.

There was a tumbrel, a rough cart drawn by two horses with a coachman perched in a box above them, and the back of the tumbrel had been let down. The cart was low, and the great wheels on either side rose nearly to the height of the loins of a prisoner when she stood upright. Arabella was first to mount, and posed her dainty right foot on the planking of the tumbrel. The guard behind her moved to one side, clasped her by the waist and lifted her up. as she uttered an indignant gasp, her cheeks crimsoning with shame. Beatrice Digby was sobbing, head bowed, and had to be helped up into the cart the same way. And then it was the turn of Gloria Talmadge. The gate was swung up and locked in place, the six guards took their station, three on each side of the cart, the coachman cracked his whip and the two heavy percherons began their sedate pace towards the royal palace.

It was a gray dawn, and London was not yet awake, except for the fishmongers, the chimneysweeps, the watch who called out through the streets that all was well, and those others who had business early of a morning.

The clatter of the great wooden wheels along the cobblestones was a din in the ears of the trembling young women who managed to stand upright, thanks to Arabella's courageous example. Yet Beatrice and Gloria looked around with tear-brimming eyes, their apprehension mounting at each turn in the narrow street which led ultimately to the palace and the amphitheatre of their maiden martyrdom. And for all the streets were deserted, nevertheless there were those opening their shops or the barrow men and the flower girls who hawked their wares through the long day. who saw the unusual spectacle of three ladies of quality, their wrists bound behind them, standing in that rude cart which was reserved mostly for those who went to Tyburn to be hanged or drawn and quartered according to the barbarous punishments of the time.

The friar accompanied them, intoning his Latin verses with the air of a man engrossed in his obligation, scarcely noting their suffering, so intent was he on the prayers. And then at last the palace hoved into view, and the coachman cracked the whip and turned the reins of the two great white percherons to the left, so that the tumbrel and its condemned occupants would come in through the gates at the back and thence into the courtyard where the scaffold was already waiting and on it Master Dickon and his young assistant Tom.

"I know I shall die under the birch." Beatrice sobbed softly as a sudden lurch of the tumbrel made her sway against the stately, svelte Arabella. "Oh. if only we could have got word to our parents, they might at least have bribed the executioner or the jailer at the Tower to give us laudanum to deaden the pain. I am a coward. I confess it. Bella!"

"I have not had more than a slap or two from my dear parents." Arabella sighed, shivering as now the tumbrel took its inexorable way towards the open gates at the rear of the palace, "but we must close our eyes and pretend it is not happening. Trice dear."

"But to be naked." Gloria Talmadge groaned, "to have men stare at our flesh, at our secret parts — oh, I repent, Father Edward, pray to Almighty Heaven to spare us from the shame and the torture!"

"Courage, my child." the friar unctuously intoned. "Remember that even He who died on the cross that man might be forgiven his sins had to suffer the scourge before His crucifixion!"

This homily was. alas, of scant solace to Beatrice and Gloria, who bowed their heads and sobbed the louder as the tumbrel now passed through the open gates and into the courtyard. But Arabella Clarisson. biting her underlip and forcing herself to stare ahead, saw the platform of the scaffold and the steps, five wooden steps directed to its level, on whose edge the black-hooded executioner and his assistant waited for their prey. In the center of the scaffold rose an upright post with a crossarm, and at each end of this horizontal piece a heavy metal ring was affixed. The victim would be thus stretched and tautened so that the birch would bite all the more viciously into tender, palpitating naked flesh.

And now the processional had entered the court yard at the rear of the palace of Charlotte Sophia, the queenly consort of George III. Arabella groaned aloud, for she knew that the humiliation intended for her and her friends would be overwhelming. She could see already in a kind of wooden pavillion erected to the left of the scaffold and at the very end of the court yard, at least a score or more of valets, ladies-in-waiting, and other servants of the royal household.

And, horror upon horrors, in a separate and smaller wooden edifice which had been made obviously for those of better quality and the nobility, boxes in which she could recognize several of the minor officials of the court and their wives and daughters!

She looked up at the palace, and her face congealed in anguish. For there, on the second floor, peering out of an open window, was the blowsy, ugly face of Charlotte Sophia, in a dressing gown, with one of her maids beside her speaking to her quickly and pointing down to the scaffold... obviously indicating that the tumbrel had just brought its consignment of prisoners for their flogging!

"Oh God," she murmured to Beatrice and Gloria, "she is there to watch, the hellcat! We must be more courageous than ever now. we must not let her know what shame and what suffering we endure. Else it will be too great a price to pay for the scant merriment we had of our prank. Have courage. Gloria and Trice, my dear friends, my poor friends whom I have unwittingly brought with me to this odium!"

The tumbrel stopped before the scaffold. The guards who had marched along in this processional through the streets of London from the Tower now unlocked the back of this cart of the condemned, and beckoned to the three lovely ladies-in-waiting to descend. Their eyes glittered with lust in the anticipation of the delicious spectacle they would be privileged to see. It was not everyday that one saw a lady of quality, so young and delicious, stripped to the buff and given the birch on her bare arse and back!

Arabella was first to descend, and tried to push away the hand of the man who would have helped her down. But he. with a coarse laugh, touched her waist and lifted her down, pressing against her lasciviously as he muttered. "Aye. lass, you'll soon be begging for gender caresses like mine than what Master Dickon will dole out to you. I wager!"

Gloria and Beatrice had tried to control their sobs and tears, learning that the implacable Queen was to watch their martyrdom. The friar ascended the steps of the scaffold with them, his prayers ringing out in the silence of the attentive courtyard. Arabella's eyes widened as she saw two buckets, in which sheaves of birch switches, bound and gathered and of varying thicknesses and lengths, were thrust. Buckets of brine, so that the withes would sting the more fiercely against naked young flesh. And there was no sun, only the gray leaden sky. The day was as mournful as their fate indeed.

They were on the platform of the scaffold now, the friar beside them, and the executioner and the assistant were off to one side, stooping over the buckets, verifying the condition of the rods selected for the castigation of these three young high-spirited rebels, whose caprice of a moment was to cost them so dearly. And now there ascended the steps the Lord High Constable, a bluff, red-bearded man in his early forties, with ruff and wig and sword and doublet, holding the imposing document signed by the Queen herself. He read it out sonorously, while the soldiers below played their drums in a low, muffled, continuous cadence, like that which is played when the condemned are brought out to face the firing squad or the noose.

It was a repetition of the sentence which had been read to them in the Tower. The young women stood, their backs turned to the palace, so that they would not have to face the mocking gaze of the Queen who would gloat over this atrocious hour.

The Lord High Constable now turned to Arabella and demanded. "Your age, Mistress Clarisson?"

'Twenty-three," the beautiful young redhead responded with a steady voice.

"By the decree of Charlotte Sophia, then, Mistress Clarisson, you are to receive three and twenty cuts of the birch upon your naked body. And your age Mistress Digby?"

"Twenty—twenty-one," blonde Beatrice tearfully stammered, then bowed her head as the tears ran down her cheeks.

"And you, Mistress Talmadge?"

"T-twenty," brunette Gloria responded faintly.

"You will mark that. Master Dickon," the Lord High Constable admonished, and the hooded executioner inclined his head in respectful acknowledgment. "You will begin with the youngest, then. Let Mistress Talmadge be prepared for punishment!"

The terrible moment had come. And Gloria Talmadge, with a cry of fright and shame, fell on her knees before the executioner and sobbed. "Have mercy, not naked, oh my God, not naked, whip me if you must, but don't expose me to all these people, in the name of mercy!"

From the second-floor window, a guttural, gloating voice hurled down in reply. "No mercy for Dirnen!" It was the voice of the Queen. There was to be no pardon of any of the degradation intended for these three who had so rudely affronted her.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

The burly executioner moved towards the buckets containing the brine-soaked birch rods, and his young assistant Tom, now approached the terrified brunette who was to be first to endure this public flogging. Seeing him approach, Gloria uttered a cry of terror and, soil on her knees tried to scramble to the edge of the scaffold. With a mocking laugh, the brawny young rogue seized her by the elbows and lifted her to her feet weeping piteously. Then he hustled her forward to the cross-armed post to which she was to be tethered.

Master Dickon, stooping now, picked up a length of hempen cord and tossed it to his assistant who deftly caught it with one hand. Then taking a knife from the pocket of his leather breeches under the black hood which garbed him from crown to hips and thus made him the more terrifyingly sinister, Tom cut the cords binding Gloria's wrists only to seize her left wrist in his left hand and draw it up high to the metal ring set in the crossarm. He turned to the executioner, who tossed him another length of cord, and this served to tie Gloria's other wrist to the ring, so that she stood on tiptoes, painfully posed and helpless.

Setting his hand to the neck of her dress, he ripped it to her hips, and Gloria uttered a scream of shame and terror: "OHHHH OH NO, NOOO! PLEASE—MERCY—MERCY!"

Beatrice, still on her knees, watched with horrified despair as she saw in this scene her own following ordeal. Only Arabella remained courageous, standing straight her hands bound behind her, her back turned to the window from which the Queen watched with greedy eyes and smirking lips.

"Courage, Gloria, courage. It will soon be over," she murmured consolingly. But the brunette could take no consolation from the words. Her head strained back over her shoulders, dragging wildly on her bound wrists, she tried to twist her creamy body away from the executioner's young assistant as, chuckling lewdly, he seized the rent gown at the hзs and ripped it down to the hem. It festooned at her ankles, and now she was seen in a white chemise with elegant lace trim. This too went the way of the gown, and Gloria uttered another piercing cry: "OH GOD, OH MERCIFUL GOD, NOT NAKED, NOT ALL NAKED"" as she pressed herself frantically at the whipping post glancing feverishly back at the hooded man behind her. 

She was presented now in white batiste drawers, and a short white camisole which concealed her uptilting, conically shaped titties, whose hard, dark coral tips nuzzled the thin material in the wild, sporadic panting of her terror.

Now the camisole was torn away and the glories of her virgin titties were displayed to all. Gloria Talmadge's skin was a warm, ivory-cream in hue, satiny soft and finely sensitive in texture. Now that one could see her naked bubbles, one gaped at their beauty, for the lovegourds of Gloria Talmadge could be fondled by one's glance, even if no mans' fingers had as yet encountered their satiny naked resilience. Widely separated, set high on her creamy chest, they were proud and firm, arching upwards and out. The aureolae were narrow and brownish-сoral, and one could see also the shallow, wide niche of her belly-button. Stretched in cross as were her arms, the soft nooks of her armpits were displayed to all those rusting eyes, silky down with soft black hair in tangled little curls. 

Her stockings were of gray silk, held up high on her thighs by mauve garters, flouncy rosettes which could well have furnished some aspiring lover a debcious and provocative momento. Her legs were long and beautifully curved, the thighs gradually ripening as they neared the base of oval-cheeked but ample buttocks, gradually furrowed by a deepening cleft which led to both temples of her virginity, mat of Venus and that of Sodom as well.

Naked now except for her drawers, garters, hose and shoes, Gloria bowed her head and burst into hysterical sobs. The sides of her titties pressed against the rough wood of the whipping post's upright stake, impinging upon her the awful reality of this despairing situation, this public humiliation and awful degradation.

The young assistant halted a moment perhaps so the spectators could feast their eyes on the lascivious nakedness of the lovely young brunette. Her curls were piled high on her forehead and at the top of her head, men tumbled in a thick, shimmering black swathe to her shoulderblades. Her eyes were closed desperately tight but tears edged beneath the fluttering lids. Her delicate nostrilwings flared and shrank, and her lips misted as they sought to suppress the sobs and groans and supplications which surged to her creamy throat.

"Go on, man," Master Dickon softly growled, as squatting beside the buckets containing the birch rods, he turned to watch his young assistant.

"At once, good Master Dickon," the young assistant retorted. He put his hand to the waistband of the drawers, and with a despairing shriek, as she futilely ground herself against the whipping post, Gloria Talmadge announced that this veil of modesty had just been torn from her shuddering, ivory-white body.

Now she was naked except for hose, garters and shoes, and her buttocks were delectably vulnerable and palpitatingly tempting in the morning light. The cool air made the flesh shrink, and the ample oval cheeks tensed and contracted violently as the unfortunate young woman strove with all her might to hide the most intimate regions of her person from these libidinous eyes.

It was the young assistant executioner who would flog Gloria Talmadge. Brawny Master Dickon squinted at the ivory bottom-cheeks of the weeping young sufferer, and then judiciously selected one of the half-dozen birch rods soaking in the brine-filled buckets before him. It was a rod composed of half a dozen long, supple switches on which the green twigs could still be seen. A black cloth had been neatly and tightly wrapped around the heavier ends to form a grip for the wielder's hand. It was neither too bulky or too thin, but in the opinion of the head executioner, an ideal instrument of fustigation for the proportions of Gloria's ivory-sheened bare bottom.

Fighting her apprehension, her eyes tightly closed, her body pressed convulsively against the heavy upright piece of the whipping post, the naked young brunette awaited her birching. The cool air tickled her skin, sensitized her nerves and made this tension-filled moment before the actual first stroke and interminable, indescribable agony. With all her might she pressed her loins against the rough wood of the post to hide the thick black curls over the prominent fig of her virgin cunt. One could see the rippling spasms up and down her thighs and along her stockinged, supple calves as she prepared herself for the first bite of the birch rod.

"I will mark it for ye," Master Dickon muttered to his young aide, who nodded and took his place behind the shuddering naked brunette, standing at her left and brandishing the rod. He gave it one or two preliminary swishes in the air to test its efficacy, and the whistling sound made Gloria Talmadge gasp and shrink herself with even more convulsive anguish against the rough post. Arching up on tiptoe, her arms dragged out in cross, the magnificent sculptuary of her white body stark against the leaden sky, against the brown planking of the scaffold. And now a collective hush had fallen upon the absorbed spectators. Arabella watched from where she stood, her shoulders still straight and her head high, while poor Beatrice Digby remained kneeling, weeping, head bowed, afraid to see the fate of her companion because it would foretell only too torturingly her own.

Tom lowered the rod to the floor of the scaffolding, measuring his distance, appraising the firm, ample ivory ovals of that luscious naked bottom given up to his flagellatory skill. Aware that Charlotte Sophia herself was watching, he determined to acquit himself with valor, for this might be an opportunity to win royal favor and rank as high as the man to whom he had been apprenticed these four years. He watched the young woman's buttocks tighten and shudder, as all her muscles came to her defense, and he waited his time, to prove he was no novice at this art. When he saw the cheeks of Gloria's bottom relax their contraction, he suddenly drew back his strong young right arm and swung the birch out horizontally, taking a step forward, so the withes fell fantail across the upper summits of both naked bottomglobes. 

The shock and the surprise of the first cut overcame what remained of the brunette's already dispersed courage. With a convulsive jerk at her bound wrists, her head fell back and her mouth gaped in a raucous scream: "AAHHRR! ! ! OH DEAR LORD, SPARE ME, IT HURTS, IT HURTS ME DREADFULLY, OH SPARE ME, I'LL XEVER DO IT AGAIN!"

"One!" Master Dickon imperturbably counted. He had risen, standing at the victim's right, his muscular, hairy arms folded across his chest, and his eyes glistened through the slits in the hood. He was a burly rogue in his late forties, heavily set and stolid, and it was his boast that he had broken some of the most distinguished criminals in all England on the wheel and made them linger longer than his predecessor, who had been a valorous dispatcher of criminals for the greater glory of the Crown.

He watched critically now, for his own skill was indirectly tested. It was he who had taught Tom how to apply the birch as well as the cat, and it must be done slowly and dramatically, spinning out each possible nuance of torment and terrified anticipation of the next stroke, until the victim's nerves were completely attenuated. The cries and the bodily movements of the culprit during chastisement would be the best clue to the efficacy of the flogging.

This first stroke was well placed, he silently approved, as he eyed his young assistant Bright pink stripes formed vivid parallel upon the ivory escutcheon of Gloria's naked behind. Now that she had had a taste of the lash, she would be the more vociferous and mobile under the following cuts. Squinting at his aide, he waited to observe how Tom administered this first of three whippings before the eyes of the Queen herself.

The birch was lowered to the floor of the scaffold now, as Tom again gauged his distance. Moving slightly more to the left and a step back, he now drew back his right arm, hovered the rod in the air, then lunged forward. There was an angry Swishuish as the withes sang through the air and curled with an angry and crisp impact against the very middle of both nether hemispheres. Gloria Talmadge stiffened, her head twisted back and her eyes dilated and filled with tears, then she jerked frenziedly at her bonds and arched forward, grinding her furry cunt against the whipping post as she shrieked "EEEYEEOWWW!!! DEAR GOD, I'M ONLY A GIRL, YOU'LL KILL ME! OH THE PAIN, THE PAIN, FORGIVE ME, OH HAVE PITY!" 

'Two," Master Dickon remarked and, catching his aide's eve, gave the youth a brisk nod of approval. The vivid tracery of the switches against that tender nacreous flesh dramatically and lasciviously accentuated all the immaculate ivory beauty of Gloria's nakedness. Arabella slightly turned her head, and she saw that those seated in the pavilion were craning their necks to absorb the spectacle before them. She did not lift her eyes to the second floor of the palace where Charlotte Sophia broodingly watched the carrying out of her heartless decree.

Hirishhhh! The second cut was placed perhaps twenty-five seconds later and again without warning, as the executioner's aide whirled the rod overhead and then stepped forward to send it slashing across the base of Gloria's naked posterior. Once again the young body jerked convulsively at the whipping post. The knees bent, the loins ground feverishly, with a kind of salacious suggestiveness of self-masturbation, against the chafing rough wood of the whipping post. Then that agonized and lovely face was turned back over Gloria's bare white shoulder, bathed in tears and contorted in indescribable suffering as her mouth gaped to emit the piercing scream of "AIIII!! OH, MERCIFUL HEAVEN, I CANNOT STAND SUCH PAIN, IT'S CUTTING ME TO PIECES' OH, HAVE MERCY ON A POOR HELPLESS GIRL!!"

"Three," the executioner proclaimed. Now, content with his apprentice, he directed his contemplative gaze at the two remaining victims, both of whom he personally would birch. The Lord Chamberlain had this morning personal informed him that the red-haired baggage was the guiltiest of all and must have more than her share of the switching. By the Rood, she would without fail. The haughtiness of her attitude, coupled with her vivid and sensitive beauty, stirred in the cruel heart of the royal executioner a satanic resolve to break her spirit, to humble her more than her companions. He would save the full strength of his arm for that saucy backside of hers. He would shame her and make her beg for mercy. That was Master Dickon's resolve.

By now the count had reached six, with fourteen lashes left. But already, distributed as they had been from the tops of Gloria's ivory hips to her thighs, her bottom was furiously inflamed with the horrible striata which Tom had inflicted on her tender flesh. Her reactions delighted the spectators. There is always a sort of lustful enjoyment of such scenes, and from the dawn of time man has lusted to see his fellow man agonized by torment and by execution. The morbid festival of lust is always in vogue, regardless of the era of the setting. And the delicacy of savoring the lovely nakedness of this unfortunate beauty at the whipping post served to inflame the male spectators the more.

In places like the Bridewell, prostitutes and new offenders sentenced for a stipulated period of confinement received the "Welcome" given usually with the birch, or sometimes with a leather strap. In such cases where the quality of the prisoner was of low degree, the governor of the prison would decree the number of strokes to be inflicted. On Tuesdays and Fridays, the whipping day at the Bridewell, ladies and gentlemen of quality attended in large numbers. It was a rule that the female bottom was bare only for the birch, never for the pizzle or the cane or the strap; they would wear whipping drawers in the prison for their thrashings. But Master Dickon regretted only one thing in this most unusual chastisement: he would have given a year of his life, if the truth be known, to have had the affair staged at Tyburn, where all could see.

Moreover, in such a sentence as that pronounced on the trio, the phraseology indicated that the birch might be inflicted all over "the naked body" as set forth in the edict signed by Charlotte Sophia. At the Bridewell, whipping was given only on the thighs and the buttocks predominantly, although at times the prison matron might apply the strap over a lazy or insubordinate prisoner's shoulders, dispensing as many cuts as she deemed advisable to bring about discipline. Master Dickon hoped that his aide would not forget the wording of this sentence and not confine himself entirely to the bottom of this delectable brunette.

Nor did Tom. For now, after a brief pause, dragging his gauntleted left hand over his perspiring forehead he now laid the birch across Gloria's naked, tautening shoulders, patting them as if to impart to the sobbing young woman where the next cut was to fall. Then, drawing back his arm, he inflicted the stroke with full vigor, and once again Gloria Talmadge uttered a wild cry of pain and hinged against the post, her striped hips lunging and lurching from side to side m a most suggestive display.

"Seven," Master Dickon announced.

The next three lashes were more slowly dealt. Tom applied them from the shoulderblades to the dimpled hollow of the satiny, creamy waist. Each left angry, blazing stripes against the tender, sensitive white skin, and each drew sobbing cries, heartrending pleas and plaints which attested to Gloria Tahnadge's suffering. By now, though she still strove with all her might to hide her pussy against the wooden upright of the whipping post, she was beginning to forget the shame of her posture and attire, for the birch had generated a most discomforting heat in her tender flesh.

Ten cuts remained. Tom studied his weapon, observed that some of the ends of the switches were frayed and some of the twigs scattered in his vigorous application. He dipped the birch into the bucket of brine, shook it out, and some of the drops fell on Gloria's naked hips and sides, making her groan and sob even more piteously.

Satisfied that the rod would suffice for the remaining ten lashes, the young assistant once more resumed his place at the girl's left, and now extended the rod to press it against the small of Gloria's ivory back.

"Ohh, n-no, no, merciful God in heaven, hear my prayer and spare me such suffering." the girl sobbed piteously.

Swissh! With all his strength, as if he had determined to draw the very plaudits of Charlotte Sophia with that single stroke, Tom applied the rod viciously against the hollow of the culprit's bare back Gloria Talmadge lunged madly against the whipping post, dragging on her bound wrists, head fallen back, eyes rolling and glassy with tears as she uttered a wild, wordless cry of torment.

Nine cuts remained. Slowly, seeming to prolong the interval between lashes, Tom inflicted the next six to back and shoulders; till at last, the sixteenth lash fell on the prisoner's naked bottomcheeks. But this time he applied the lashes diagonally, first attacking the right hemisphere, leaping the switches over the tightening, shadowy furrow which led to her virgin bottomhole, dealing thus two strokes from right to left.

Again he paused, and moved to the right. He inflicted the last two lashes from left to right, leaping the rod across the huddling, inflamed hemispheres. Each of the strokes drew piercing screams, incoherent pleas for mercy.

Despite the severity with which he had flogged the naked brunette, Tom glanced at his master to call the latter's attention to the fact that nowhere had he broken the skin. It was purplish and inflamed at many points where the twigs had nipped and where the long, slender withes had crisscrossed the previous marks. As he lowered the rod, Tom considered his handiwork and was secretly pleased with himself. This young bitch would have a difficulty in sitting down for quite some days. And she would need plenty of ungents and soothing salves before the skin of her back and bottom would lose the fiery heat he had engendered.

At Master Dickon's sign, two of the guards ascended the platform now, untied the half-fainting brunette and, forcing her to her knees, bound her hands once more behind her back. She must wait to watch the birchings of her two companions in crime, Beatrice Digby and Arabella Clarisson.

Swaying on her knees, head bowed, her naked titties heaving under the sobs she could no longer control, poor Gloria Talmadge writhed and wept as there, kneeling naked on the platform in view of the small but highly appreciative audience, she exhaled her agony. Nor was she conscious that as she knelt she exposed to glittering eves the thickly furred oasis of her virgin cunt.

The two guards now came forward to aid Tom in his preparation of Beatrice Digby, but he waved them aside with a contemptuous gesture. Bending toward her and seizing her wrists by the cord which bound them, he whispered, "On your feet, you yellow-haired vixen! You'll have Master Dickon to deal with." 

Using his knife again, as before, he treed her wrists, while the executioner tossed him two lengths of cord. As with Gloria, Beatrice found herself with wrists cruelly and tightly bound to the metal rings of, the crosspiece of the wrapping post, and then her own shameful martyrdom began in earnest.

Just as with Gloria, Beatrice's dress and chemise were ripped from her body, and then her camisole. A gasp of admiration greeted the appearance of her naked titties with their soft, pink, crinkly nipplebuds and their wide, dark-coral circles which limned those succulent tidbits.

She knew the futility of pleading to retain her drawers, but all the same she could not refrain from bursting into poignant tears when the young assistant ripped that final veil from her as she stood tractioned in cross, arching on tiptoes to ease the strain on her arm and shoulder muscles, naked save for stockings, rosette garters and shoes at the whipping post.

Beatrices bottom was magnificently rotund in its exuberant but flawlessly proportioned contours. It was a bottom that fairly cried out for the rod, and Master Dickon deliberated over it for a considerable period of time before he finally walked to the buckets and selected the instrument he meant to use on Beatrice's naked seat.

Beatrice seemed to try to hold her breath, and she clenched herself tightly and arched herself forward, so the dark golden curls which hid her plump, soft virgin cunt could be hidden by the whipping post. But she could not control the sporadic agitation of her naked times, which rose and fell with increasing turbulence as she heard Master Dickon move about her.

For her broader, rounder bottom, he had selected a heavier birch. Placing his hand on the nape of her neck, he growled, "One and twenty, and you shall count them yourself to see that I'm accurate, wench!"

Laving the rod across the broadest part of Beatrice's behind, the Royal Executioner kept the poor girl in suspense a long moment, until he finally drew back his arm and dealt her a sweeping cut across the top of her thighs. Beatrice had not been expecting this, and the atrocious burn and agony of that perfidious cut drew a scream of pain from her, as she tried uselessly to jerk free. The second lash caught her across the shoulder blades and drew a strangled scream and a convulsive twisting about of her naked body. But Master Dickon had been jesting when he had told her to call out the count: it was his own official task to make sure the royal edict was carried out to the letter.

"Two!" he announced. Then, leaning toward the whimpering Beatrice, "I'm going to make that bottom of yours bleed my girl. It's a superb backside, made for a good birching. I warrant, had your mother and father dealt you such when you were a child, you would not be here then dawning!"

Before the unfortunate, naked blonde could speak, Master Dickon had applied the lash squarely across the base of both huddling bottomglobes. Beatrice Digby lunged forward with a choking cry, twisting her face over her shoulder to stare piteously at the executioner, while her fingers clawed the air.

One could hear the panting, heavy breathing of the spectators in the loges and in the windows beyond the scaffold. Master Dickon showed his full artistry now. Sometimes he would prolong the moment of waiting to a full minute, while poor Beatrice Digby whimpered softly, "Oh, my God, finish it, finish it!"

Again, he would lay two or three quick lashes on without pausing, but each attacking her at a different vulnerable and tender area of her pink-sheened body. One blow bit against the middle of her back, the tips of the switches whisking round to sting her waist and tender side. The very next, with scarcely any pause, slashed diagonally from left to right over the huddling hillocks of her bare bottom. A third, with hardly a pause, attacked the upper curves of her shuddering thighs. She began to caper from foot to foot, desperately trying to escape the burning lashes of the birch.

By the tenth lash, her cries were louder and shriller than poor, weeping Gloria's. Out of the first ten strokes, Master Dickon had laid six over the jutting roundities of her velvety smooth bottom-globes. Their contractions, their yawning and shrinking uncontrollably, provided a salacious treat for the rusty males in the eager audience. And for the executioner himself, as well for though Master Dickon was a bachelor and shunned by women who knew his occupation, there were times when he would journey to some remote village in the provinces to carry out the execution of some notable culprit, and then he would act the gallant with some none-too-discerning tavern wench or farmer's daughter.

His eyes blazed with lust through the slits of the hood and he resumed Beatrice's flogging. The last ten cuts were mercilessly prolonged to almost a full minute between stripes. Nine of them fell on that shuddering, welted, squirming, jerking bare bottom, and the last slashed across the tops of Beatrice's straining and flexing thighs, tearing from her a veritable yell of frantic, intolerable suffering.

Sweat glistened on her welted body as she sagged from the whipping post, head bowed, knees bending. Her buttocks were bid now, the stripes turning from crimson almost to purple. Here and there a drop of blood pearled at the interstice of some of the striata. The bulky rod was frayed and a profusion of twigs lay scattered on the floor beneath the writhing, inflamed burning bottom.

"And now for you, my red-haired pretty," Master Dickon softly growled as he stared covetously at the trembling Arabella Clarisson. His assistant cut the bonds that held Beatrice Digby's wrists to the crossarms and, forcing her to her knees, the young assistant corded her wrists behind her back and left her there with Gloria to agonize and to sob heartrendingly at the torment of their young virgin bodies ... and to expose, heedlessly now because the suffering was so great, the dark gold and the jet black tufts of pussyhair which shielded their maiden lovecenters.

"Come along, Mistress Arabella," Master Dickon chuckled in rare good humor, "you are the oldest, you have the most strokes, and I shall honor you with the full strength of my arm. Prepare her, Tom." 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX

 

The two naked ladies-in-waiting who had already received their birching. Beatrice Digby and Gloria Talmadge, lay on their sides, their wrists bound behind their backs, naked except for their hose and garters and shoes, to one side of the whipping post. Their groans and tears and lamentations could be heard in the uneasy silence of the royal court yard. And now it was the turn of the ringleader, the beautiful twenty-three-year-old Arabella, whose temperament was as fiery as her hair and who now would be called upon to prove her courage. She could see the eyes of the spectators greedily staring at the two squirming, shamefully naked bodies, she could see the creamy skin of Gloria marked with the now livid welts of the birching, and the soft pink skin of Beatrice, that exquisite blonde with such a gentle and docile nature, angrily striated. They were past caring now that they showed their pussies to the gloating spectators, for not only had shame crushed them but the atrocious pain of the flogging had attenuated their sexual excitement.

She stood, very pale, her head held high, as the young assistant executioner approached her, cut the bonds at her wrists and then grasped her by her left wrist to lead her to the post. "I won't resist." she whispered, "just get it over with as swiftly as you can, please."

"I'm sorry, my lady, my heart's not in this work. You and those two there are quality, and shouldn't have to be treated like—well—low hussies." Tom muttered back. He made fast work of affixing her wrists to the metal rings set at each end of the crossarm of the whipping post. Then, with an apologetic. "Forgive me, my lady," he set his hands to the neck of her gown and ripped it down with a brutal tug. Arabella closed her eyes and took a long deep breath to fortify herself. She gasped again because the young assistant once again seized the tattered gown at the hips and tore it down to her ankles, then tugged it off her body.

In order to shorten the atrocious ritual of "preparation" for the birching. Arabella had left off her stays and petticoats, as, indeed, had Gloria, and Beatrice before her. She, like they, wore just a chemise, and a thin camisole under it — a kind of jacket with straps which covered the bosom and the back down to about the midriff — her drawers, hose, garters and shoes. Now it was the time for the chemise to be ripped off; and a gasp of admiration, loud enough to attract the attention of the beautiful red-haired prisoner at the post, rose at the sight of this voluptuous, lithe, graceful body so tautly presented with extended arms, on tiptoe, all her fine, agile muscles quivering and in play, in this scanty and provocative dishabille.

Charlotte Sophia leaned forward over the windowsill to follow the stripping of this proud vixen who, in her opinion, was the worst of the lot, the one who had instigated this ridiculous trick which had so insulted her regal person. She wished she had made it the cat-of-nine-tails instead of the birch, and doubted the number of lashes instead of only twenty-three, one for each of Arabella's age. But at least, she-thought grimly to herself, the little Dime would receive many more lashes under the hot South Carolina sun, toiling on one of those cotton or tobacco plantations. She had given orders to the Lord Chamberlain to see to it that Arabella's indenture, even more that the lot of the other girls, be directed towards one of the harshest task masters, so that Arabella might well expiate her sin.

The young assistant now ripped away the camisole, and an even louder gasp rose at the sight of Arabella's magnificent titties, their dainty coral points stiffening with the cool air of this cloudy May morning. What magnificent, erect and arrogant globes they were, hard pears of pale creamy flesh flecked delicately with myriad rosy nuances, that exquisite speckling of epidermis which attested to the natural tint of Arabella's hair and the pigmentation which supplemented it!

Her sweet belly was flat, and the dainty niche of her navel was exposed, an adorable eye which seemed to wink at the avid spectators, very narrow and deep, so furtive that My Lord Bruce Warrington, the first comptroller of the Royal Treasury, who had a penchant for thrusting his turgid penis into the bellybutton of his concubines and there achieving orgasmic fulfillment, seriously doubted that the sweet circumference of Arabella's navel would allow such introduction.

Master Dickon, who was examining the remaining birch rods soaking in the two brine-filled buckets in order to select a proper instrument for the fustigation of Arabella Clarisson's behind, now called out in a low voice to Tom. "Don't rush things so, man! Let 'em enjoy the baggage's bare skin! Let her wriggle about a bit before you take down her drawers. You'll have a better tip for your work, take it from an old hand at the trade!" 

Arabella's lovely creamy cheeks turned scarlet with mortification as she overheard this obscene suggestion. She steeled her muscles as she pressed herself against the rough upright post, finding that she had been bound so tightly at the wrists and in such a pose that she had to exert all her muscular strength to stand on tiptoe if she did not wish the tight cords about her sensitive wrists to chafe and dig cruelly into the tender skin.

The spectators could see through the tightly molding white batiste sheath of Arabella's drawers the magnificent choreography of her buttocks, those solid and enticingly contoured ovals with which her long, supple and beautifully sculptured thighs merged in such harmonious juncture and it promised a highly entertaining spectacle when the drawers should be removed and those pale white, rosy-flecked bottomglobes should quake and contract and jiggle and dance under the stinging switches of the executioner's birch.

Arabella Clarisson waited in a growing agony of suspense, praying that it would be over. Half a dozen times she was on the point of crying out to the executioner to begin the punishment, that it might be the sooner over. But each time she checked herself, knowing that the malevolent Charlotte Sophia would only find therefrom a sadistic delight in knowing her victim so afflicted by the mental torment which always augmented the physical.

The cool air laved her titties, flinting the coral buds in those dark-coral aurolae. As she pressed herself, the sides of her titties rubbed against the rough wood, reminding her of where she was and what awaited her. and she shuddered violently at this foretaste of pain to come.

"Oh. God. let it start, let it start before I cry out and shame myself before that vicious sow! Arabella thought as she prayed to retain her sanity in this awful moment of degradation. And as if in answer to her prayer, she suddenly felt the strong fingers of the young executioner's assistant on the waistband of her drawers. He pulled the waistband open, grabbed the tops and then slowly peeled the garment down from the glories of her jutting bottom ovals. Slowly, like a connoisseur delectating over that Callyphygian regalia. Tom drew the sheath down inch by inch so that those who watched might rhapsodize over the gradual unveiling of the firm, quivering, satiny oval hillocks! Arabella tensed herself, and arched her loins forward in an instinctive virginal attempt to hide the dark-red curls of her maiden bush from those besmirching eyes. Now she felt her drawers slither to her ankles, where they remained out of a refinement which the executioner himself designated with a gesture of his hand.

And she stood ready for the birch, naked to the stocking tops, the lovely, deeply hollowed spinal column making her back a wonderful canvas of soft creamy flesh, which culminated in those two temptingly ripe and firm, succulent bottom ovals with their gradually broadening furrow hiding its mystery in the ambery-shadowy groove which separated them.

All was in readiness now, and the spectators were agog with libidinous excitement. For Arabella Clarisson was the most beautiful of the trio, the oldest, the most courageous, and. it was well known, the ringleader of all these merry pranks which had finally boomeranged to bring her to this demeaning scaffold before the members of the court and the royal household.

Master Dickon rose, having selected the birch. It was a long and supple sheaf of switches, about seven of them carefully selected and profusely twigged so that the green buds would add additional sting to the tender quivering flesh of the naked prisoner. He brandished it in the air. whistled it over his head, as he slowly approached, with a heavy and ponderous dignity befitting his royal service. Here, in his opinion, was a magnificent bottom on which to work, one on which he could show the full gamut of his mastery. The girl's skin was delicate and delightfully sensitive, he was certain. And now he took his place at Arabella's left, his eyes feasted on the tensing ovals consigned to his punitive arm. observing with a silence view the resilience of the flesh, the contortions and the twitchings and palpitations which pervaded Arabella's naked flesh and which, in his role of torturer and executioner, told him much about the victim's temperament and her ability to withstand the flogging.

"You will count twenty-three, Tom," he announced in his gruff voice. Arabella again drew a long breath and tremblingly tightened her muscles, arching on tiptoe, her calves and thighs quivering with the tension of her muscular resistance to the rod. She bowed her head, as in meditation, her eyes tightly closed. But she could hear the murmur of voices, unintelligible and yet, she knew, commenting on her naked charms, speculating on her ability to endure the flogging without crying out or pleading for mercy. And she knew that Charlotte Sophia was surely still watching at that window, waiting to gloat on her torture. She would bite her tongue off before she would utter a single supplication for leniency.

Master Dickon was in no hurry. He had already demonstrated excellent skill with Arabella's predecessor, and a glance at the still whimpering naked girl lying to one side on the scaffold beyond the post told him that she, at any rate, had no reason for complaining over her due. But this girl, the Lord Chamberlain had informed him, deserved the full brunt of the rod, a chastisement that would be unforgettable and recall to her, during her years of servitude in the colonies, the crime of lese-majeste which she had dared against her sovereign to whom she owed all fealty and respect.

He lowered the birch to the floor of the scaffold taking careful aim, while Arabella waited, setting her teeth against her underlip, her delicate nostrils dilating with the afflux of quickened breathing, the understandable sign of this atrocious and frightening, suspense.

As the naked red-haired beauty waited, she heard a chorused gasp of "Aahhh!" and with a shuddering anguish knew what it betokened: the rod had risen in the air and was en route to deliver its first biting kiss. And then she felt the scalding-hot dash of the supple switches curl across both buttocks, just below the hips, and the shock of it forced a convulsive jerk of her naked body against the whipping post and drew a stifled "Ohh!" from her compressed lips.

"One!" the executioner's assistant called out in a ringing voice.

Master Dickon lowered the rod and studied the tensing creamy bottom before him. The first cut had left thin parallel bright pink streaks over both cheeks of Arabella's bare behind, and they were deepening now and darkening as the cool air caressed the palpitating flesh. He could see how the muscles of her sinuous calves flexed and shifted as she prepared herself for the next cut. and he smiled dourly to himself. She was a proud upstart, a fancy, pampered vixen who doubtless had never known such castigation. He would have her howling before a baker's dozen, or his name was not Reuben Dickon. Nor had he been called by his Christian name since his mother's death; as an apprentice in his teens, he had served as an undertaker's assistant and thus learned his first crude lessons in human anatomy which were to stand him in such good stead when, a dozen years later, he was appointed as assistant executioner at Sheffield. And then, five years thereafter, when the chief executioner had fallen ill from too much wine, he had topped off five highwaymen one after the other in chains from the gibbet, and then tied them to remain as grim warnings for those who would lurk in ambush upon the King's highway to rob a coach. He had put many women to the torture before hanging or burning them, and only the month before he had racked a handsome matron in her mid-thirties condemned for the crime of poisoning her husband with arsenic. He had prolonged her ordeal for more than two hours until she had died shrieking in torment. He did not doubt that this proud baggage would be shrieking ere long.

Grinding his teeth together, he stepped forward and sent the birch whistling across the base of Arabella's naked behind. Again she jerked convulsively against the whipping post, grinding her furry snatch against the chafing wood, her head lifting a little, and her eyes opening under the ferocious stinging impact of the switches on her soft sensitive skin. But this time she had been prepared for it and she had-ground her teeth too to hold back any outcry. Nonetheless, the uncontrollable shivering along her thighs and calves and into the cheeks of her tightening buttocks told the executioner that she had not been impervious to the stroke.

"Two!" Tom announced.

There was a long pause until the next stroke, and Arabella nervously shifted from foot to foot, harassed by the stricture of her tender wrists against the cold heavy iron rings at the cross-arm. She bowed her head, she drew several deep breaths and prepared herself for the onslaught of that wicked, swishing rod. Out of maiden modesty, she continued to contract the muscles of her bottom to hide the shameful intimacy of the mysterious, shadowy crease between the oval globes. Master Dickon smiled again. She was an obdurate piece, this one! And judging from the way she squirmed and jerked that sweet arse of hers, he would wager his entire fee for this morning's work that she'd never been so much as bare-bottom smacked by her folks when she was a child. Else she would know that the stiffening of the muscles only makes the rod bite the more greedily and cause the more pain.

Then suddenly he lofted the rod, waved it in the air, and brought it down with a direct vertical sweep over the left buttock, the tips of the switches biting against the tender side and the edge of the hipbone, the full impact of the withes harshly stinging the plump firm curve of the summit. Once again taken by surprise. Arabella Clarisson jerked convulsively, and turned her face slightly to the left, as a stifled moan rose in her throat. Her nostrils flared and shrank as she fought for breath, and she was forced to shift from foot to foot to ease the now aching bite of the cords around her slender wrists.

"Three!" Tom announced.

Instantly, with hardly a moment of respite. Master Dickon whirled the birch above his head, and then drove it down on the right buttock, in exact counterpart to the previous blow. Arabella writhed and twisted violently from side to side, the firm mounds of her bottom jiggling and quaking in this peroration, and again her head rose, her eyes very wide now and blurred with tears, while a strangled "Ohh!" was finally wrested from her as Tom called out the fourth stroke.

Gloria and Beatrice watched from where they lay, their own pain momentarily forgotten as they perceived the stoic courage of their dearest friend. And they, like the spectators, gasped aloud as they saw the hooded executioner step back, the birch extended horizontally in the air and then step forward to deliver a sweeping slash over the base of both huddling naked creamy globes.

"Oh—ahh!" Arabella Clarisson gasped aloud, and for the first time she glanced nervously back over her shoulder to see the dread figure of the executioner.

Master Dickon smiled with satisfaction. The little baggage felt that one, there was no doubt about it. And the striata left by the switches had now created a lascivious pattern on the pale creamy, rosey-speckled bare flesh of that voluptuously provocative posterior. She had eighteen cuts left, and he meant to give her three or four on the back and shoulders and perhaps one or two across the thighs before concentrating all the rest on that saucy arse.

In the pavillion of spectators, one of the foot-soldiers was whispering to a lace-capped chambermaid. "Poor wench, and all because of a spiteful Hanoverian who doesn't know how to take a good English joke! 'Tis a pity to see such a lovely backside ruined by the rod."

"If you are so sympathetic towards backsides. Master Brendon." the sparkling-eyed black-haired maid impishly retorted, "you may see mine tonight in my chamber when all the rest have gone to sleep. But only if you use another rod. more merciful and less blemishing to my soft flesh, hark you!"

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

Again Master Dickon paused, lowering the rod to the floor of the scaffold while he contemplated the effects of the first five cuts on Arabella Clarisson's naked bottom. The weals were darkening now. and showed up in salacious contrast to the pale creamy expanse of that magnificent behind which had not yet been touched. He had made a kind of geometric pattern, with the two vertical cuts barring each globe in a downward sweep, and then the three parallel strokes across the tops of the hips, the very center of her bottom, and the base. Where next the birch would strike that voluptuous backside of hers, there would be intersecting streaks which would cut the finely grained skin and at last draw blood, he knew.

But now, to vary the fustigation, he raised the rod overhead and swept it around and then from right to left across her bare shoulders. Arabella had not expected this variation in the punishment; as a consequence, the bruising shock of the switches falling en masse over her gracefully slim shoulders drove her forward so that her titties mashed their impetuous crests against the heavy wooden whipping post, and a barely audible groan of "Aahhh!" was torn from her trembling lips.

"Six!" the young assistant declaimed.

The seventh blow followed at once, across the waist, and so adroitly placed that the tips of the supple withes licked round Arabella's naked side and onto her belly. Her face twisted with anguish, as her body convulsively jerked from side to side and she seemed to arch her loins against the post as her head tilted back, her eyes filling with tears, her nostrils flaring and a sobbing "Ohhh!"' announced her feverish discomfort. The streaks left by the switches on her fair skin were bright under the cool air and the leaden sky. and they would darken with the caress of the air upon the sensitive flesh. The executioner's assistant announced the seventh stroke.

Now Master Dickon contemplated the gracefully chisled thighs, wonderfully supple and lithe, admiring the dainty pale blue rosette garters adjusted at the stocking tops to keep the gill's hose without wrinkle on those long lovely legs. He would make them caper before the count had reached the twenty-third stroke! And to that end, slowing raising the rod, he cut from right to left across both naked upper thighs, just below the base of that jutting vulnerable and already piteously welted backside.

"Ohh my God, ohh!" for the first time Arabella Clarisson cried out and shrilly under that furious slash. A woman's thighs are often more tender than her bottom, and the proud coppery-haired lady-in-waiting had never before known the ignominy or the burning bite of the punitive rod on her fair skin. She executed an awkward jump from foot to foot, almost like a grotesque peasant dance, her naked titties jiggling, her quivering bottom-cheeks jouncing and contracting voluptuously, and the murmur of the spectators grew louder as they delectated over this visible weakening under the lash. They longed to see the blood flow, longed for desperate cries for mercy, longed to watch her naked, gloriously exciting body jump and twist and jerk and then finally, frantically, seek to evade the furious slashes of the birch. There was no pity' in their hearts for Arabella Clarisson; she was now only a naked, female body sentenced to be whipped, condemned to be degraded for their pleasure, and they were impatient to have her taste the full lees of the bitter draught of suffering and ignominy. Master Dickon was perspiring under his hood, and he examined the rod, which had begun to fray. Many green buds and a few twigs lay scattered on the floor of the scaffold around the whipping post. He cast aside the birch and walked back toward the two buckets of brine to select another, meanwhile gesturing to his assistant to bring him a flagon of ale which had been placed by a guardsman on the edge of the scaffold near the steps. He found another rod as supple and as murderously flexible, swishing it about in the air, and then replaced it in the bucket while he strode back to quaff his ale. Arabella bowed her head and groaned aloud, desperately praying for strength for the remainder of her lashing. Fifteen more lashes, fifteen horrid biting kisses of that fiendishly stinging, burning rod. And an eternity of despondent shame and degradation as her body, unable to do her bidding longer as her will weakened before the onslaught of pain and suffering, twisted and jerked like a puppet to the tune which the rod would call.

He drank half the flagon, then wiped his coarse mouth with the back of his gloved hand, set the flagon down, and went back to the bucket to retrieve the new rod. Again he swished it in the air to shake out the last drops of brine, then gave it two or three trial cuts in the air, making it whistle. Arabella Clarisson turned her tear-stained, contorted face to the right to watch his grim preliminary to the resumption of her fustigation.  Then, with a shudder, she bowed her head and closed her eyes again, twisting her wrists and trying to adjust them to some degree of comfort against the chafing cords which fixed them to the metal rings of the whipping post. Now again silence fell as expectancy gripped the spellbound audience. And Queen Charlotte Sophia watched too, hypnotized in her sadistic delight at observing the prolongation of this so well deserved punishment to that red-haired Dime. 

Once again, Arabella could tell by the taut silence around her that the birch was about to resume its hellish work. And even as she thought this, the ninth stroke fell solidly across the center of her bottomcheeks, the twigs whisking round towards her tender groin, delivered with full force, and driving her with a spasmodic, wrenching lunge of her naked body against the whipping post. "Oh God. oh God! Give me strength!"' she cried aloud, raising her tear-drenched eyes to the cloudy sky above, and her fingers clawed the air as she uncontrollably jerked at her bound wrists. The muscles of her bottom spasmed, as did those of her thighs and calves, and for a moment the streaked and quivering bottom ovals formed a rigid mass of tender flesh furiously resisting the pitiless cruelty of the lashing.

"Nine!" Tom pronounced.

Without respite, Master Dickon whirled the rod about his head, stepped forward and sent it sweeping over the very same spot where the previous stroke had bitten.

"AAARRRHHH!!! OHH, HOW IT TEARS MY POOR FLESH!!! GOD HAVE PITY ON ME!" Arabella Clarisson screamed, in her exorbitant agony. She had ground her pussy against the whipping post, and now she twisted and rubbed herself as if in the salacious act of onanism, while her naked titties heavingly flattened against the unyielding wood, her head fell back, her eyes widely dilated and blinded with tears, and she shifted from foot to foot in a desperate attempt to find some solace in the cruellv constrained position which made her so vulnerable to the wickedly whistling birch.

All that she could think of was that thirteen more blows of that terrible rod remained, and that already after ten her bottom and shoulders and thighs felt scorched, and her muscles were aching from the repeated stress she placed upon them in preparing herself to meet .the burning shock of those licking, searching withes which curled around her tender flesh so pitilessly.

With it, too, was the frantic and desperate wish to conceal as much of her private person as she could from these jeering eyes, and that was why she rubbed her pussy and flattened her titties against the whipping post. But oh, if they would only untie her wrists, she would gladly hug the post and bear the thrashing courageously, for her wrists ached so cruelly and she was sure the skin was broken from the twisting of the thin strong cords into her flesh as she writhed and jerked under the blows from Master Dickon.

The eleventh lash was atrocious. She heard the whistling Huishhh and immediately pressed herself forward, but that still did not give her defense enough against the horrid pain. It was like a scalding douse, applied horizontally just below the plumpest curves of both bottom summits, and it made her cry out hoarsely again, wordlessly, for she had rebuked herself for calling for mercy after the previous stroke. Her ears were buzzing and her temples were pounding as she heard Tom call out "Eleven!"

And now again without respite, hardly had his last syllable echoed into silence, than the birch resumed its diabolical torment of her tethered naked body, sweeping from on high and diagonally from right to left down both shuddering and welted bottomglobes.

"Oh dear God. oh how I suffer!" she cried aloud in her despair, knowing even as she uttered the words that Charlotte Sophia was relishing them, mocking her suffering, gloating over it and yearning for more to be inflicted.

"Twelve!" the executioner's assistant called out.

Once again Master Dickon lowered the birch, studied it critically, and then moved back to the edge of the scaffold to stoop, retrieve his flagon, and to empty it, almost in a single draught. Refreshed, he set it down with a clatter and then returned to the whipping post. Arabella had turned her head over her shoulder to follow him and when her eyes met his hooded face and she could see the glitter of his beady eyes through the slits in that hood, she uttered a groaning sob and quickly bowed her head and closed her eyes, trembling fitfully as she strained on tiptoe. The muscles of her calves ached furiously, and her kneehollows felt weak and trembling. But above all else was the flaming fury which these last few cuts attacking her naked posterior had inflicted.

She heard him chuckle. It was with satisfaction, for he had his purpose. He had made this baggage, this flouncy lady-in-waiting to a queen, wriggle and cry out for mercy. The eleven remaining blows of the birch would make her grovel. Before he finished, she would babble that she would even give her body to him if he would suspend the birch. And this would be his final triumph before his sovereign.

Sadistically, he extended the rod of switches, and laid them solidly across the base of that magnificent and now cruelly streaked bare bottom. Arabella caught her breath, and gave a sobbing little whimper as again she stiffened herself and arched tightly against the post, her pussycurls rubbing convulsively in her agitation. Her teeth were chattering now. and a cool wind from the northeast had come up. but it did not sooth the furious smarting and burning of her whipped bare bottom.

Swishhh! The thirteenth stroke was given after a pause of thirty' seconds, during most of which time Master Dickon had kept the rod pressed against the area he had selected for his cut. But it was backhanded, from left to right, with the full strength of wrist, and his dexterity made her cry out again, hoarsely and wordlessly, once again turning her tearstained contorted face back over her shoulder to implore him with her agonized eyes.

Now he paused again, and with his left gauntleted hand rubbed his sweating forehead. He would have preferred to have been stripped to the waist, even cool as it was for a May morning, but it had been the edict of the Lord Chamberlain that he would wear this funeral garb to strike terror in the hearts of the young culprits.

Ten more lashes. Arabella thought to herself. Oh, dear God in heaven, give me strength, or let me faint under the birch so that I am not conscious of my shame and my suffering. 

But he let her agonize there for a full minute before he applied the fourteenth stroke of the rod, and this one too slashed across the base of her bottom but from right to left.

"AIIIII! OHH, I CANNOT STAND SUCH PAIN, OH LET ME DIE!!!"

Her call was raucous, and her body clashed against the wooden post as she lunged forward, twisting her hips, rubbing her pussy furiously and lewdly against the chafing wood. Her fingernails dug into the post, as she jerked at her wrists, and the cords had bitten so deeply so that the flesh was bluish and swollen.

"Fourteen," Tom enumerated in a clear voice.

Only nine left now. If only he would whip her somewheres else, she prayed. But Master Dickon wished to crown his handiwork with so able a thrashing as would send this arrogant and fancy jade off to the colonies with a bottom well marked to show her future master what an undisciplined baggage she was. Swiftly this time, the fifteenth lash was delivered, over the tops of Arabella's squirming hips, and a sobbing wail was torn from her. as she seemed to shift from foot to foot in a jerky, dance-like step that drew coarse jeers and hoarse, lascivious comments from the gaping audience.

Again she raised her eyes to the skies, but there was no sun to shine upon her. The air was cooler now, but again it could not alleviate the agony of her burning bottom. Even to move from foot to foot was torment, even to stress her muscles of calves and thighs cost her acute torture as the muscles of her bottom twitched and contracted, sending frightful new waves of suffering through the now livid, violently striated flesh. Only here and there, in obscenely pale patches, could untouched flesh be seen on the shuddering oval cheeks of her naked behind.

By way of raillery at her weakening to his strength, Master Dickon applied the next blow squarely across the middle of her naked back, and she twisted frantically, shaking herself as if to disperse the burning fury of the switches; her head turned to one side, and a sobbing cry of "Oh God, oh God, pity a helpless girl who suffers beyond her due!"

And from the second floor of the palace. Charlotte Sophia gloatingly cried out. "You have not yet begun to know what suffering is, you shameless young Dirne! Master Dickon. I wish to see the blood spurt from that waggling backside!"

The hooded executioner turned and bowed, saluted with the frayed rod. Casting it aside, he went to the brine-filled buckets and chose a bulkier birch, swished it in the air, and then planted himself to the left of the now sobbing, writhing, half-fainting red-haired prisoner.

With all his strength, he now delivered each of the remaining cuts, with hardly a pause between each, across the broadest curves of those bewitchingly impudent, resilient hillocks of Callyphygian beauty, and under each Arabella Clarisson shrieked like a lost soul, capering, dancing from foot to foot, twisting her ravaged, teardrowned face back to implore mercy, sobbing, groaning through her choking plaints, as blood pearled indeed from the many savage crisscrossings of the striata dealt by those biting switches.

And when at last Tom called out, "And twenty-three," the beautiful young ringleader in the prank to steal Charlotte Sophia's jewels hung from the crossbeam of the whipping post, her body sagging, blood staining the fine silk of her hose.

The Queen's vengeance had come full measure. And now, its aftermath was to surpass even that monstrous shame and suffering, under the bondage of indenture in the colony of South Carolina!

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT

 

The Orion took forty days and nights to make the journey from the English port to Charleston. And the three former ladies-in-waiting to Queen Charlotte Sophia spent that seemingly never-ending time in the brig of the ship, wearing the shackles and leg gyves of common felons. That, too, was a parting stroke of malice on the part of the Hanoverian woman whom they had so mortally offended.

There had been no time to say farewell to their parents. After the flogging of Arabella to the blood and her subsequent swoon under the final strokes of the rod wielded vindictively by Master Dickson, the three naked beauties had been garbed in shifts by the soldiers who had stood at the foot of the scaffold during the chastisement, and taken at once to the harbor at Portsmouth by fast carriage, where an elderly ship's physician awaited them. Fortunately, the three young women were in superb health, and their vitality, the physician knew, would soon be restored after the shock and the brutality and the degradation had become distant in the mind.

He soothed their wounds, and half an hour later, pale and trembling, clad only in those rough shifts and in heavy work shoes and the cheapest hose, they were conveyed aboard the Orion whose stern, bearded and austerely churchgoing captain regarded them contemptuously once he had learned what manner of prisoners they were. To profess his loyalty to the Crown, he was the one who had suggested the hold of the ship for their incarceration, though the Lord Chamberlain's stipulation was only that they be shackled. It would have been well within his province to grant them the relative comfort of a cabin, but he righteously declaimed. "They shall have no comforts aboard this vessel which flies the British lion! They have offended their sovereigns, and I will treat them as I would the lowliest traitor."

And so, for the three gently bred young beauties, the nightmare had continued. Only once a day, in the late afternoon, were they taken out on deck for air, and this only for reasons of health, for the captain, too, desired them to suffer to the fullest extent the ordeal to which they had been condemned. Nor were they given tidbits and wine, such as the elegant passengers above them enjoyed: slops, salt pork, boiled potatoes, coarse-biscuits and coffee made of chicory or at best some weak tea comprised their fare aboard the Orion. Worst of all, for their modesty's sake, two sailors were assigned to guard the brig, and it was an agony for Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria to have to attend to their natural functions squatting over a pail, within view of the jeering and lewdly watching men who guarded them.

When they went out on deck for that brief hour in the afternoon, there was a new affront to their virginities: the leg gyves and the shackles linking their delicate wrists were removed, and restored when they were returned to their dungeon, but the sailors who removed those fetters took ample advantage of the helplessness of the captives by stealthily fondling the calves and thighs of the three beauties, and even, on occasion, brushing their coarse hands against the heaving bosoms of the three unfortunate young virgins. The angry and indignant protests they made availed them nothing, and one of the sailors went so far as to threaten them with a good catting at the mast if they dared complain any more, saying that he would himself tell the captain that they had rebelled and insulted the worthy seamen of the Orion. 

But, just as the old ship's physician had predicted, Arabella and Beatrice and Gloria regained their strength within a week after the departure of the vessel across the stormy Atlantic. The marks of the birching had virtually faded, except for Arabella, whose bottom Master Dickon had flogged with unusual severity. But what obsessed them most, once the pain had vanished and the marks very nearly with it, was the knowledge of their humiliation before the Court and, worst of all, their enforced separation from their families. They had been denied the right to pen a farewell letter to their families. There had been no time for that: and as felons who had incurred the wrath of the Queen, they were to be shown no marks of favor whatsoever. Perhaps in the Colonies, if they were fortunate enough to have their indentures sold to a lenient master, they might hope that he would send back on the next vessel news of their well-being to their families. But even that was a forlorn hope.

And then came the day when the vessel sighted the harbor of Charleston, and the captain himself came down the narrow wooden stairs to see them in. their cage — for such if was. His lips curled with scorn as he told them: "You'll be taken from here, directly we dock, to the High Sheriff of Charleston. I have under lock and key your papers of indenture, and he will take them from me as his commission from the Queen. But you must be made presentable, for you are filthy and slovenly, and you will bring no price at all in your present state. The men guarding you will take you to a tub, where you will wash yourselves. There will be clothing provided for you, nothing fancy, nothing for felons, but good homespun in which to make yourselves presentable for sale."

"Will we be allowed privacy to bathe ourselves, sir?" Arabella Clarisson humblv asked.

"You still fancy yourselves as ladies of quality, do you?" the captain sneered. "You are no familiar with the laws of the indenture, I can see. Let me tell you this for your own good, and mark it well, you wenches. Under the law of indenture, the master who buys your papers takes you on for the three years to which you have been sentenced. You owe him every obedience and humility. He has the right to have you flogged, and if you run away branded or even mutilated. And he may at his pleasure, if he finds you comely, take you to his bed. You are little better than slaves: nay, worse by far, for you are criminals and traitresses. My ad\пce to you is to keep your mouths shut, your eyes downcast, and to tell yourselves that you will do the work set to you with the utmost alacrity and gratitude. You will have your keep and your attire and a roof over your heads and a bed to sleep in, and — " here he could not refrain from taunting them with a sly arid lascivious hint of their future destiny, "if you make yourselves seemly in your masters' eye, you may change your own bed for a more comfortable one, and I have no doubt you will, doxies that you are to have so disgraced your good names by what you have done." 

Having so said, and satisfied with his righteousness, he gave an order, and the two sailors who had been guarding the three beauties unlocked the iron door of their cage and let them out in their shackles and gyves.

They were taken down a narrow corridor to a cabin in which stood a huge wooden tub filled with salt water. And there, to their eternal shame, Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria had, each in turn, once her fitters had been removed, to draw off her shift, her shoes and hose, and step naked into the tub to soap herself, all under the eyes of the two grinning sailors.

And once each unfortunate beauty had stepped out of the improvised bath and towelled herself, her wrist gyves were restored to her, until all three had completed this infamous toilette. One of the men then opened a seamen's chest in which lay the rough homespun gowns which the three young women were to wear, together with a single petticoat, a pair of drawers and a camisole, coarse woolen hose and the rough work shoes which, as one of the sailors mockingly told them, they would find useful in the tobacco and cotton fields of their master. The ruffian added, with a salacious wink at his companion, "Now, it well may be that if you are bold hussies and show him what you have just shown us, he will give you bedroom slippers instead of those rough shoes so that you may do your work in his bedchamber." And the laughter of the two sailors made the cheeks of these three unhappy and unjustly condemned beauties crimson with the deepest humiliation. Indeed, they felt as if they had lost their maidenheads without the act, having had to strip naked before these seamen and to endure the jeers and jibes during the entire agonizing journey across the ocean.

But it was Arabella again who regained her spirits at the thought of seeing the sun and in-hailing the fresh air of a new land.

"At least, Trice and Gloria," she encouraged them, once they were all garbed in their new finery, "it will not be the slums and the crowded streets of London. It is a new land, and perhaps we may find good fortune here. Once it has been forgotten what we did and how we paid for that, the three years will go swiftly. Be of good courage, as I shall be, for you are my dear friends, and you will share in good fortune as you have shared in misery, which I myself brought upon you. To this I pledge myself!"

'Time to go ashore, you jades." the sailor who had urged them to play the whore to their new master now commanded. "We won't put on the shackles, if you're good girls. We'll just tie your wrists behind your backs, and there'll be a rope around your waists when we march you off to the High Sheriff at the dock. Now, you must give us each a kiss for treating you like ladies of quality, mustn't they, Harry?" He turned to his crony with a leer.

"I, sir, would rather wear shackles than suffer your odious embrace, Arabella indignantly retorted.

"You watch your spiteful tongue, you red-haired bitch!" The sailor's face reddened with anger. "Mayhap you're longing to have your backside striped again. Well, maybe you didn't hear the captain aright. An indentured girl can be whipped whenever her master pleases. And I for one hope that you find a master who will beat you daily until you crawl to beg his pardon. You shall have shackles, then, you trifling slut!"

And since Beatrice and Gloria, too, would not yield a particle of virtue in suffering themselves to be embraced by these rude louts, it was in the leg irons and wrist gyves that they were led up to the deck and across the wide gangplank to the dock in the harbor of Charleston, which was to be their home for three painful years.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER NINE

 

Lady Meg Fairlieu reclined at her ease on the elegantly upholstered chaise longue, toying with the ivory handle of her black leather riding crop. The lash was flexible, and tapered to a pointed tip. It was about two feet long, and had the murderous bruising power of a stick, combined with the flexibility of pliant, handworked leather, together with the atrociously stinging tip. Its tri-fold powers of castigation were well known to Lady Meg's slaves.

She was twenty-six, with light brown hair which she secretly had cropped as short as a boy's. But the magnificent periwig which had been fitted for her by Charleston's finest coiffeuse flawlessly hid this secret mannerism, so that Lady Meg appeared to have silver-blonde curls falling in a graceful sweep to the nape of her slim neck, and a cluster of ringlets hiding each dainty little ear. She was in her chemise, made of the finest Valenciennes lace and Chinese silk, hand-embroidered with her monogram of "M F" in gold thread over her left breast. She was about five feet seven inches in height, slim and supple, with a slender, nervously muscled thighs and sleek calves that suggested more a youthful ephebus than a woman, and an equally compact, hard, small round pair of buttocks. Her breasts were no larger that ripe oranges, set widely apart on her chest, with narrow, pale coral aurolae and, paradoxically, voluptuously large nipples of extraordinary sensitivity. Her face was an insolent oval, with pronounced dominance of jawline, a small, thin mouth, aquiline nose with very thin wings. Her eyes were cold blue-gray, set closely together, and her brows were thin and exquisitely pencilled, while her lashes were short. Her voice was an imperious contralto. In all things, despite the elegance of her attire — for she was one of the richest young women in all of Charleston — Meg Fairlieu suggested the aloof intellectual who had no care for men.

And that was true. For Lady Meg Fairlieu had long since repudiated the male animal, ever since her thirteenth year when her portly, ruddy-faced uncle, then in his late forties and already suffering from the gout which was to kill him two years later, attempted to rape her while riding with her in a landau to his plantation. That experience had driven her down the devious and shadowy path of Lesbos, and she was now an embattled dominatress. Although her sexual penchants favored her own sex exclusively, she possessed a kind of curious dualism in her nature which made her particularly sadistic and jealous towards women more attractive than herself. And since she owned one of the largest plantations in South Carolina, she had seen to it that her cotton and tobacco fields were peopled with attractive slave girls, of both black and white color, so that she might have ample opportunity to exercise her venomous cruelty. Indeed, there was not a slave girl on her plantation who would not have given a good ten years of her life to exchange this tyrannical mistress for a benevolent master who would bed them and solace them in the way of a man with a maid instead of the depraved and cruel coercion to which Lady Meg Fairlieu subjected them when her lust grew overpowering.

Her father had been a devoted servant of the Crown, and had been given large tracts of land in the colony. Her mother had been a pallid aristocrat, a weakling who could not bear to leave the fashionable society of London behind her for the wilderness of South Carolina, and who had sickened and died two years after Meg's birth. Her father had had her care entrusted to a Negress, then in her early twenties, while he lived the life of a country gentleman, secure in his tenure, amusing himself with wenches whom he had brought to his bedchamber by his faithful valet. Too much drinking and wenching had taken him to a grave beside his wife's when Meg was just fourteen. Her uncle had then become her legal guardian, a year after his attempt at taking her tender maidenhead — an incident which she had kept secret from her doting father.

But the Negress who had been Meg's nurse and later became her governess had come from the West Indies, where voodoo and the curse of the obeah were the solace of the slave. Meg had cozened Alura to work a powerful conjure spell against her detested uncle, and he had died of a snake bite a year later.

Thereupon, his wife, a buxom and simple-minded woman in her early thirties, had assumed the role of guardian to the precocious and vengeful young girl. Meg had bided her time, and she and Alura had devised philters and charms to dupe Lady Betsy. By the time she was sixteen. Meg had brought her own aunt to a Lesbian bed and dominated her by the power of drugs and hypnotic spells which she learned from the faithful and handsome Negress. And when she was eighteen, she had poisoned Lady Betsy so cleverly that the attending physician had ascribed her aunt's death to a kind of anemia.

She had only one rival in power and wealth, Lady Louise Carlton, a tall, rather slender brunette endowed with a magnificently ripe bosom, a year older than herself, and also a Lesbian, who just last year had inherited two thousand acres of tobacco and cotton land upon the death of her elderly father. However, Louise Carlton had dallied with the male — and still did, for that matter — despite her preference for amorous affairs with her own tender sex. For that reason,   though  she coveted the ivoryskinned, aristocratic body of Louise Carlton, Lady Meg had no wish to enter into a sexual alliance, for to her any female who gave herself to the sullying embraces of a man was detestable.

Yet the rivalry of these two women was bitter, because Louise Carlton had dared to imitate the slim blonde heiress. Louise Carlton had learned that Lady Meg amused herself by training girls who would be garbed like human horses, pony girls, and would have them race against one another, the winner to receive a prize, the losers to be cruelly whipped. And so Louise Carlton had herself begun this diverting sport. At the coiffeuse just last week, Lady Meg had come face to face with her hated rival, and she had said, "You know, my dear Louise, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery. I should therefore be grateful to you. But I know that my own training is so far superior to yours that I shall challenge you one day to race your pony girls against mine, for whatever stakes shall please you."

The defy had been accepted laughingly, and Louise Carlton had boasted. "I am so certain that the girls I train can outrace yours, dear Meg, that I would almost wager myself as the stake, to be your bondslave for a month, if they should lose! Oh no, don't look so anxious, I'm not ready for that yet. But they're training diligently, dear Meg, and perhaps by the end of the summer I may make a formal challenge. Good day to you, my dear."

This memory rankled Lady Meg Fairlieu as she toyed with her riding crop, and her cold eyes narrowed as they fell upon her present maid, a pretty, docile Creole of twenty-two, named Selene, whom she had purchased just a month ago and whom, out of a sadistic refinement of anticipation, she had not yet broken in to the regimen of the lash. But this morning, with the thought of the visit to the wharf to see what recruits the Orion might bring, her hand fairly itched to use that crop across the opulently rounded bottom of the lovely and humbly self-effacing slave.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN

 

Lady Meg Fairlieu pursed her thin lips and studied her lovely new maid as the latter diligently dusted the boudoir table. Selene's back was towards her mistress, and she was clad only in sandals and a kind of curious and immodestly short red satin tunic, with shoulderstraps, its hems ending at her upper thighs. Thus when she bent, the tunic lofted to expose the voluptuous rondures of her coffeeskinned bottom as well as the provocative vista of the thick black curls which framed the pink lips of her virgin cunt. She had long, beautifully rounded thighs and slim calves, and her titties were high-perched set closely together, round and proudly erect, capped by brownish-orange and very wide love-circles in whose centers palpitated saucy, pert dark coral nipples. Lady Meg Fairlieu felt a stirring in her loins at the sight of that enticing half-nudity. And since she had purposely put off any physical emprise of the new slave till this moment, she determined now to state her cruel lust by subjecting the unsuspecting beauty to an ignominious and painful ordeal.

"You may stop that and come here to me, Selene!" she called.

"Yes, mistress, I come," Selene responded in a soft, low voice. Laying down the feather duster on the boudoir table, she hurried towards the chaise longue and knelt down before the autocratic young plantation owner.

Lady Meg transferred the ivory-handled riding crop to her left hand and extended her right to cup Selene's chin. Staring intently at that exquisite face, she demanded. "Have you ever had a man, Selene?"

"Oh no, mistress!" the girl quickly responded. An adorable blush tinged her rounded cheeks and she meekly lowered her large brown eyes.

"That's good." Lady Meg said huskily. "Because maybe I can teach you how to please me, since you haven't dirtied yourself with some filthy beast of a man. Go to the end of the chaise longue and kiss my bare feet. A new slave should show her mistress homage from time to time, you know. You have a very important position here as my personal maid, but you must earn it. Many girls would give a great deal to be as fortunate as you. Selene. Remember. I can always send you out to work in the fields, and then you'll have to pick your quota of tobacco or cotton or be whipped every night with a number of strokes corresponding to the number of pounds you failed to pick for your daily quota."

"Y-yes, m-mistress," Selene quavered. Her eyes were wide and questioning, and she had begun to tremble. Many of the other household servants had whispered to her of the heinous cruelties of which this aristocratic white woman was capable. Selene had been fortunate in her servitude thus far, but from this hour forth her destiny would be agonizingly changed simply because of the despotic whim of this perverse slaveholder.

However, this first command, though it implied a humiliation, was not yet an abhorrent ordeal for the lovely Creole. Lady Meg had daintily chiseled feet, and her body was always elegantly perfumed and creamed. Last night Selene herself had assisted two other girls in bathing the blonde aristocrat and then massaging her thighs and breasts with a special cream to preserve the satiny texture of the naked flesh, and they had used atomizers of the costliest perfumes before reverentially drawing on her costly silk and lace-trimmed nightgown.

Moreover, Selene had not yet witnessed any of the sadistic punishments which Lady Meg was wont to inflict on her helpless retinue, and she was thus perhaps lulled by this relatively benign treatment which she had experienced during the first month of her servitude.

She bowed her head and very gently pressed her soft full red lips on the dainty arch of one peremptorily extended foot. Lady Meg wriggled her toes and sighed languorously: "That's very nice, Selene. Do it very slowly, and kiss every toe and all over my foot. Use your tongue, too, girl."

"Y-yes, m-mistress," Selene again docilely stammered. But now her cheeks flamed with the blush of shame, because the prolongation of this fetishistic ritual imposed a test against her own code of morality. It was true that she was a virgin, but it was also true that she had had many massaging her thighs and breasts with a special cream to preserve the satiny texture of the naked flesh, and they had used atomizers of the costliest perfumes before reverentially drawing on her costly silk and lace-trimmed nightgown.

Moreover, Selene had not yet witnessed any of the sadistic punishments which Lady Meg was wont to inflict on her helpless retinue, and she was thus perhaps lulled by this relatively benign treatment which she had experienced during the first month of her servitude.

She bowed her head and very gently pressed her soft full red lips on the dainty arch of one peremptorily extended foot. Lady Meg wriggled her toes and sighed languorously: "That's very nice, Selene. Do it very slowly, and kiss every toe and all over my foot. Use your tongue, too, girl."

"Y-yes, m-mistress," Selene again docilely stammered. But now her cheeks flamed with the blush of shame, because the prolongation of this fetishistic ritual imposed a test against her own code of morality. It was true that she was a virgin, but it was also true that she had had many longings for the male. She had, indeed, been affianced to a handsome young Jamaican cane-worker and one summer night had very nearly given him her maidenhead when the overseer had come upon them both. Her lover had been whipped to the blood as a lesson not to tamper with the prize virgins of the plantation. And then Selene had been sold by her mistress, a cantankerous rich old widow whose bark was more severe than her bite and who generally did not whip her female slaves, but on the other hand was disgusted by their sensuality towards her male slaves. Deciding that Selene might cause far too many annoying scenes like the one her overseer had just discovered in time, she had sent Selene to the market in Charleston, where Lady Meg had purchased her.

The girl's long slim fingers on Lady Meg's bare ankles titillated the sadistic beauty, and she stretched like a cat, reaching for the hem of her chemise with her right hand and slowly lofting the perfumed garment to mid-thigh. Diffidently, she slowly raised her right knee so that the garment fell away still more, exposing the dark brown curls of her pubis. The delicate pink lips of the vulva were already moist with prelubricatory distillation, for she was already tumescent with desire for the luscious body of this Creole slave.

Selene, humbly mouthing the dainty toes of her mistress, blushed furiously when her eyes chanced to see the thick love-curls which fleeced Lady Meg's mount of Venus, but she nonetheless continued her servile task, sucking each toe and daintily kissing the arch of the foot and then the heel.

When she had finished the adulation of both naked feet. Lady Meg offered: "I want to feel your tongue on my bare skin. Selene. Move up a little and do it lingeringly for my pleasure."

Selene's blushes deepened, and for a moment she hesitated, but the cold narrowed gaze of her mistress warned her not to hesitate too long. Quivering with the emotional disturbance which this enforced body-veneration caused, she commenced to furl her dainty pink tongue over the slim, twitching calves and the chiseled, patrician ankles of her mistress.

Lady Meg moaned with sensual pleasure at the moist, warm, delicate rasping of Selene's pink tongue on her naked skin. She arched herself forward, swinging her right of the vulva were already moist with prelubricatory distillation, for she was already tumescent with desire for the luscious body of this Creole slave.

Selene, humbly mouthing the dainty toes of her mistress, blushed furiously when her eyes chanced to see the thick love-curls which fleeced Lady Meg's mount of Venus, but she nonetheless continued her servile task, sucking each toe and daintily kissing the arch of the foot and then the heel.

When she had finished the adulation of both naked feet. Lady Meg offered: "I want to feel your tongue on my bare skin. Selene. Move up a little and do it lingeringly for my pleasure."

Selene's blushes deepened, and for a moment she hesitated, but the cold narrowed gaze of her mistress warned her not to hesitate too long. Quivering with the emotional disturbance which this enforced body-veneration caused, she commenced to furl her dainty pink tongue over the slim, twitching calves and the chiseled, patrician ankles of her mistress.

Lady Meg moaned with sensual pleasure at the moist, warm, delicate rasping of Selene's pink tongue on her naked skin. She arched herself forward, swinging her right knee to one side to yawn the provocative gape of her loins, to proffer the pink fig of her cunt in a wanton surrender. To a slave, such proffering in no way lowered her from her pedestal, the bewigged young dominatress arrogantly believed; a slave was a mere chattel who had no right to emotions or feelings or even thoughts independent of what her mistress desired of her. She was simply an instrument of pleasure - obedient or disobedient, she was this and nothing more.

"Higher, girl, higher now." she commanded in a voice that grew huskier with her mounting passion. "Along my knees and thighs now."

Selene raised her face, her eyes huge with dismay, for she could not help seeing the audacious abandon of that most intimate vista of her mistress's person. But then again her eyes fell on the riding crop, and she shivered and meekly bowed her head and once again resumed her ritualistic task.

When her tongue had reached the smooth, finely grained pale white skin of Lady Meg's left thigh, the latter suddenly commanded, in a voice that was choked with lust. "Your face between my legs at once. Selene! Lick and kiss my spot! Here, girl!"

And, tugging up her chemise all the way past her belly, and spreading her thighs lasciviously while at the same time she arched up both dimpled knees, she thrust her pussy at the astounded Creole slave girl.

"Oh no please, mistress - please don't make me do that!" Selene pleaded still on her knees and with her hands tremblingly placed against Lady Meg's thighs. "I-I can't do that - it-it isn't decent!"

"How dare you utter such a word in my presence, you miserable bitch!" Lady Meg cried vituperatively, as she swung her legs to the floor and stared down at the trembling and fearful young woman. "You dare to disobey me? I am going to teach you what that means. I've been too lenient with you, Selene. I've been told how you moon about, thinking of that man you almost had - isn't that it? Oh, yes, my girl. I know a good deal about you, more than you suspect. It's my business to know everything about my slaves. Here in this house, on my plantation, you're my vassal, my bound girl, mine to do with as I choose. You dare to refuse me? I am going to give you a lesson that you will never forget. Go pull that bellrope by the door!"

Now thoroughly terrified, Selene knelt upright and, clasping her hands in supplicating prayer, sobbing implored. "Oh, mistress, mistress, don't punish me, please! It's not my fault! I-I've never done such a thing with any woman - I'm-I'm not that way - oh please have pity on me, mistress!"

The cold blue-gray eyes of the dominatress narrowed and glittered with a feral light; Lady Meg's nostrils twitched and shrank and flared with her increasing sadistic passion. For this kind of entreaty was exactly the spark needed to inflame her gloating, orgiastic need for cruelty.

"And again you refuse to obey a simple command!" she said with a mocking smile as she strode towards the bellrope and tugged it. "You may prepare yourself for a punishment that will make you lick the floor in humility and implore me to allow you to do what you find so repugnant. You would dare to insult your mistress by intimating that what she wishes you to do is not proper! You, a slut whom some Negress spawned with a white man in some dirty little hovel, and you dare preach to me about propriety! Ah, here you are, Tuambo!"

The door had opened and in answer to her summons, a herculean Negro appeared. He wore a loin cloth and sandals, and there were silver earrings pierced through the fleshy lobes of his ears. He was six feet tall, but massively built, with enormous thews, and a barrel-like chest. His head had been shaved bald, and he had prodigious strength. He was a pure-blooded Mandingo whom Lady Meg had bought on the auction block three years ago, and whom she had made her major overseer over the three other sturdy Negroes who supervised the running of the plantation. One of these three was put in charge of the cotton fields, a second in charge of the tobacco plantings, while the third, a lean, ferociously virile young Dahomey named Kijandro, was in charge of the house. But Tuambo outranked all three, and the woman overseers whom Lady Meg had appointed to be in direct supervision of the slaves who toiled in the fields were responsible in turn to Tuambo when she herself was not at hand to make a decision.

She had insured Tuambo's fidelity from the very outset by letting him take as bride-concubine a rebellious nineteen-year-old milliner's apprentice from London, who had been sentenced to twenty years at hard labor by indenture for the crime of stealing a few shillings and two kirtles from her vindictive mistress. The laws were cruel in those days, when even a child could be hanged for stealing a loaf of bread. Delia Cobway, a handsome auburnhaired wench, had been sent to work in the cotton fields and when she had been sentenced to twenty strokes of the paddle on her naked bottom because she had failed by that many pounds to reach her daily quota, she had turned on the overseer in charge of punishment and scratched the young woman's face and throat with her sharp nails. Lady Meg had intervened, and turned Delia over to Tuambo for disciplining before the entire contingent of female workers in the fields.

Delia had been stripped naked, and spread-eagled in the air by having her wrists and ankles tied to four solid wooden posts hammered into the ground. Tuambo had taken a cowhide whip with three tapering ends, each four inches long, and applied thirty slowly and deliberately inflicted lashes over the shrieking captive's titties and belly and inner thighs until she had pleaded for mercy and hysterically agreed to obey any order given her. Then she had been obliged to beg Tuambo to possess her, and he had doffed his loin cloth and bared his immense black ramrod, fully eight inches in length and of incredible thickness when in full erection. With his weapon, moving forward to stand between the hugely distended naked thighs of the terrified and whimpering girl, the Mandingo overseer had brutally fucked her and then, as a finale to impress the stupefied and frightened witnesses who had been made to attend this bestial spectacle, cut her down from the stakes and obliged her to crawl on her belly on the ground to him, to wrap her arms around his legs and to lift her face while he squatted down and let her salute his victorious manhood with her lips and tongue. From that day forth she had been his personal slave, and there had been many others given to him for a night or two to break their mutinous spirits.

"Mistress ring?" he demanded, his beady eyes squinting at the cowering Selene.

"Yes, Tuambo. Take Selene, bind her by the hair to the pulley in the ceiling of the room of punishment, tie one hand behind her back, and let her caper under your cowhide. When she has had enough, she will know what to do. You may have her for the rest of the week, but don't spoil her too much, for she's to work in the tobacco fields starting next Monday."

"Oh dear God, no, kind mistress, don't give me to him." Selene wailed as she knelt down and again clasped her hands out to the cruel imperatrix.

But Tuambo uttered a mocking laugh, and striding forward, he seized the weeping Creole beauty by the hair, his huge, sinewy fingers twisting viciously in the tangled black cascade, and yanked her to her feet, then dragged her out of the boudoir and down the corridor to a flight of stone stairs which led to several dungeons which had been thoroughly furnished for the amusement of the sadistic and beautiful owner of Fairlieu Acres, as the huge plantation was known.

He chose the smallest of the dungeons, flung open the door and dragged Selene in by her hair while she clutched at him and wept and pleaded for mercy. Deaf to her pleas, he dragged her to the center of the dungeon, which was lighted by flaring torches set into metal brackets on the walls, which cast weird gargoyle-like shadows on the ominous gray stone. Reaching up, he seized one of the ropes dangling from the pulley overhead, made it fast around her gathered sheaf of hair, and then went to the wall and dragged on the windlass which controlled the pulley till poor Selene was forced to stand on tiptoe to avoid the torturing traction of her scalp. Leisurely, now, he took another rope, attached it to her right wrist, dragged her wrist behind her back till she winced and groaned with pain, and then wound the rope twice around her waist and knotted it. Then, with a roar of savage laughter, he ripped off the short tunic, leaving her naked in sandals. His eyes devoured her shuddering and squirming nakedness, admiring the thick black crisp verdure between her lovely coffee-sheened thighs, the panting gourds of her naked young breasts which rose and fell turbulently in her terror.

This done, he strode to the opposite wall, and took down from a panoply of whips the fearsome cowhide, with its three diabolically tapering lashes branching from the end of the whip. Then he tore off his loincloth. Already his prick was in monstrous erection, and Selene's eyes bulged with horror as she gazed upon that enormous phallus.

He whistled the whip around his head, making her cower and shrink, and she instinctively clapped her free hand over her mossy thatch and clutched her thighs together, huddling herself as much as she could. But she had forgotten that the rope had dragged up her hair and at the slightest movement sent the pain of a thousand sharp needles dug into her scalp all at once. She shrieked even before the lash attained her, wrapping around her waist, the three pointed ends biting against one luscious bare hip. She twisted and jerked, but he had already whisked the whip away and was moving slowly around her, while her face turned over her shoulder in desperate apprehension to know when the next lash would fall.

Tuambo reveled in this cat-and-mouse game with so tempting a prize. He played on the victim's suspense until her nerves were at the breaking point by moving inexorably round and round her; pretending to strike, only to lower the whip and to move around again. Then, when she least expected it, the whip cracked out and coiled across the backs of her thighs, or the front of her belly just above the navel, or right under her titties, or diagonally over one shoulder and upper back. Her shrieks and screams were deafening, but no one save he could hear them. With fiendish artistry he flicked her mossy, tender armpits with the tips of the long whip, or made them dart against the shadowy, sinuous crease between her clenching bottomglobes, or let them bite home against the satiny nook of a kneehollow. She danced, and literally, under the infernal whipping which gave her no pattern against which to fortify herself, no regularity or method. But by the time he had applied some twenty-five stripes. Selene hysterically cried out. "Only have mercy, and I'll do whatever you want. I swear. I swear it! Have pity on me. I can't endure it any longer, have pity!"

"Good. If I let you off more whip, you let Tuambo fuck-fuck sweet little cunt?" he demanded in his guttural voice.

Selene hesitated, tears running down her cheeks, but before she could speak, once again the whip had circled her body and the three burning, pointed tips of the lash cracked viciously against the base of her right bottomcheek.

"OWWWEEEAAARRRHHH!!! OH MY GOD, YES, YES, DO IT TO ME, DO IT TO ME, BUT DON'T WHIP ME ANYMORE, DON'T WHIP ME ANY MORE, DO IT TO ME INSTEAD, I BEG OF YOU!!!!" she shrieked.

Tuambo cast the whip away, and moved towards the half-fainting young Creole beauty. She was tottering, but the merciless rope that dragged up her hair refused to let her sag and she could not ease her hurts. Piteously, her free left hand rubbed here and there where the whip had left angry darkening streaks on her coffee hued flesh.

He stood before her, his prick gigantic, throbbing with rut, the lips puckering with the urge to ejaculate. "Selene put hand on Tuambo's cock, rub it into cunt, get cunt ready for good fuck-fuck," he ordered.

And the lovely, chaste Creole, who had been horrified at Lady Meg's command to gamahuch her, tearfully obeyed and yielded up her virginity without more ado, conquered by the whip and by the perverse tyranny of this Lesbian dominatress. Her hand clutched the massive shaft of the Mandingo's prick, rubbing the broad, oblong meatus against her furry snatch. Till at last, with a roar of lust, Tuambo seized the weeping girl by the buttocks, and forcibly thrust himself against the tender entry of her virgin cunthole. A wild, clamorous shriek attested to the rending of her maidenhead, and then Tuambo thrust himself to the balls in a pitiless, rooting dig. His fingers gripping her welted buttocks, he began to fuck her with violent lunges, while Selene writhed and groaned and screamed in her torment.

It was into the hands of Lady Meg that her crew of Negro overseers, and beneath them the female overseers who in their own way were perhaps even more fiendishly vengeful over their less fortunate comrades in misery, that Arabella Clarisson, Beatrice Digby, and Gloria Talmadge were destined to pass!

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

 

While the unfortunate Creole was being whipped and then fucked by the giant Mandingo, the perverse Lady Meg betook herself to a private room directly adjacent to the subterranean dungeon in which the victim was enduring her punishment. It was a narrow little room but it had a low wide bed, a bidet, several loveseats and a sideboard on which were decanters of port, sherry and Holland gin as well as dishes of sweetmeats, nuts and candies. The walls were of stone, just as were the dungeons, but one large stone had been removed and an opaque glass panel fitted in its place so that the occupant of the luxuriously furnished little chamber could see what took place in the dungeon beyond. And Lady Meg, hastily summoning one of her servile bed-favorites, the goldenhaired, meek Dorothea, a Danish bondservant of twenty whom she had acquired from a rival plantation owner who had been about to flog the girl to death when he discovered that she did not wish to go to bed with him, had Dorothea accompany her to this voyeuristic watching-place.

At Lady Meg's command, Dorothea swiftly stripped naked except for her black silk stockings and dainty sandals, the hose held up by purple rosette garters with gaudy lace flounces. She had a charming figure, rather tall and. for a male connoisseur, somewhat gawky, especially at thigh and hip. But she had a fine soft pink skin, her titties were proudly thrusting small pears, with extremely sensitive nipples, and she was an expert in the arts of gamahuching and tribadism. As Lady Meg arranged herself on the bed, which was placed directly beside the wall with the panel of glass. Dorothea deftly removed the chemise and bared her mistress's body. Then swiftly she knelt down on the bed between Lady Meg's supple thighs and. first delicately prickling the satiny and moist insides with the tips of her dainty long fingers, she began an artful peroration of her nimble pink tongue from knee to crotch and thence to the other leg, back to the knee, until Lady Meg was groaning with desire. At the point where the Mandingo overseer compelled poor Selene to take his penis in her free hand and rub it against her cunt. Lady Meg cried out hoarsely. "Now, you Danish bitch, now!" and Dorothea, slipping her hands under her mistress's boyishly compact firm bottomglobes, immediately plunged her tongue into Lady Meg's moist and churning vulva, attacking at once the well developed already turgescent clitoris, which she proceeded to rasp and then to suck with her soft wide lips until the aristocratic dominatress attained a gushing orgasm.

 

***

 

Lady Meg Fairlieu had had Dorothea and Susan, a seventeen-year-old pert and very sensual mulatress who was also one of her favorites in bed, dress her. Then Tuambo put on his coachman's uniform, took his place in the driver's seat of the carriage, and she entered regally and set herself in comfort as she prepared for the trip to the docks of Charleston.

There was already a large crowd awaiting the Orion, for most of the plantation owners made it a custom to inspect the new merchandise of human cargo consigned to the colonies as either slaves or indentured servants.

The entire aristocracy of Charleston's plantation owners were here, indeed from the impotent old Lord William Magnus, sixty-four and still fancying himself as a Lothario there to buy some young girl whom he vainly hoped would stir his dormant organ to manhood once again, to handsome young Matthew Barnaby, twenty-eight, black-haired, dashing, and coveted by many an eligible debutante of Charleston's high society. And of course Lady Meg's arch rival, Lady Louise Carlton, was there in her phaeton, with her little blackamoor dressed in turban and harem trousers and jacket, a boy of twelve who, it was rumored, was remarkably precocious in the boudoir. Lady Meg suspected that the rumors were true since Louise had often casually remarked that she saw no reason to exclude men from her bed even though she delighted in the embraces of her own sex, the perverse imperatrix was sure that Zura, though perhaps not yet capable of the manly art of coitus, might solace his wanton mistress with his tongue and fingers.

"So nice to see you, dear Meg," Louise Carlton cooed and waved her parasol in greeting. Lady Meg sniffed, and gave her rival an insolent glare. "Are you here to buy more slaves, dear?" she drawled. "I should think you've quite enough. Or is little Zura losing his charm for you already?"

The brunette plantation owner flushed vividly and tightened her Hps. But once again she regained her composure and gave Lady Meg a mocking little smile: "Why, no, dear, and it would be only the act of a gracious neighbor like myself to offer Zura to you so that you can set your mind at rest. Shall I send him over this evening?"

Now it was Lady Meg's turn to bite her lips with fury at this open insult. One of these days, she'd pay that bitch back in her own coin. What she wouldn't give to have the hussy working in her own fields under the whip or the paddle! Yes, she'd give Louise a quota of a hundred pounds of cotton to pick for the day, the work of a strong man, with a hard smack of the paddle on that bold backside of hers for every pound she missed when the day was done and the baskets were weighed at the stalls of the overseers.

She descended from her carriage as Tuambo helped her down with a respectful nod and a muttered, "Thanks, good mistress, for the pleasure you give Tuambo with dat Creole gal. She guine make a good bitch for Tuambo, he straighten her out for you, you see."

She inclined her head to acknowledge his comment but made no reply. With the huge Mandingo going ahead of her, clearing the way through the scattering throng of spectators, Lady Meg made her way to the auction block where the High Sheriff of Charleston, Edward Biddle, a spindly-shanked, nearly bald widower in his late fifties, had already ascended the block and with many pompous clearings of his throat was unfolding a scroll on which were inscribed the names, ages, and histories of the slaves and servants about to be shown on this very block.

Lady Meg watched with jaded eye as a dozen strong Negroes from the Ashanti and Kru tribes were led in chains, one by one, upon the block and sold to the highest bidders. Her four Negroes sufficed. There was danger in having too many of those animals, even though one like Tuambo was worth his weight in gold over a white man. They might mutiny and destroy you. There were too many women at her Fairlieu Acres, and revolt was the last thing in the world she wanted. She had her own reasons for wanting the plantation to thrive and the money to roll in. A certain important personage from another country would have audience with her within a month and would propose a clandestine but mutually profitable venture. No, if she increased her household at all, it would be with desirable females for whom she conceived a passionate desire. Watching them being posed on the block, made to turn and to bend and to squat, sometimes even to hoist their skirts to their knees, at times excited her. She had bought many of her slaves thus on impulse because, her passionate blood churned at the sight of some comely ankle or heaving round young bosom.

The sale took over an hour, and Lady Meg was frankly bored. She had seen no women at all who interested her. But now the High Constable, after taking a long swig from a goblet  of Madeira which a Negro youth respectfully handed him, cleared his throat for the last time and announced, "And now, my lords and ladies, to cap this afternoon, I have the pleasure to introduce to you three most appealing wenches, ladies of real quality, fallen upon unhappy days. There are three of them, most recently ladies-in-waiting to Queen Charlotte Sophia herself, all of good breeding and stock, though not of the nobility, mind you. But the very next thing to it, my worthy friends! For having offended Her Majesty, they have been sent to our colony in Charleston for a period of three years, and the captain of the Orion has their papers in good order. You may therefore bid upon them with the understanding that each of them will serve you as a bondservant for that three-year term." Here he winked at the impotent old plantation owner who stood just below him. "If your arguments are convincing enough, my lords, I am sure you can induce these pretty pigeons to roost permanently."

Then, waving his hand at his two burly white assistants, bearded ruffians in their thirties, feared by all the slaves for their quickness with the lash and their brutal fondlings of quivering female forms, he bade his henchmen bring forth Arabella Clarisson, Beatrice Digby and Gloria Talmadge.

Brunette Gloria was first to ascend the block, her eyes downcast, her lips trembling, very close to tears as she saw this swarm of faces about her, peering up at her, old men and young critically inspecting her figure, the swell of her bosom and the rondures of her hips. She heard herself described as to age, lineaments and family, and then she was ordered to turn about this way and that, to put her hands on her hips and to bow, to squat, and then to open her mouth so that the High Sheriff might show the whiteness of her teeth to the perspective buyers.

Lady Meg bid fifty pounds, a bid which was doubled by Lady Louise Carlton. The impotent old fool who hoped that perhaps luscious Gloria might change his priapic bad luck went to two hundred pounds, but after a flurry of bidding it was Lady Meg who carried Gloria off with a call of "Five hundred and seventy-five pounds, my lord Sheriff!"

And she called over to the discomfited Lady Louise Carlton, "She'll make an excellent pony girl, my dear, and help me win the race against you one of these days when you've the courage to put up the wager we were speaking of the other day.""

"We shall see, we shall see," the brunette plantation owner sniffed.

Now it was the turn of Beatrice Digby to ascend the auction block, to endure the muttered, obscene appraisals of her figure, to hear men ask the High Sheriff to "have the wench hoist her skirt and show us her legs as high as she can, the bold bitch! Offend the Queen, did she? A whip over that pretty arse of hers will teach her manners on my plantation, I'll be bound!" And then she heard herself bid for as one might price an animal at a county fair ... seventy-five pounds... a hundred-fifty ... three hundred, and once again Lady Meg won the day with her bid of six hundred pounds.

And now it was the turn of Arabella Clarisson. Courageous as ever, her head held high, she stood there while the High Sheriff extolled her charms and virtues. When he came to her age, a young roue called out. "Why, you mean to tell us that this one's a virgin at such an advanced age? Of a truth why not prove her maidenhead for us here and now. good Sheriff!" and Arabella's cheeks flamed as she closed her eyes and told herself that if she could have endured that public birching under the Queen's own eyes, she could endure this and more.

The bidding was higher for her than for the other two girls. Louise Carlton did her best to win at least one of this delectable trio, but again Lady Meg's superior wealth won the victory, and Arabella Clarisson heard herself sold for the term of three years as an indentured servant to Lady Meg Fairlieu for the sum of a thousand pounds.

Tuambo took his mistress's reticule to the Sheriff, opened it and drew out a sheaf of fifty-pound notes. A gasp went up at the sight of the fortune displayed in that thick sheaf of bills. Tuambo ignored them, proud to represent so wealthy and powerful a mistress, grateful to her for the gift of Selene. And when he had acquired formal possession of the three trembling ladies-in-waiting, he ordered the High Sheriff to have their wrists tied lightly with silken cords that would not chafe the delicate skins, and then he led them to the carriage and made them enter, seated across from his mistress, then ascended the coachman's box. jerked at the reins and had the two chestnut mares to hurry back to Fairlieu Acres.

The three painful years of Arabella. Beatrice and Gloria were about to begin.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE

 

As soon as Tuambo got down from the coachman's box to open the door of the landau for lus mistress Lady Meg. she ordered. "Take these three new girls to Laura, who as you know is the woman in charge of all females who enter my house. Have them bathed and for the time being, tell Laura to garb them in tunics like your new bed-bitch Selene. Oh yes. and high-heeled pumps. I want to see how they move about and what their muscular build is before I decide whether to send them to the fields or keep them in the house."

"At once, mistress, Tuambo do exactly what you want," the huge Mandingo assured her with a wide grin. Lady Meg Fairlieu smilingly nodded to him. She remembered the brutal force he had shown in nicking Selene, who must by now be certainly subdued. Maybe tonight she would have the bitch back in her bedroom and give her a last chance to gamahuch her the way she ought to have done earlier today. Maybe she had learned her lesson. But what delighted the perverse aristocrat was that she could hold this mighty Negro in thralldom to her and be sure of his allegiance; if he should ever revolt against her, his strength would be enough to overcome her ... yet she knew smugly mat she would always be too clever for him, ruling as she did by tossing him tidbits likе Selene from time to time to keep him humble and obedient. 

Then, descending from the landau, she stared contemptuously at her three new slaves — for such they were, as a mere matter of an indenture meant very little to Lady Meg: there were at least a dozen lovely girls toiling in the cotton and tobacco fields already whose terms of indenture had long since expired but had been made to remain in their lowly servitude by the threat of the whip or being turned over to Tuambo and his three black colleagues. "Just a word of advice," she said coldly to them, "You'll find that it pays you here to do what you're told without any argument or questions. Tuambo is going to take you to Laura, who is herself a slave but in charge of newcomers like you. And she'll report to me at once the slightest indiscretion that you commit. Just remember that. We use the whip here for disobedience and rebellion."

Having delivered herself of this disciplinary comment, the imperatrix went back to her salon where Dorothea eagerly awaited her. "I want to take a nap, Dorothea," Lady Meg said as she stood before her mirror and let the tall and handsome slavegirl undress her down to her chemise and stockings and rosette garters, drawing off the elegant pumps on her knees and with an attitude of humility that delighted the perverse dominatress.

"Yes, mistress."

"You may caress me to sleep, Dorothea. But not to the point of excitement, you understand?"

"Oh yes, mistress. As you wish." At this Dorothea knew7 that she was not to gamahuch Lady Meg, only to stroke the finely grained soft skin with her delicate fingertips, a practice at which she was particularly adept.

And, a few moments later, back on her chaise longue, her eyes closed, Lady Meg Fairlieu sighed with sensuous pleasure as the beautiful and practiced slavegirl, having first stripped herself naked to her hose and garters, crouched down on the floor and with her left median and forefinger delicately and slowly massaged Lady Meg's temples and the bridge of her nose while with her hand she glidingly caressed the sleek calves and the chiseled ankles of the dominatress ...

Laura Eggleston had the title of household supervisor, but it was a meaningless one and still another proof of Lady Meg's perverse sadism. Actually, the four Negroes already cited had more authority than any of the white female overseers in the fields over Laura herself. Indeed, the case of Laura Eggleston was one of Lady Meg Fairlieu's first savory triumphs.

She had been a freed woman, never having known what slavery was, at the time of Lady Meg's ascension to her own estate. She had been a beautiful young maid from Plymouth who had come to the colonies to marry a prosperous plantation owner some miles away from Fairlieu Acres. And she had unwittingly offended the young aristocrat by mentioning at a party one evening that "If you ask me. Meg Fairlieu is nothing more than a spoiled brat and she no more deserves to inherit a plantation than the man in the moon."

Lady Meg Fairlieu did not forget that insult, which had been reported to her by one of her fawning sycophants. Lady Darlene Henby, who, although married to a dignified elderly lawyer, secretly visited the young aristocrat and exchanged sapphic intimacies with her.

When Lady Meg was twenty, Laura Eggleston's husband died of a stroke. It was then discovered that he had been a poor manager of his plantation, and the creditors hounded the unhappy young widow. Lady Meg heard of the widow's straits, paid off the creditors with the understanding that they would say not a word to Laura Eggleston about this manna from heaven, only that they had come upon some of her late husband's resources of which they had not been aware, and that these resources had been sufficient to pay her debt to the Crown.

And then one evening, about two weeks later, Lady Meg had Tuambo harness up the landau and drive her up to the Eggleston house. Laura Eggleston was unpleasantly surprised at the identity of her visitor, but out of her gracious nature invited her in for tea and cake. She was then twenty-five, about five feet six and one half inches in height, with natural long, honey-hued hair which fell nearly to her waist and which was gathered in a long thick sheath to make her look more girlish — one of the attributes her late husband had so admired. She had a pale white skin which was quite exceptional for a blonde of her species, and Lady Meg had devised all sorts of truly imaginative ideas for marring that fine skin to repay Laura for that withering insult of hers.

Hypocritically she had accepted this young widow's hospitality, and chatted about this and that until finally she suggested that Laura invite Tuambo in to share the tea and cakes. Laura Eggleston frowned with distaste: she personally abominated Negroes, her husband had always told her that they were troublesome workers on a plantation and that one had to whip them constantly to keep them in line. Lady Meg took umbrage at this sign of contempt for the Mandingo which she had made her chief overseer and drawled. "You're really very stupid. Laura, because Tuambo happens to be much more valuable and useful than you are."

"You have no right to speak to me thus, considering my bereavement." Laura Eggleston had gasped, her pale white cheeks turning crimson with indignation. Abruptly she rose from the table and added. "And since we are being frank this evening, let me say that I do not really welcome you in my house. You are an uncivil, arrogant and pampered brat whose parents should have had the foresight to birch regularly, because you are utterly lacking in discipline and scruples."

"That's the second time you've offended me, dear Laura." Lady Meg purred with a grin of pleasure. "Well, since you won't call Tuambo in yourself. I guess I'll have to do it. But I'm afraid he'll expect a little reward. You haven't a penny."

"You're lying. There is money in the bank under my husband's name —" Laura Eggleston had begun.

"Because I had it put there, you silly fool. But I've had enough of your pretensions. Laura Eggleston. You're going to be my slave and earn your keep for the first time in your life. Wait, there's a knock at the door, it must be Tuambo. He's really such an intelligent fellow that he anticipated this little scene of ours. I'll go let him in.

With this the perverse dominatress had opened the door and Tuambo had entered, grinning with anticipation. Laura Eggleston uttered a terrified cry. The Mandingo had stripped to a loincloth and sandals, and carried a cowhide whip in his right hand.

"You're insane, Meg! Take your nigger out of here before I ask the Governor to place you under arrest for demeaning the good name of my poor husband." Laura had stormed.

"I have in my reticule, as it happens." Lady Meg blithely went on as if Laura Eggleston hadn't even spoken, "some papers which will interest you and which will prove that what I said is quite the truth. Why don't you read them. Laura, before you become insulting again? Tuambo knows how to use that cowhide, you may be sure. And nothing would give him greater pleasure than to use it on your impudent bottom!"

"Ohhhh! How dare you speak to me like that, you vicious little brat!"

"And that is one insult too many. Laura dear. You won't read the papers, you're sure? Let me read them for you." and Lady Meg proceeded to read the document of the representative of the creditors against Laura Eggleston's estate. The honeyhaired widow recoiled against the wall, her mouth gaping with disbelief.

"Now do you believe me? You're penniless.
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I shall close the account tomorrow morning, and there won't be a penny for you to draw on. What sort of work do you think you could do to support yourself. Laura? Sewing, perhaps being a domestic in some rich plantation home? Yes, that would be true if you were free, but, you see. you aren't free. You belong to me. I've bought you and you're my property. And the first thing you have to do is to kneel down and kiss my feet and promise to be a good slave."

"I'll see you in hell first!" Laura had cried, tears of fury stinging her dilated eyes.

"We'll see. Tuambo, teach her how to obey."

The giant Mandingo had nodded with a lustful chuckle: "Very good, mistress. I teach Laura to obey you good, you see." And then, drawing back his right arm, he had coiled the cowhide whip around Laura Eggleston's waist, making her double over with a shriek of pain, clutching at the wounded region. Instantly, before she could recover, he swung the lash out again, catching her across her panting bosom. With a shriek of pain, she flung herself down on her knees, crossing her arms over her heaving bosom, denouncing him for his brutal act, threatening him with the public whipping post and the gallows in the marketplace of Charleston. Tuambo's answer was to send the whip hurtling down across her back and shoulders again and again until, frenzied with pain, the unfortunate young woman at last begged for mercy.

"You got to get up and peel off all your clothes, Missy," Tuambo had told her. "I keeps whuppin' till you does it, hear?" And another lash had visited Laura Eggleston's squirming shoulders.

And so Laura Eggleston, sobbing hysterically, had progressively removed all her garments until she at last stood naked as the day she was born, weeping and shielding her heaving bosom and her furry pussy from the glittering eyes of the Mandingo.

She had a magnificent body indeed, and Lady Meg's eyes glistened, too, with Lesbian lust. Her highly set widely spaced round bubbles with narrow, very dark brownish-coral circles, in whose centers there rose voluptuously crinkly buds, a wide shallow navel, a delightfully curved belly which drew the spectator's eyes irresistibly down to the thickly furred dark blonde curls which covered Laura's cunt. Full beautifully rounded thighs, slightly long and delectably contoured, with saucily turned calves. Grey-green eyes and a dainty Grecian nose and a full sweet tremulous mouth and a rounded face — a bedslave calculated to rouse the perverse young dominatress's warped passions to the greatest extent.

And when Laura Eggleston had at last shed her final veil and knelt down tearfully, her pale white skin marked by the angry darkening stripes of the cowhide. Lady Meg had sneered, ''Now then, my slave Laura, if you don't want him to put more stripes on your fancy hide, you'll beg him to fuck you, do you hear?"

The hysterical naked young widow had uttered a cry of horrified stupefaction. But at Lady Meg's sign, the Mandingo had applied the lash first across those magnificent naked titties and then, even while Laura was shrieking and clutching at her bosom in pain crossed behind her and delivered a whistling slash that wrapped the cowhide around the middle of her plump bottom-globes and sent the tip darting into the mossy thatch over her tender cunt.

"EEEOWWWWEEOW!!!! NOT THERE, OH MY GOD, NOT THERE! I'LL SAY IT, BUT MAKE HIM PUT DOWN THAT HORRIBLE WHIP! F—F—FUCK ME, TUAMBO, OH FOR GOD'S SAKE, FUCK ME AND DON'T WHIP ME ANY MORE!!!!" Laura Eggleston had shrieked.

And then while the perverse young plantation owner had gloatingly watched, the Mandingo had cast aside his loincloth, baring his monstrous virility before the tear-glazed eyes of the unfortunate naked young widow. Then he had bent to her as she cringed there on her knees, gripped her by her titties and brought her up screaming with pain, as had snarled, "Put youah ahms round me, white bitch, 'n hold on tight, I's gwine poke your twat real good now like Missy Meg wants me to do!'?

And he had raped her then and there, her arms locked round his glistening ebony back, her head tilted back, her teeth bared in the rictus of pain and shame and horror, thrust his massive tool deep into the tender confines of her young cunt and drenched her womb with his bubbling gism.

Then, under Lady Meg's insolent direction, the unfortunate young woman had had to kneel down and kiss Tuambo's feet and thank him for violating her and then crawl to Lady Meg herself and profess her willingness to be Lady Meg's humble slave.

She had been put to work for several months in the tobacco fields, and received the same treatment as the other unfortunates who toiled there, faced always with the paddle or the cane or the strap if her quota of picking came short when the overseer weighed it on the scales. Then she had gone into the kitchen to be scullery maid for the rest of that first year of her bondage. Occasionally, for her own sport, Lady Meg had summoned the luckless widow to her bedchamber and there compelled Laura Eggleston to acquire the knowledge of a Lesbian whore.

She still served in this degrading role whenever her implacable young mistress so desired it, while at other times she would be compelled to go to the hut of one of the four Negro overseers to pleasure him at Lady Meg's command. To let her have a taste of what it was like before she had become a slave. Lady Meg had made her supervisor of the household, turning the knife in the wound she had made in Laura Eggleston's now thoroughly crushed psyche. Laura Eggleston hated her, but hopelessly knew that there was no chance of getting vengeance so long as the Negro overseers were on Lady Meg's side ...

Tuambo led the three ladies-in-waiting down the corridor and to the last room at the end to the left, where Laura Eggleston was quartered. Without even bothering to knock, he entered and found the handsome honeyhaired woman just in her chemise and in the act of pulling on her short dress, for Lady Meg prescribed that as part of the status of every slave, a female in her household must have skirts that did not descend past mid-thigh. Tuambo grinned, for he still coveted Laura's superb body. "I brung you these three bond servants. You're to bathe them good, dress them in tunics and fancy shoes, you hear Laura?" he roughly ordered. Beatrice, Arabella and Gloria exchanged mystified glances with one another. What kind of household was this where a Negro insolently ordered a white woman to obey? They little knew that they had passed from the Scylla of the whipping post back in that London courtyard to the Charybdis of hell on earth at Fairlieu Acres.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 

"Come with me," Laura Eggleston curtly ordered Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria, as soon as the giant Mandingo had left her room. "I'm going to take you to the bath. There's a small building just outside the house, where all new slaves are quartered for the first night, unless Lady Meg has other plans."

Arabella glanced at her two companions and nodded, encouraging them to follow her lead. She could already perceive that there was something in the attitude of the beautiful and mature honey-haired woman before them which indicated a kind of mutinous situation on this plantation; and. quick-witted as she always was. Arabella Clarisson intended to make the most of any opportunity she could find to shorten this intolerable bondage to which she and her two beautiful young companions had been so unjustly sentenced.

"We'll do everything you tell us, ma'am," she said with a gentle little smile. Laura Eggleston had finished smoothing down the short taffeta dress which she had been ordered to wear, and under which she wore only the thinnest silk chemise and her sandals. No camisole or stockings or petticoats or stays for her — that, too, was part of Lady Meg's decree as further humiliation for this woman who had once been the wife of a wealthy plantation owner and had dared to flaunt her as an upstart. The tables were turned, and they had been all these six long brooding years of misery for Laura Eggleston. But she could not endure the thought of the whip, and that lashing with the cowhide which Tuambo had inflicted on her that never-to-be forgotten evening had broken her spirit. Arabella was to sense this and to make a friend of the one woman who had most reason of all to hate and loathe Lady Meg Fairlieu. 

"You speak like quality," Laura rejoined, as she led the three young beauties out of the house, going out through the back porch towards a small, one-story building about the size of a bar. "You certainly can't be slaves."

"I'm afraid it's mainly a matter of interpretation," Arabella laughed lightly. "We're indentured bondservants for three years. The High Sheriff sold us at the dock this afternoon to this Lady Meg creature."

Laura Eggleston's lovely round face congealed, and she glanced nervously around. Then she said sharply. "You're not making a very good start by talking disrespectfully about your mistress. I can tell you that."

"I didn't mean to be disrespectful, but my guess is that you don't like her either," was Arabella's frank rejoinder.

Laura Eggleston glanced at the red-haired young beauty, her lips compressed, frowning. "That isn't your concern, now or at any other time, my girl," she spoke with a maternal air, befitting her status in this household. At least, she bitterly reflected to herself, she had one thing to cling to when Lady Meg's vindictive cruelties touched her physically and mentally: that was the thought that at least she could order the slaves to do this or that and thus preserve a semblance of her original freedom. And though she very well knew this was only a pretense, still it heartened her as much as one could gain heart while being under the yoke of Lady Meg Fairlieu.

"I did not mean to offend you, and I wish to know what to call you," said Arabella soothingly.

"You will call me Mistress Laura, if you have occasion to do so, particularly before your real mistress," Laura Eggleston at once retorted. "You say that you are sold by indenture for three years. What possible crime could you have committed to bring you to these colonies?"

"My friends and I decided to bring some life to the royal Court of England," Arabella laughingly related, "and so we played at stealing Charlotte Sophia's jewels. Of course, we weren't really stealing them, but it threw her into such a fit of temper that here we are."

"You should have thought twice before playing such a silly prank," Laura Eggleston reproved her, "because now that you are here, you will have many occasions to regret the journey across the ocean. And I do not think you will leave when your three years are up. No indentured servant who has come here and served her time is ever freed. Think on that, and wonder if 'twas worth the scant enjoyment you had from your childish sport."

Arabella flushed and lowered her eyes. She was too well aware of the truth of Laura's comment, for she felt the responsibility of having led poor Beatrice and Gloria to this degradation and banishment from their homes and loved ones even more keenly than she cared to admit, even to herself.

Laura Eggleston opened the door to the barnlike structure and bade them enter ahead of her. The bathing room, if it could be so called, was crude indeed. There were wooden tubs filled with water which comely Negresses brought from the pump just outside this building. About a quarter of a mile from the plantation house and its adjoining structure for the household slaves and the isolation quarters for newcomers, stretched the rows of little cabins reserved for the field workers. A larger cottage stood at the head of each row, and here was where the female overseers and the Negro foreman dwelt. To prevent escape, each worker, when she entered her cottage, after the evening meal, was shackled by a wrist, and the heavy metal peg to which the chain of that gyve was soldered was set into the thick wall. Those who were condemned to work from dawn to dusk and with the always-present terror of the overseer's punishment shed facing them after their baskets had been weighed, were generally too exhausted at the end of so arduous a day to try to escape. Nonetheless, several had, and Lady Meg Fairlieu had made terrifying examples of them before the assembled slaves.

Only a month ago, a young mulatress of nineteen who rebelled against the summons to Lady Meg's Sapphic bed and had taken a whipping for it and then consignment to the tobacco rows, had tried to run away and had actually got to the next plantation before Tuambo and his two huge bloodhounds had overtaken her. Brought before Lady Meg, the unfortunate girl had been sentenced to fifty lashes on the naked buttocks and an additional twenty-five across her breasts, then to be branded "R" for "Runaway" on the left shoulder-blade. More dead than alive, she had then been taken to one of the Negro overseers' cottages and there compelled to service him throughout the night, while his two friends and also the Mandingo had visited him to partake of the spoils of that bleeding, palpitating, beaten body. The girl had died a few days later.

Six months before, two young sisters, Creoles and in their late teens, had shared a plan to escape, and they had almost succeeded, being discovered as stowaways on a vessel about to embark from the port of Charleston. What irony fate shows to the ill-chosen ones on this earth? If these young virginal sisters had been willing to yield their maidenheads to the unscrupulous captain of that vessel, they might even now be enjoying freedom on a foreign soil, but they had indignantly refused, and so the captain had turned them over to the watch, to be taken back to Lady Meg.

The sisters had been seventeen and nineteen, exquisitely lovely and desirable. Their names were Claudine and Emilie. They, too, had displeased their perfidious young mistress by refusing to gamahuch her — on their first night after being purchased at the auction block in Charleston, Claudine and Emilie had been summoned to the bedchamber of the insatiable and vicious young patrician, commanded to strip naked and then invited to join her in her naked bed. She had, she informed them, long wished to enjoy a "parie de vois." They had indignantly refused, and that had cost them the whip; after they had recovered from the lashing, they had been sent to the cotton fields. 

Lady Meg had devised a particularly diabolical punishment for the two beautiful runaways. She had the younger girl tied to a whipping post outside the large weighing and punishment shed just at the border of the acreage, and then instructed the older girl to lay on thirty lashes of a black-snake whip across the victim's thighs and buttocks. "For each lash that is not laid on vigorously," she had told Emilie "Tuambo will add twice as many when you are through. And then he and his three Negro friends will enjoy your sister's charms tonight."

So, faced with this terrible alternative, the nineteen-year-old Creole had whipped her naked sister, tears running down her own cheeks as she struck the blows with a vigor that she cursed herself for using. But after the thrashing had been finished and the younger girl sagged at the whipping post, her thighs and bottom bleeding, Lady Meg had mockingly proclaimed, "I will spare your sister the lashing, Emilie, but Tuambo and his friends shall have her anyway. And now you shall have double the number of lashes and then be put in the stocks all night long with pimentade applied to your wounds."

A few nights later, the unfortunate Emilie was led by Tuambo to the bedchamber of Lady Meg, and then and there the unhappy Creole serviced her tyrannical young mistress in the detested Lesbian practice which she had first refused to perform...

Such was the inventive and vindictive cruelty of this enigmatic young beauty who loved and trusted no one, and ruled entirely by fear ...

Once Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria were naked, each was directed to clamber into one of the huge wooden tubs, and the young Negresses scrubbed the girls with strong-smelling disinfectant soap and rubbed their fair skins with coarse-bristled brushes. Then they stepped out of the tubs to be toweled by these handsome young black girls who themselves were slaves, and Laura Eggleston then led them to the next room where, to their great embarrassment, they were examined by the doctor of the plantation ... herself a slave!

Mercedes Jeffries had been the daughter of a Scottish sea captain and a lovely young Spanish girl whom he had rescued from a sinking Spanish galleon. They had fallen in love, gone back to his native village, where Mercedes had been born thirty years ago. He had prospered, and Mercedes had gone to an excellent school and there decided she wished to contribute something of value to her society, since she had no interest in the social whirl of the court or the endless parties and meaningless frivolities of the epoch. Upon her father's retirement and his purchase of a large farm, Mercedes as a young girl discovered a love for animals and took to healing their hurts, with such success that the village veterinarian was loud in his praises of her skill. She was a handsome, moody girl, black-haired, with her mother's huge brown eyes and olive-sheened skin, and she had no great love for the gawking louts of the village who sought clumsily to court her. With her father's death, she and her mother stayed on the farm, and finally Mercedes fell in love with and married a handsome young doctor from Glasgow who had taken his vacation in the peaceful countryside of her village.

From John Jeffries, Mercedes had learned more of the art of the physician, though of course there was no point in practising, and indeed at that time no woman would have been admitted to medical practice. But her new knowledge was to stand her in good stead when the Scottish chiefs rebelled against the king of England. At the bloody battle of Dunegall, twenty miles from her native hamlet, her husband was slain by a British soldier who, mistaking him for a rebel, although he was crouching at the side of a dying man and administering what aid he could, clubbed his brains out with the butt of a rifle.

When Mercedes Jeffries heard of this needless and unjust death, she in her raging candor spoke out against the Crown, and English spies reported her tirade to the local magistrate who had been sent over from London "to teach manners to these Scottish rebels." Mercedes Jeffries was then twenty-seven, magnificently beautiful, and marriage had softened her moodiness and made of her a voluptuous and beautiful woman.

The magistrate was a corrupt, lustful roue who had grumbled over his bad luck in having to leave his mistress and the theater parties and carousals of London for the Scottish Highlands. While Mercedes lay quartered in jail, awaiting her trial he visited her cell one night and intimated to her that in return for certain amorous favors he would dismiss her case. When she refused, he impetuously entered her cell and tried to assault her. Mercedes defended herself furiously, raking his face with her nails and driving him out bleeding and terrified. The next morning, she had faced him in open court and heard herself sentenced to be publicly flogged by the beadle, set in the stocks for three hours as a warning to all rebellious women who had not learned to keep civil tongues in their heads, then transported to the Colonies on indenture for five long, dreadful years.

She had endured the   flogging stoically, though the beadle, inflamed by her magnificent beauty, had had her stripped naked to the waist and tethered to the whipping post, the round melons of her titties jutting out with every breath, and had brought the hickory switch down with a vengeance over her shoulders and back and around her sides, sometimes even attacking the tips of her sensitive loveglobes with the tip of the switch. Twenty-five lashes she had endured, with hardly a whimper, to the amazement and admiration of the crowd. Then she had been put in the stocks, with no palliative for her bloody weals, and there pelted with rotten eggs and fruit and vegetables, until at last she was taken out and returned to the jail. The next morning, along with half a dozen other felons of both sexes bound for London and thence for embarkation to the Colonies, she had left her native village forever.

Arriving at Charleston, she had been noticed by Lady Meg Fairlieu and purchased. But Mercedes Jeffries was a resourceful woman, and she had sworn never again to undergo the shame and degradation and suffering of the lash. So when Lady Meg proposed that she enter her bed, the beautiful brunette had calmly agreed. And to her own surprise, she discovered that she had an aptitude for such Lesbian caresses. Her husband had been vigorous and virile, and had wakened all her long-dormant sexual energies. With his passing, she had found herself yearning for love and affection. Well, since she was a slave for all practical purposes, she determined to take what affection she could, even if it were perverse, for she knew it would lighten her lot. Thus she had been, the bedslave of Lady Meg Fairlieu since the day of her arrival. In addition, she was given the privileged task of examining all newcomers to the plantation, caring for the sick, and mostly for those whose bodies were striped by the lash. She had no illusions, but she hoped that, two years hence, when her indenture expired, she would gain her freedom.

It was before Mercedes Jeffries that Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria now stood naked, awaiting their examination, and despite their blushes, the three young ladies-in-waiting were further intrigued by a woman in the role of physician. It was, to be sure, one of the many surprises in store for them during these three painful years!

"I'll take you first," Mercedes Jeffries said to Arabella Clarisson. "Stretch out on your back on that table over there, your arms at your sides, your head tilted back and your eyes closed."

Arabella blushed at this display of her nakedness, but she reminded herself that it was far from being as ignominious as the same display in a London palace courtyard not quite two months ago. Besides, her adventuresome mind was already grappling with the interesting nuances of her new situation, which she had just learned, and she meant to probe deeply into them. She swung herself up to the table, stretched out her supple pale, pale ivory rosy-flecked body in the pose required. Mercedes Jeffries approached. She wore a white linen dress which might have been more suitable for a seraglio or a brothel than the purported examination room of a medical clinic — for such this room was meant to be. The dress left her shoulders bare, as well as the valley of her magnificent bosom, and it lowered to just below her crotch, high on the thighs. Long hours in the sun. often working in the fields among the workers to revive them when the hot sun had made them faint, or at times sickened with their pregnancies (for the lustful Negro foremen of Fairlieu Acres, realizing what power they had over these unfortunates even lowlier than they, often commanded a particularly desirable wench to visit their cabins at night without a word to Lady Meg), or sustaining those about to be flogged or who had been flogged, had made her skin dark and swarthy in the sun so that she resembled a Creole rather than a Scottish-Spanish beauty of quality.

Her examination was cursory and not overly embarrassing for lovely Arabella. Mercedes put a hand over the redhead's superbly swelling left tittie to feel the heartbeat, then quickly made Arabella open her mouth and stick out her tongue, examined her teeth, and finally made the examination of her pussy. With a questing forefinger, she determined that Arabella still had her hymen. Then she had the girl draw her knees back to her bubbies and arch herself up so that her anus might be inspected. Donning a glove, she delicately inserted a forefinger into that tender channelway, and Arabella blushed and squirmed uneasily. There was a singular sensation, not unpleasant in the least, but she kept silent, and it was as well she did.

"You are in exceptionally good health, Arabella," Mercedes Jeffries at last pronounced, "but the fact that you are a virgin will make you even more vulnerable here."

"What do you mean by that, Doctor?"

"Don't be impertinent. There are no female doctors, and you full well know it. You are to address me as Mistress Mercedes, or if you choose, Mistress Jeffries. It means very little, except that if you were to forget within your mistress's hearing and she should hear you address me disrespectfully, my next task on this plantation might be solacing the wounds you would receive from a good thrashing at the whipping post. If I were you, I should be less talkative and more diligent in resigning myself to the kind of life in store for you. I can tell you that your indenture will not be a pleasant one on this plantation unless you make up your mind from the start to subject yourself to every possible indignity, but without considering it as such. If you make the fatal mistake of believing that Lady Meg is purposely trying your spirit — and you would be right in so surmising — and take it as a personal affront, you and the whipping post will be close companions during your sojourn here."

"It is very kind of you to tell me about this, Mistress Jeffries."

"I do so in my own interest as well as yours, girl." Mercedes said tartly. "I assure you it isn't pleasant for me to have to heal the welts or the bloody traces of the lash. I begin to lose my perspective, for I once loved animals as much as people, and now I see people used more heinously than animals."

"But why do you stay here if you find conditions so deplorable?" Arabella dared to ask.

"Because I, like you, am an indentured bondservant." came the unexpected answer, which made even Gloria and Beatrice gasp in surprise. "Because I have long ago learned to hide my true feelings and make the best of a bad situation. Now I too once protested the actions of the Crown, and for this I was publicly whipped and set in the stocks and transported to the Colonies, where I was purchased by Lady Meg."

"Why, the chronicle you tell me might well be my own," Arabella cried as she slid down from the table and went to stand once more with her friends.

"How so?"

To this query, the lovely naked coppery-haired lady-in-waiting briefly explained the set of circumstances which had brought her to Fairlieu Acres. Mercedes Jeffries slowly shook her head. "It is an odd coincidence, indeed. But you see, I had already found my true love and he was taken from me by a brutal and unnecessary murder, for such it was. And because I lost so much, I lost my head also and dared to flaunt the powers that willed such a blind and useless murder. But now I am resigned to my fate and will make the best of it, and that is why you see me in here in the role of medical advisor, because I cannot be called physician, not truly. It is a jest, but life is full of them, and there are far too many jests in the Colonies. But I talk too much. Perhaps I see in you something of my own youthful spirit, and therefore I will give one word of warning for you and your friends: hold your tongues, obey no matter what it costs you, for pride is nothing compared to being tied to a whipping post out in the hot sun and being flogged to the blood by a Negro who will then probably have the opportunity to enjoy your naked body in his bed."

"They—they would treat a woman like that here?" Gloria asked incredulously. Mercedes turned to regard the beautiful blonde.

"They do far worse than that, and not only on this plantation. In the Colonies, the word of the owner of the land granted by the King is sovereign law, as good as that of the King himself. There is nowhere you can turn for justice. The High Sheriff and even the Governor have their commissions from George III, and they are his creatures. No, my poor girls, I can only wish that I shall not see you here often during your stay. But that will be up to you and to what earnestness you put my advice. Now let's have you—" she pointed to Beatrice.

And thus the examination went on, until at last the handsome Scottish-Spanish beauty nodded and said, "Now, we'll give you all a clean bill of health. You're not likely to contract the yaws or the Spanish flux here, unless of course you're unfortunate enough to be given to the blacks, who are much too lecherous to remain sanguine for very long. I will now send you on to Mistress Laura Eggleston, who will have you clothed. Then you will be fed supper and then you will be returned to this very building to be quartered in the isolation cells, which is our custom. You will remain here for forty-eight hours and your meals will be brought to you. You will not be allowed communication among yourselves or with any other slaves until that hour — unless, of course, Lady Meg decides to speak to you before the onset of your service — if it can be called that."

And on that note of cynical advice, the three ladies-in-waiting were ushered out of the room and into the corridor where Laura Eggleston impatiently awaited them.

"Come along, all of you. I don't know why she took so much time with you." said Laura peevishly. "Anyone with half an eye and not even with any medical knowledge can see that you girls are as healthy as can be hoped for. Whether your strength will hold up under the hot sun and the labor you will have to do in the fields remains to be seen. Now we will go in here and draw your attire from the housekeeper."

The door of another chamber led to a kind of huge linen closet, where three handsome mulatresses presided. Now that Laura Eggleston had regained her control over the three naked indentured girls, her own ego preened itself. Cattily, as one woman to another, she murmured to Arabella, "By my troth, that Mercedes took an unwarrantable amount of time inspecting the three of you. What was she talking about? I'm sure she must have been prattling, for that's her way."

"She was giving us good advice," Arabella said quietly. She could already understand, keenwitted as she was, that there were many secrets on Fairlieu Acres, and that even those who had communal degradation to suffer might yet be hostile one to another. There were factions here, even within the ranks of all who suffered tyranny and the whip and servitude, and it would be wise to go slowly and to learn just who could be trusted and who could not. For all she knew, Laura Eggleston might well be a spy and report back to Lady Meg all that she might innocently say now.

"Good advice? Of what sort?" the honey-haired beauty demanded.

"She was telling us to obey, to keep silent, and to try to avoid the lash at all costs."

"In faith, I am in full agreement with her, for I myself have no wish again to feel the lash curling around my backside," Laura Eggleston laughed with a disarming candor, as she made a gesture of rubbing her bottom at which Arabella smiled. "Well, that's sound advice enough, I'll be bound. And you would do well to heed it, just as I told you. But now, let's get you dressed. After you have your clothes, you may wait here until I report back to Lady Meg. It may be that she will decide to talk to you after dinner and not put you at once in the isolation cells for the forty-eight hour period which is customary to all new slaves."

Beatrice and Gloria winced and glanced at each other commiseratingly at the sound of the word "slave."

But Arabella inclined her head in signal of thanks and murmured. "You're very kind. Mistress Laura. And I wish you good fortune for yourself."

Laura stared sharply at the redhead. She wasn't accustomed to all this directness. She was mistrustful precisely because she knew that she herself was always in a precarious position with the mercurial and fiendishly capricious Lady Meg. That was why she was so punctilious in serving the haughty young plantation owner, in effacing herself and making herself forget how it had come about that she herself was a slave. For at a moment's whim, she might well find herself bound to the whipping post under the blazing sun, the flesh of her back and thighs shrinking as Tuambo raised the cruel cowhide over her naked body. No one was safe on Fairlieu Acres.

But when she saw only Arabella's smiling gaze and read in that lovely smiling face nothing of guile which could be inimical towards her, Laura Eggleston softened perceptibly.

"Well, I'll not say more, save that if the Mistress does deign to see you, you are not to be shocked at whatever she may ask you to do. I know that you are virgins, or Mistress Jeffries would have bidden you to tell me so. Therefore, as such, you are of gentle nature and not used to the somewhat gross practices you may encounter here. One thing only I will tell you: those who are unfortunate enough to incur Lady Meg's wrath, are almost invariably turned over to the blacks, to become their body-servants and to sustain their lusts." She shuddered, remembering her own shocking destiny at Lady Meg's hands. "And if, as I suspect you must be, you are so sensitive that you believe that your virginity is to be a prize held for your future husbands, you will prefer almost anything to enduring the rape and the abuse which a Negro foreman, himself a slave, can inflict upon you at the Mistress's orders. But enough of that. Now then, Celestine," turning to a pretty young Negress who could not have been more than nineteen, "let us have a blue tunic for the blonde, a red one for this charming brunette here," designating Gloria Talmadge, "and for the redhead, possibly gold or black, which ever seems to fit her best. Let us make haste, for I must at once go to Lady Meg's chambers and inform her that the new bondservants have been examined and are now ready for their isolation."

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 

After the three former ladies-in-waiting had been dressed in their attractive and scandalously short colored silk tunics and high-heeled pumps with elegant buckles on which, shaped in rhine-stones, were the initials "M.F." to designate their imperious owner, Laura Eggleston escorted them to the rear of the barn-like building where a row of narrow windowless cells was situated. Here, each was destined to spend the night unless there should be a summons from Lady Meg herself requiring the presence of her new bondservants.

A heavy wooden partition separated each cell, but the girls were able to talk to one another by going to the barred door and speaking in a normal tone of voice. However, Laura cautioned them, "Don't chatter too loudly or too long, for it may be that Tuambo, who often visits this place to inspect the new slaves, will report you to Lady Meg for a caning!"

"Do you mean that women are actually flogged here?" Beatrice Digby incredulously asked.

"I thought I had made myself sufficiently clear that point by now," Laura Eggleston somewhat exasperatedly retorted. "If you wish to perform a scientific experiment, and if your peculiar frame of mind leads you to martyrize yourself, all you have to do is be disobedient or disrespectful or td act, in a word, as if you were free and on the streets of London at this very moment. I can assure you that you will immediately learn whether or not women are given the whip on this plantation. And now I shall bring you your evening meal, which will consist solely of a bowl of soup and some bread, and I leave you to your rest and what peaceful dreams you can conjure."

With this, she left the tier of cells — of which there were perhaps twenty in all, ten on each side of the corridor — and went to still another section of this large squat frame-like house to the kitchen, presided over by an Amazonian Negress named Celia, who had come from the Furlani tribe in Africa. Celia was nearly six feet tall, and massive, yet so magnificently proportioned that her buxom bosom and hips did not seem excessive. She was even quite pretty but she detested men and even Tuambo did not dare to brook her wrath. Two years ago, she had once broken the arm of one of the younger Negro overseers when he had crept into this building late at night and tried to rape her. She was still an embattled virgin so far as the male was concerned, but there were rumors that she favored her own tender sex and would at times compel, by the very apprehension which her physical prowess caused, some of the recruits and the more timid white and Negro slavegirls to spend a night with her. It was even rumored that fastidious Lady Meg had on occasions summoned Celia to her own bedchamber out of perverse curiosity.

In a few moments, Laura Eggleston returned with a tray on which reposed three tureens of barley soup into which Celia had generously ladled sizeable bits of stew meat, and some coarse black bread. She had also cozened the Amazonian cook into preparing mugs of strong hot tea with plenty of sugar and cream for the recruits, telling Celia that these were ladies of quality from London and might very well find favor in the mistress's eyes.

The strong hot tea was a blessing, and it revived the flagging spirits of Beatrice and Gloria, who had eagerly awaited the prospect of setting foot on land again after the arduous forty-day journey across the stormy Atlantic. Both of them, as a matter of fact, had been seasick several times, and only the indomitable Arabella Clarisson seemed to have braved the rigors of the voyage. But now, at the end of this eventful day, having found themselves sold like cattle on an auction block before a gaping audience and then finding themselves once again in a gloomy little cell with the prospect of being slaves for three long years had sent a wave of annihilating disillusionment over the spirits of the lovely blonde and brunette.

Laura fed Arabella last, and seemed inclined to linger a moment in the latter's cell. It was obvious that she had found a sympathetic chord which united them in some way. Though naturally she was still wary. It was as if she had the position of a trustee in a prison, yet she herself was as vulnerably responsible to the tyrannical young dominatress of the plantation as the lowliest slave girl in the fields.

"Is there much news of the court?" she hesitantly asked Arabella.

"I'm afraid I can give you very little news, Mistress Laura," Arabella gave her a disarming smile. "After all, all I can tell you of the latest happening is what occurred to my two dear friends and myself some six weeks ago. So I will say only that the wife of George III is a harridan, a fat old morbid sow who scowls at merriment and youth and who frowns upon as what is known as high society. She longs for her gloomy castle in Mecklenberg, and I would to heaven she had been sent packing back there long before the month of May!"

Laura smiled sympathetically and seated herself on the rude pallet which served as bed for the new prisoner. "And for simply hiding her jewels from her, you say, you were whipped before spectators and then sold into indenture for three years?" she demanded.

"I fear 'tis true, Mistress Laura. And that is why my friends Trice — I mean of course, Beatrice — and Gloria are terrified of the whip. I wish there was some, way to make certain they would never receive it."

"Alas," Laura Eggleston shook her head, "I cannot give you much heart on that score, Arabella. Lady Meg is a law unto herself. But then, considering the situation of this colony, she is no better and no worse than perhaps any other plantation owner to whom you might be consigned with papers such as you bore aboard the Orion. You must resign yourself to servitude, and you must do your best in cautioning your friends to follow your example in doing nothing that will incur Lady Meg's displeasure. Even then you aren't safe, for at a mere whim, she may well have you stripped and flogged to amuse herself I do not say that it is just, I say only that it is fact. And since we are here to serve her, we must bow before the fact, because the law is on her side."

"I thank you for your counsel, Mistress Laura. I will tell my friends to be on their mettle. But it will be hard for them to be slaves, as for me, having been free all our lives and of good families. And this is the hardest blow of all, not being permitted even to see them before the — what happened. And then not even to have the privilege of sending a letter to bid them farewell."

"Perhaps I can arrange that for you," Laura Eggleston softly proffered.

"It is very good of you, indeed, but I ask it for Gloria and for Beatrice, not for myself alone," the red-haired beauty sincerely countered.

"There will not be another ship back to Plymouth for a fortnight," Laura Eggleston ventured. ''And it will be difficult to furnish paper and pen, but I will try to manage it. But now I must go, for it would not be seemly for me to show favoritism to any slave or bondservant on this plantation. I bid you all good night."

She rose and with a quick smile left the cell and turned the key in the lock. Arabella Claris-son's heart sank, for this was a symbol, and a bitter one, a reminder that she was not yet free from the vindictive hatred of that dowdy old German woman whom she had offended with her levity and mischief, and that this same vengeance stretched across the broad Atlantic even here to this desolate plantation in the colonies.

Laura Eggleston left the squat low building and went back to the elegant plantation house to report to Lady Meg that the three new bondservants had been bathed, examined, fed and incarcerated for their isolation. She found Lady Meg Fairlieu in a vexatious humor, as a result of her brooding about her encounter with her arch rival Lady Louise Carlton.

The svelte Lesbian dominatress was naked except for black silk stockings and purple rosette garters and blue mules, and lay on her belly on a low wide couch in her boudoir, while the Danish slavegirl Dorothea, wearing only high-heeled slippers, white silk hose and purple rosette garters, bent over her and humbly and lingeringly massaged her back and buttocks with a perfumed cream which, its purveyor in Charleston had insisted, had the quality of making the skin white and soft and glossy. Lady Meg lay with her chin posed on her folded hands, and her eyes were narrowed and cold with anger as she remembered the affront her rival had bestowed upon her at the market place in Charleston.

"And she had the gall to try to buy away my new bondservants," she muttered half to herself "She goes too far, and one day I'll force her to make that wager of a pony-girl race with her servitude as a stake, and I'll win it, never fear! Dorothea, your nails are scratching me! Have a care, or I'll have Tuambo give you the cane on your big bottom. It's been a long time since I whipped you properly, my good girl. You grow too slothful in my service, I fear me."

"Forgive me, dear mistress, I did not mean to hurt you," Dorothea promptly and apprehensively replied, a look of terror shadowing her beautiful large eyes. She had no desire to be handed over to the tender mercies of the giant Mandingo overseer. Moreover, now a decided Lesbian like her mistress, the thought of giving her tall and magnificently contoured body to a man's rutting embrace was absolutely anathema. Besides, as the current favorite of Lady Meg, she enjoyed a relative freedom from shackles, poor food (and not enough of it), and toil out in the broiling sun in the cotton and tobacco fields. For all the depravities she was forced to submit to under this regimen of a personal-slave to the arrogant dominatress, she infinitely preferred it to any other post at Fairlieu Acres.

And so, to propitiate her lovely and cruel mistress, she began artfully to massage the perfumed cream along Lady Meg's chinkbone, at the very down of those boyishly compact, firm, firm buttocks, knowing full well that she was stimulating one of the erogenous zones of the young Lesbian's body.

"Hmmm, that's much better, Dorothea. Keep on that way and don't hurry. Ah. it's very restful. I shan't have you whipped tonight after all. You're really too lovely, but you must admit that your big bottom and your lovely long legs make you a very delightful subject for a thrashing. But I think I shall give it to you myself one of these days, because it will excite me. You will receive it gratefully and humbly won't you, Dorothea?"

"Oh yes, dear mistress, as a mark of favor, and I shall be happy to be whipped by your adored hand," Dorothea servilely replied.

Now the long slim fingers delicately massaged the cream over the tops of those compact buttocks, and Lady Meg sighed again with sensual pleasure. She closed her eyes and conjured up the image of the insolent brunette at the marketplace. Lady Louise Carlton, forced under the whip to strip naked, to crawl to her feet and to kiss them, to proclaim abjectly her devotion as the lowliest of slaves at Fairlieu Acres. To draw the cart as a pony-girl with bit and reins and bridle and the riding crop to flay her big bottom and brazen shoulders if she didn't keep up the gait. She would have Louise Carlton strip naked at the post in front of all her slaves, her body fondled by all her Negro overseers before Louise should taste the lash. It would be a slow and deliberate flogging, and she would give special instructions as to how the lashes were to be applied and where. And before they were finished with her, Louise Carlton would grovel and plead to give her body to one of those blacks, and do it right there on the ground in front of all the slaves in her fear and cringing terror. She would make the piss of fear trickle down Louise's white thighs and have that haughty voice choked with sobs and groans, hear that once arrogant voice tremulously stammering out a supplication for mercy and an avowal to escape more lashing!

It was a lovely, exciting dream, and Lady Meg squirmed under Dorothea's fingers, her pussy rubbing against the upholstery of the couch. Her nipples began to stiffen, and her lips were moist and quivering, and her nostrils dilated convulsively. The mystic lust of Bilitis was upon her, and now she needed assuagement.

It was thus that Laura Eggleston found her, and Dorothea looked up and blushed for a moment. The boudoir door was open, and Laura had gone in. knowing that Lady Meg always impatiently wanted news of how the new slaves had reacted to their new home and the intimation of a disciplinary regime to be exacted from them. She closed her eyes for a moment and shivered, and her cheeks flamed because she knew very well that though she hated Lady Meg with all her heart, the sight of that supple, perversely naked and almost boyish body roused within her dormant nature those brooding, dark and forbidden lusts which were unwholesome and unnatural and which, until she had come here in bondage, she had never dreamed existed. She hated Lady Meg for arousing such depravity in her own loins, and yet at the same time she was overwhelmed by them. Now she even envied and hated Dorothea, because the latter's fingers were caressing that supple nakedness, tasting its secrets, stirring passionate desires in the twitching flesh and the satiny skin of the young dominatress.

"Well, what are you standing there for, Laura? Why do you disturb me now? Are you looking for a flogging?"

"Oh no, Mistress Meg, but I know that you want me to tell you what I have done with the new bondservants."

"I expect that you've done what you always do with new slaves, isn't that right?"

"Yes, it is mistress," Laura Eggleston said humbly.

"Then why do you bother me now? Can't you see that I'm resting?" Lady Meg's voice rose to an irritated pitch, and Laura Eggleston shivered again, this time with apprehension. It was just in such unpredictable moods that this young imperatrix might take it into her head to call for a whipping before all of the slaves. No one was ever safe at Fairlieu Acres, no matter how entrenched in the Lady Meg's favors one might believe oneself to be. "Because it was your order, mistress," she said tactfully.

"Yes, so it was. I would have whipped you if you hadn't come to tell me about them. Well, now that you're here, what news have you? I want to know everything about them. A blonde, a brunette and a redhead, all ladies of quality, and all felons and traitresses to the Crown. Yes, of course I want to know how they behaved. Go ahead and tell me now that you're here, Laura."

"They were very well behaved and docile, mistress," Laura began. "They are healthy, and they are very lovely and intelligent."

"You are in a most complimentary vein this evening, it appears. Usually you aren't quite so concerned with the minds of the slaves.

Besides, an intelligent slave can be a great hazard on a plantation like this. Especially a woman. She can spread mutiny and revolt throughout the workers, and she can incite the Negro overseers to take matters into their own hands. Are they forward baggages, brazen hussies who intend to make their way easier for themselves by flouting my rules and by offering their bodies to the blacks?"

"Oh no, mistress, I don't think that at all. Truly I don't."

"Then what do you think, Laura?" Lady Meg slowly turned her face to contemplate the respectfully docile woman whom she had betrayed into servitude. Her eyes were mocking and hard. "Well, I'm waiting for your answer, Laura. Or do you need Tuambo to loosen your tongue a little?"

Once again the shadow of fear rose in Laura Eggleston's eyes. "I was saying, I don't think they're troublemakers, mistress. The oldest one, the red-haired Arabella, said that she would urge her friends to obey and to make no trouble. They have been shamed a good deal in public, and have fallen from on high, and they don't wish to do anything that would cause them shame and discomfort again."

"How touching!" the Lesbian dominatress sneered. "Yes, I know they were whipped in the courtyard of the palace and sent here for three years because of their ridiculous and nonsensical game with the Queen's jewels. But I'm amazed that you, Laura, should be taken in by such pranksters. It shows a bad tendency, methinks. For they might try some of their ruses to escape their duties here, and that would be more painful for them than what they've already experienced, as I think you know."

Laura Eggleston bowed her head and did not reply. The comment was far too painful and it reminded her of her own dire fate. Lady Meg, always quick in her sardonic way to notice the embarrassment and discomfort of her slaves, pursued: "By which I take it to mean that they don't want to be whipped again. Am I correct?"

"Yes, that's true, mistress. Arabella said as much. They are girls of good families, and never before did they have to suffer such humiliating chastisement."

"My heart bleeds for them." Lady Meg sneered. "I trust that you made it very clear that this is not a rest home for them nor a country estate, and that as indentured servants they are no better than slaves. In my mind, for that matter, they are far worse. They are criminals and traitresses, and I would sooner trust a black bitch from the Gold Coast of Africa or Cuba than I would these fancy ladies of quality. I put them in your charge, Laura, and you'll be responsible for their good or bad conduct. It is to your own best interests, therefore, to see to it that their names are not brought to me in any unfavorable light."

"Yes, mistress. I shall see to it. They — they are quite friendly, because they are alone and in need of affection. I am sure that I can gain their confidence."

"Do so, then. And you say they're all locked up in their cells and they've had their supper?"

"Yes, mistress. Will that be all?"

"No, it will not be all. Are you trying to get out of your duties with an insolent question like that, Laura? I think perhaps you are beginning to forget yourself a little. I tell you what you'll do. Tomorrow morning after breakfast, you will ask Tuambo to take you to the salon, and then you will bend over an armchair, hoist your skirt and show him your bottom and ask him to give you eight good cuts across it with the rattan. Do you understand me?"

Laura Eggleston turned crimson and lowered her eyes. "Y-yes, mistress, I do. I shall obey you."

"I'm sure you will, dear. You've learned your lesson already, I think. But it never hurts to have another occasional little dose, don't you agree? And of course you'll come in and show me your bottom so that I'll know Tuambo has given you your eight. If they aren't satisfactorily laid on, I'll revive the color of your backside myself Now let me see. We were talking about the ladies from England?"

It was all poor Laura Eggleston could do to keep from tears. Eight strokes of the rattan delivered by the giant Mandingo on her naked behind would hardly be pleasant. Besides, the Negro had always coveted her, and he would gloat over the opportunity to admire her most intimate nakedness which she would have to present to him in the most humble and abject pose. Tears began to sting her eyes. Nonetheless, she forced herself to remark in as level a voice as she could muster: "Yes, mistress, I am at your orders."

"Dorothea," Lady Meg ignored the humiliated Laura, "a little more cream, just at the end of my spine. It feels so very good."

"At once, mistress," the Danish beauty observed. She could not help flashing Laura a mocking little glance of triumph, as much as to say, You see that she prefers me to you, and yet I'm a slave and you are in charge of slaves. She walked over to a little tabouret on which a silver jar was posed, opened the lid and coated her long slim fingers with more of the faintly yellowish cream. Her magnificent naked titties jiggled as she slowly approached the couch and, bending towards her mistress, let Laura again see her mocking smile of triumph. She flaunted her dangling bubbies and the furry nest of her pussy, and it delighted her to see Laura thus mortified and discomfited. Lady Meg well knew how to set female against female in this interminable bondage; adroitly, she enforced upon the psyche of each of her slaves a chastening feeling of inferiority, and with a constant apprehension. To her mind, this was the ideal way to keep her slaves in thralldom.

Dorothea's slim fingers began to rub the cream into the chinkbone and just at the beginning of that ambery-shadowy crease which separated the compact, firm, boyishly rounded buttocks of Lady Meg Fairlieu. The naked dominatress purred with pleasure, squirming a bit, rubbing her pussy against the luxurious upholstery of the couch, closing her eyes and basking like a cat in this sensual torpor which the ministrations of her naked Danish maid-slave evoked.

"Perhaps it would be a good idea to have one of the girls come to my boudoir and let me talk to her myself," she finally proposed to Laura.

"At once, mistress. Which of the three do you prefer to have me bring to you?"

"Let me see. I think the youngest. She is most likely to be impressionable and malleable.

From her, I can doubtless learn a good deal about her friends, and it will be useful when I decide where to put them to work. Bring her to me at once, Laura."

"Very good, mistress. I shall carry out your order at once."

Gloria Talmadge started as she heard footsteps, and then, her heart pounding wildly, rose from her rough pallet to go to the barred door of her cell at the sight of Laura Eggleston.

"I'm sorry to disturb your repose, girl," Laura said not unkindly, "but Lady Meg wishes immediate audience with you."

"Oh — oh Lord — what have I done? Didn't she ask for the others?"

Laura shook her head. "No, Gloria, just for you. So you'd best come quickly. It doesn't pay to keep Lady Meg waiting, ever." As she spoke, she unlocked the door of the cell and the lovely young brunette emerged, her face crimsoning as she realized that she was clad in only the ridiculously short tunic and high-heeled pumps. "Am—am I to dress?" she quavered.

"Of course not, there's not time. Come along!" Laura said impatiently, and took hold of the brunette's wrist.

"Oh, what is it? Can't you tell me? Please, M— Mistress Laura!" Gloria Talmadge pleaded.

"I honestly don't know, girl, and you'd be wise not to ask so many questions. Slaves aren't supposed to talk until they're given leave — remember that when you're in Lady Meg's presence. But when she does question you, don't keep her waiting for answers. This way." Laura opened the back door of the porch of the plantation house and pushed the reluctant brunette inside.

They came at last to the boudoir of the perverse imperatrix, and Laura knocked at the door, then, as she heard Lady Meg drawl out, "Come in," turned to Gloria and whispered, "Remember what I told you, now! Be humble, don't stare at her, and answer quickly and truthfully when she questions you. Good luck — you'll need it!"

Then, opening the door, she drew back and Gloria Talmadge stepped hesitantly forward. What she saw made her gasp and stand rooted to the spot, then helplessly glance back as if to implore Laura Eggleston's aid. But the honeyhaired supervisor of the household had already gone back to her quarters, grateful that her own presence would be no longer needed.

Lady Meg faced the thunderstruck young brunette, from where she lay on her couch, with naked Dorothea still massaging her. Her thin lips curled in a mocking smile at the sight of Gloria's stupefaction. "Come in, come in," she said petulantly, "why do you stand there like an idiot? I want to inspect you."

Biting her lips, trembling in every limb, Gloria obeyed, and it seemed to her that her feet were shod in lead, so much of an effort did it take to approach the couch on which that arrogantly naked woman lay. The sight of Dorothea, too, served to augment Gloria's virginal confusion, for she had never seen another woman naked till this moment.

"Kneel down, your hands clasped behind your back," Lady Meg commanded, her eyes narrowing with the glint of cruelty as she at once detected the mingled apprehension and scandalized surprise in Gloria's gaze and expression. "At once, girl! Odds bodkins, what sort of stupid dolts are they sending us here in the colonies!"

With an effort, the brunette forced herself to kneel down, and her cheeks crimsoned to find herself in this demeaning pose, one which was due only to royalty.

"How old are you, and what's your name?"

"It—it's Gloria Talmadge, and—and I'm t-twenty."

The cold blue-gray eyes of the young patrician became slits of feline cruelty, the lips tightened. "Is this how you speak to your mistress, girl? You are one of the three who were publicly flogged and sent here to serve three years under indenture, are you not?"

"Y—yes ..."

"Devil take me if I don't think you're trying to anger me, you simpering bitch! I am called 'Mistress' by my slaves, of whom you are now one. Reply to me once again without that title of respect, and it will cost your backside a good dozen with the rattan! Now, take off that tunic so I may see what you're fit for. If you're sturdy enough, the cotton or the tobacco fields will be excellent training grounds to teach you humility, my girl. Off with it, I said! Are you deaf as well as stupid?"

Tears glistened in Gloria Talmadge's eyes as she slowly dragged the red tunic over her head and shoulders, then clutched it helplessly in her hands.

"Let it fall to the floor, it's no matter! There now. My Dorothea, see how the bitch is blushing! She must be a virgin — is that true, Gloria?"

"Y—у—yes, m—m—mistress." The words came out faintly and with an anguished effort. 

"At last she comprehends me, Dorothea!" Lady Meg turned to look back at the naked Danish slave, a mocking smirk on her perversely lovely face. "But if she's a virgin as she says, she's sure to be woefully ignorant about pleasing her mistress, wouldn't you say?"

Dorothea, fawning in her current role as favorite, was enraptured to take her cue from her capricious mistress at the expense of the luckless newcomer. "Oh, indeed, dear mistress, she'll have to be taught a good deal."

"Well, then, suppose you undertake her tutelage, Dorothea. Come, Gloria, let Dorothea show you how I like to have my slave prepare me for bed. Tell her what especially pleases me, Dorothea."

"Yes, mistress. Come here, Gloria, so I can show you." Dorothea beckoned, and the naked brunette, wishing to sink through the floor and disappear, uttered an audible groan of shame as she slowly approached the side of the couch, while Lady Meg watched her intently, that taunting smile still on her lips.

"Dig your finger into this jar of cream — so," Dorothea instructed, taking Gloria's inert right hand, grasping the brunette's forefinger between her own right thumb and forefinger and pressing it down into the perfumed cream. "Now, very gently, press it into the mistress's buttocks, between them, thus—"

Gloria Talmadge uttered a cry of horrified indignation as the Danish girl forced her fingers towards the ambery shadowy crease between Lady Meg's quivering naked buttocks. Then, wresting her finger away, she sobbed out, "Oh no! I—I can't, I—I won't!"

Lady Meg burst into silvery laughter as she rolled over, cat-like, onto her back, then sat up, cupping her orange-like firm titties with a narcissistic caress. "Can't and won't, eh. Dorothea? This night was beginning to bore me, but I think it may turn out to be amusing, after all! It's been a long time since a new slave girl said that in my presence. Dorothea, pull the bellrope for Tuambo!"

Gloria Talmadge, tottering in her high-heeled pumps which were her only garb, a hand modestly pressed over the most intimate nook of her creamy virginal body, uttered a sobbing cry: "Oh—oh my God, what are you going to do to me? Have pity—I—I can't—I've—I've never done such a thing before in all my life, how can you punish me for that?"

Lady Meg tilted back her head and again emitted a peal of mocking laughter. "How, you silly bitch? That is what you will learn when Tuambo comes to my summons! It will be your first lesson at Fairlieu Acres — and I promise you that it will make you forget about the harmless little switching you got back in London! Ah. here's Tuambo now!"

The door had opened, and the giant Mandingo appeared in loincloth and sandals, grinning from ear to ear as his eyes fixed on the cringing naked body of the unfortunate indentured bondservant Gloria Talmadge, who was to be the first of the trio to know the vicious sadism of Lady Meg Fairlieu.

To be continued in Book П of THE PASSIONS OF LADY MEG 
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