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When it comes to female slaves, Caroline wrote the book! In fact she’s written a lot of them and all of them feature strong, beautifully described scenes that carry the unmistakable feeling that one is reading fiction based on very real experience!

 
 
 
 
 
 

A while back Silver Moon brought out, among its host of spicy publications, ‘The Sufferers’, a story relating the fate that befell two young women of heretical belief in the Cevennes during the early eighteenth century. Captured along with others by the royal dragoons despatched by Louis XIV to root out the growing threat of Protestantism in the realm, the girls found themselves spared condemnation to the horrendous Tour de Constance on account of their exceptional beauty. Through negotiation the two prisoners were exceptionally consigned to the Marquis Francis-Etienne for use by his wife, Elodie, Marquise de Vonnange-Lassignac, a wealthy royalist and owner of a batch of submissive slaves.  Stripped naked, chained and fitted with flesh rings, Joanne and Martine joined the other captives in the dismal cellars of the Lassignac château to serve as sex-slaves under the whip and instruments of torment employed by the Marquise, her husband, their high-born visitors, as well as the ruthless retainers charged with the incarceration and disciplining of the prisoners.
After months of brutal treatment, the two victims were unpredictably freed by their Camisard comrades engaged in the civil war raging in the Cevennes. Their liberation, as recounted, entailed a fierce vengeance being meted out to the Marquise and her vicious niece, Anthea, at the hands of their own servants, the latter being obliged under the Camisards’ swords to inflict the floggings. Both girls, Martine more so than Joanne, had in fact encouraged their rescuers to administer the retaliatory punishments.
When subsequently the girls managed to find their way to freedom in the Calvinist city of Geneva, Martine became a deaconess. Joanne however began to waste away in that dour atmosphere, yearning to return to her beloved Cevennes – and above all to resume her affair, however exacting, with the Marquis Francis-Etienne. She had fallen hopelessly in love with the man and the demands he made on her alluring body. Despite the further perils that should have cautioned her, Joanne decided to risk the folly of travelling back to Lassignac where, she believed, her lover would not only forgive her but also shield her from his wife’s and niece’s fury over what had occurred on that fateful day, the 20th of June, 1702.
To her dismay, when venturing to the château amid the autumn leaves in the hope of meeting up again with the handsome Francis-Etienne, she learned from a guard on duty beyond the drawbridge that he had been summoned to join the royal court in Paris. Appalled by the news and the absence of that delicious cock she dreamed of servicing again – this time as a bona fide mistress as well as a whipping concubine, imprudently she lingered a while under the battlements, hoping to catch sight of her former companions whom she also truly missed.  Alerted by the sentinel, Elodie could hardly believe her good fortune; the slave’s sudden, unexpected appearance was providential. A moment later the wretch was seized and dragged into her presence. What was to betide her, despite her pleas for forgiveness, is recounted in this, the ‘lost’ chapter of the book, a somewhat different account that came to light later in court circles in Paris.



The ‘Lost’ Script

 
 

The Marquise’s first idea, once the ‘swine of a bitch’ was made to kneel before her, consisted in relegating her to one of more inhuman brothels the family owned, catering for the needs of mariners returning from long voyages overseas. 

Her whorehouses at Nantes or in Bordeaux, which was nearer, specialized in the 
use of the whip, and at neither port did a sex slave last longer than a few 
months, if that, under cock, scourge and instruments of torture, thereafter 
being sold off on the cheap to some outgoing vessel for use of crew members, 
regrettably deprived of female flesh over extended periods. Moreover, a slave 
could be flogged, in the case of foul weather, as a sacrifice to appease 
Neptune’s wrath and calm the seas…

The château’s tumbrel therefore set out with the valet Coursel assigned to convey the slut to Bordeaux, the man, like Bouchard, Elodie’s major-domo, having been duly pardoned for their part in the sufferings inflicted on the Marquise and her niece back in June. The driver was given full right to use en route the slave’s body as he wished. Hog-tied, chained and barely covered with sacking, Joanne left Lassignac to cross the Cevennes in the first chill of autumn.
It was a sullen, pouting Anthea some days later who finally persuaded her doting aunt to change her mind. “After all,” she had pleaded, “those parpaillot bastards will not descend on us again now that the dragoons are about. And anyway, who knows the bitch has returned? So why send her hence? Have we not refurbished Uncle Francis’s private whipping chamber and is it not serving admirably as a torture precinct? Bring the trollop back, now that your husband, who seemed to fancy her, is up in Paris and won’t interfere.”
On second thoughts, Elodie finally consented. “Very well, treasure. Tell Bouchard from me to send out a rider and have the pernicious reprobate brought back for punishment. We can always sell off what’s left of her later after she’s spent a week of penitence with us. But, Anthea dear, I have no intention of keeping her here overlong nor of allowing her to be used by the guests. We all know how talkative they can be. And that’s too much of a risk, after what happened last June.”
Accordingly, a servant – an excellent rider – was despatched with orders for Coursel to return the criminal to Lassignac. Mounted on the absent Marquis’s roan, the man caught up with the tumbrel as it was crossing the Lot river, with still three days’ journey to cover before handing the cargo over to Elodie’s most infamous flogging establishment for seafarers disembarking at Bordeaux.
Terrified, Joanne was slung head down behind the messenger, wrists and ankles roped under the roan’s belly for the trek back to the Cevennes. Her sole consolation was that, unlike the valet who had made full use of her three orifices at each halt of the cart, the servant refrained, anxious not to lose time. The same evening, her head and legs spattered with the horse’s foam, the half-conscious burden was handed over to a scantily-attired woman she had not encountered during her previous months of captivity. As she was hauled into the courtyard’s northern tower, Joanne assumed the new, shapely recruit was probably the replacement for the merciless Marie-Félice, now serving the Marquis in several ways at his courtly Versailles lodgings.
The prisoner, clotted with the residue of Coursel’s ejaculations and the steed’s sweat, was stripped of her one covering and hastened down the stairwell to the so-called preparation cellar that she recalled only too well. Passing before a couple of booted, leather-strapped guards playing at cards on what appeared to be a punishment slab that her numbed memory could not remember being there before, she thought one of the men seemed familiar, although both were masked; the volume of the fellow’s phallus, lolling between the parted thighs, reminded her of a vicious flagellation and sodomy – and the orgasms – she had once enjoyed from someone similar… Neither of the lackeys spared her more than a glance, being more interested for the moment in betting, but a lewd comment on the size of her breasts did raise her spirits. As she left the autumnal sunlight and descended the steps, Joanne caught sight of the walled compound where the morning floggings used to take place to prepare the slave flesh for the weekend guests who were invited to visit the château and make use of its submissive inmates.
“Step lively, whore,” ordered the woman, garbed in an open doublet and tight-clinging leggings, cut away to reveal a neat, shaven crotch. “My name is Melanie and I’m charged with priming your hefty body, and that takes time. You will address me as ‘Mistress’ when, or rather if, you’re given the right to speak. In any case, you’re to be hooded up but probably not gagged so that you can perform fellatio and tongue cunt. Your first session takes place tonight, after Elodie has dined.” Her use of the divine Marquise’s first name dumbfounded Joanne, disclosing a self-assurance rare in an assistant slave mistress when referring to her lofty mistress; if she was not cautious, the nude thought, a return to slavery might well threaten. But the harlot seemed unaware of the arrogance she displayed so unperturbedly. “Your ordeal is being confirmed at this moment at table.” Then she added: “You will, of course, undergo it stark naked and chained.”
A spasm of fear, mingled with the usual excitement, coursed through the returnee as a rope was tightened round her neck, and the steep descent commenced.
On entering the readying chamber, Joanne found the place had hardly changed since the day when Martine and she had been pierced and ringed there, so long ago, it seemed. The overhead cords and ankle hasps in the paving, serving to stretch the muscle and sinew to full tension, were the same as before, as was the long table on which the shaving was done but now was littered with implements, oils and the flesh rings.
“Place that enticing mass of meat and brawn under the ropes, whore, and up with the arms. Part the legs wide – yes, like that but wider still.” The slave mistress’s orders, compared with those the departed Marie-Félice used to scream out, were rather invitations than commands, and Melanie seemed surprised at the readiness the slave showed, Joanne having no immediate wish to become acquainted with the knotted scourge swinging from the young woman’s loin belt; lashes on a cold, unreceptive body could be dispiriting.

Despite the sludge and slime blemishing the contours, the slave knew the effect 
her erotic nudity could have on a dominant. Already the nipples had returned to 
life and tumescence, the belly hollowing between the sharp crescent of the 
ribcage and the fleecy pubic mound and soon enough the woman would not fail to 
notice the emergence of the clitoris from its protective sheath and below that, 
the inevitable ooze of vaginal fluid, merging with what remained of Coursel’s 
sperm, crawling down the drooping labia…

But the swabbing down of the trunk, dorsal area, buttocks and limbs proceeded without comment. Even the freezing water from the pail and the harsh brush gave Joanne pleasure, her cleansed body listing forward as the mistress’s fingers scoured out the anus, and then rearwards for the cunt to be freed of what the valet had pumped into it on the aborted journey north. It was only when the oiling began that Melanie commented on the body entrusted to her.
“You certainly have a spectacular bulk of blubber on you, wench – the sort that Elodie seems to fancy, leave alone Mademoiselle Anthea” – she seemed to be wary of the niece – “and Bouchard who revels in flogging a lavishly fleshed female. 

Since I arrived here, all I’ve heard from him have been grouses over the 
‘spindle-shanked starvelings’ he’s given to thrash, torture and prepare for the 
guests… although there are one or two whores he says are worth the efforts he 
expends on blooding them.” Quite suddenly, the girl took hold of one of Joanne’s 
breasts in a grip that cut the slave’s breath. “But bulges of this sort are sure 
to please him when it comes to strangling the roots with the iron clamps and 
using the cane and flesh tongs…”

“Of that I’m quite aware, mistress,” the nude muttered, aware that she was risking the knotted whip for speaking without permission. She even added, as her teat was seized and twisted: “I’ve been here before and I thought you knew it.”
“Have you, indeed! Well, that I wasn’t told. Then you must be one of the two slaves who escaped after some sort of drama or other. That was before my time and no one seems ready to talk of it. But now I begin to understand some of the remarks made in the banqueting hall where they chew the cud.” She paused, looking up and down the length of flesh she was preparing. “Then why, upon my faith, did you return here? I suppose you know or at least can guess what your succulent, sultry body’s in for now.”
“I had my reasons, mistress, but clearly I was mistaken.”
“You certainly were, trollop. But now I have to finish your preparation.” Turning to the table to take up a razor, the piercing awl and a collection of slave rings, she added over her shoulder, “I suppose you know you’ve been condemned to the torture precinct for a week, away from the other inmates…” That Joanne might have guessed but not for a whole week! Her nipples shrank into the delicious unblebbed areoles, her throat tightening. But what she said was factual. “You don’t need to pierce my teats or the rest down below, because I’m already slit. The rings should enter easily enough, mistress.”
The woman seemed relieved as she sashayed gracefully back, with Joanne glancing more closely at the new appointee: although she wore neither veil or mask, the breast summits were surrounded with the identical spiked discs Marie-Félice had always worn in the past – and which were not pleasant when she hugged a slave she was working on; the teats, however, although half the size of Joanne’s, stood firm and luscious and were tinted purple, as were the labia beneath the pubic bulge, meticulously shaven and bearing a brand mark, possibly from her own earlier spell of servitude. (It was later that evening Joanne was to discover that all of the staff serving Elodie were now devoid of sex hair, a novelty she had already noticed when being penetrated by Coursel during the horrendous journey to the coast. Such seemed to be one of the Marquise’s innovations, along with knotted whips, following her husband’s departure for Paris.)

Following the expert cleansing within and without, Melanie used the razor, after 
honing it on a strap, to relieve the slave’s body of every trace of hair that 
had grown since the escape in June. Joanne watched, or rather felt, the shaving, 
particularly of the pubis, with a certain pleasure but also with disquiet, since 
it presaged the cunt was to be whipped and tormented. As the growth was removed, 
she noticed that the slender woman did not wear the customary gloves but leather 
mittens that left the fingers free, most probably to manipulate an inmate’s 
flesh, especially the nipples and clitoris, more intimately and painfully. A 
further glance at the hands, as they raked the armpits, disclosed that the back 
of the mittens gleamed with sharp spikes, similar to those bristling on the 
jerkin and down the skin-tight breeches. Imagining the girl’s backhand blows 
across the teats, Joanne swore silently to obey the slim mistress 
unquestioningly, whatever order was pronounced. And there were those lengths of 
flogging hide grazing the woman’s thigh; however much the slave hankered after a 
good whipping, the knots on the thongs warned her that dumb compliance was 
advisable – at least until orgasm exploded. But there too she was uncertain of 
her rights. Culpable of what she had allowed to be imposed on Elodie, she 
wondered if indeed she would be allowed to spend. The question trembled on the 
tip of her tongue – and clitoris – but she dared not risk asking Melanie…

The rings slid into the engorged nipples easily enough and were neatly clamped with the crimping pliers. Only the quite unnecessary frictioning of the engorged teats disturbed Joanne, for it threatened to bring her off. But she controlled herself, even when the four labial rings were threaded through and similarly ladened. Thus six of the seven sites were loaded again with the metal circles she had missed so much since having them, at the same time as Martine’s, removed in Geneva. They had virtually become for her body natural adjuncts; without them she had felt dispossessed, her climaxes falling short of their usual intensity.  Yet it was the reinsertion through the root of the clitoris that threw the slave into disarray. As the woman crouched before the cunt to extend the pinnacle with the tongs, seeking the elusive hole near the base, Joanne let out a sharp cry.  At the same time, she heard the slave mistress’s remark.
“Parbleu, now that’s what I would call a truly lusty frigging stalk! I wager you use constantly, at least when someone’s not sucking it or it’s being twisted with the tongs. I’ve never seen one of such a size – it’s like a nipple, mon Dieu, like a thumb! I just hope Elodie lets me use the needles on it. I’ll bet,” she repeated, sinking her nails into the root, “you really punish it when it’s erect like this. How many times a night, whore, do you mash it, eh?” The silver slave ring threaded through the soft tissue and clicked. 
The hand withdrew, only to be thrust in the slave’s maw to be sucked clean, the mouthful of fingers fortunately preventing a reply. Believing the insertions over, Joanne was startled to see an eighth ring gleaming in Melanie’s grasp. The slave mistress smiled, watching the dark violet eyes widen as they stared down at the additional annulus approaching the sweating face.

“Now, up with that head,” came the coolly efficient command. “This item will put 
you in a different category from the common dross that lives chained up in the 
holding cellar yonder – some of whom you probably know if, as you tell me, you 
were one of them in the past. But you’re to be kept apart from the others,” – a 
condition Joanne had expected, being likely to contaminate the cohort with her 
guilty presence – “and you’re going to pass the whole week alone in what I’m 
told is the new precinct, a chamber where extreme punishment is dealt out to 
reprobates.” (Where the woman had picked up such terms defeated Joanne – maybe 
from conversations between the Marquise and her guests at high table where this 
Melanie, probably naked, helped in waiting on the august company, prior to 
whipping sessions.) “By all accounts, it used to be the Marquis’s private 
sanctuary where he enjoyed certain privileged slaves…”

Joanne felt her heart miss several beats as she recalled the frenzied, ecstatic hours she had spent there with Francis-Etienne – the chains, the whips and, above all, that tireless cock of his filling her three orifices. Indeed, such were the real reasons for her return to Lassignac. What sacrilege to have turned that delicious, distant room, with its oaken beams and lancets giving out over the lush countryside, into a venue of vengeance and torment! As to the former airless dungeon below, seldom did an obstreperous inmate spend more than a night, or possibly two, down there in the depths. But here it seemed, a whole week, being beaten, maltreated and penetrated was normal. To Joanne it amounted to sacrilege. Profanity.
“Since I arrived here last month,” the slender – and talkative – beauty went on, “I’ve only served there once. A fierce redhead who fought the valets had to be brought to heel. It was unbelievably ferocious. Where I worked before, a slave, however unruly, was never treated like that. But here, Dieu seul le sait, what Elodie had Bouchard and the guests inflict on that carrot-haired bitch was beyond description. She must have done something terrible to deserve that – like you.” She paused as though expecting a comment from Joanne, who was trying to recall if there had been a redhead among her past colleagues. “Anyway, Elodie had Bouchard brand the troublemaker’s breasts with the white-hot iron. I think she was then sold off to some schooner captain or other at Toulon.” Again she broke off to pass a hand over Joanne’s teats, the other still holding the nose ring. “And let me tell you, if I heard Elodie aright, you’re in for something similar. But, considering what I’ve heard of you, you’ll probably enjoy the punishment they’ve planned. So now let’s get this silver trinket through your septum – at least that’s what Anthea called it at table. Keep your head still, since I’m not too used to this.” One pair of fingers gripped the tip of the nose and raised it as, with the other hand, she aimed the piercing awl precisely.  With a sudden thrust, the point traversed the cartilage between the nostrils.
Joanne let out a stifled cry and then felt the ring easing through the septum and being clamped shut. Though the insertion pained her, secretly she was thrilled to have another ring bedecking her body.
“So now you’re complete, with an extra mooring. Bouchard will probably stretch you up by that for Anthea to use the horsewhip across those lavish masses of rump meat. If so and if you value your pretty snout, be sure not to lurch about when you’re at full reach on your toes. You wouldn’t want to rip the ring out, after all the care I’ve taken with it, now would you? And keep the thighs apart because she likes to lash up into the cunt and hear the metal chiming.” Joanne felt the new lustrous circle grazing her upper lip. The pain was agonizing, but strangely there was no trickle of blood, contrary to what she had expected.
“So, let’s get you strapped up, whore,” Melanie muttered. “After all, there has to be something sturdy to hold you outspread for the bamboo canes, flogging thongs and … other things.” Watching her collect from the same nearby table a number of restraining leathers, each strop fitted with several iron rings, Joanne was taken aback not only by the new slave mistress’s slim grace but rather by her composure; from somewhere deep within her entrails arose a yearning to bed the suave woman and see her pass out as she was licked through one orgasm after another. Even her curved back was attractive when she kneeled down to buckle, competently enough, the braided straps of bull’s hide round the parted ankles; she plainly enjoyed her work. When it came to encircling the wrists, each arm being released in turn, the cord replaced by similar bands, the naked victim could feel the woman’s studded jerkin rasping the ringed teats. The heavy perfume almost caused Joanne to swoon, so pervading was the odour, as the pliers flattened each rivet.
“Of course, you’ll be hooded up for your torments,” Melanie informed her,” but that will be done once you’re chained and spigotted in the precinct. Now for the throat strap, trollop.”
Expecting the neckband to resemble that which Lassignac had made her endure previously, the sweating penitent recoiled when the collar almost strangled her.  “Raise the head, bitch,” she was told brusquely. “This is another of Elodie’s ideas – or maybe Anthea’s. I can’t remember but I do know it was donated by one of the nobles after a journey to the Ottoman lands. It prevents the face falling forward when a slave passes out during a breast caning and risks having her head slashed. Even when you’re masked, it keeps the skull out of harm’s way, and doesn’t hamper you when fellating cock or licking a cunt through the mouth slit. 
Of course, with your head tilted to the rear, you can’t see much of what’s being 
done to you…”
Joanne groaned as the upslanting, rigid verge of thick leather forced her head back, leaving her to stare directly at the arched ceiling above. The new fitment was truly perturbing, for even when the macabre, suffocating slave hood, that Lassignac usually employed to mask a slave, was buckled over the head, the victim, in the past, had at least been allowed to observe what was being perpetrated on her flesh. 
It was then that she felt a chain being linked loosely to the ankle straps and the wrists crossed over the rear of the collar, to be clipped to a solid ring set in the leather bondage; such bondage, Joanne knew, was customary at the château when slaves were being shifted from one place to another – for instance, from the holding cellar to the outside yard for the morning floggings or for labour in the fields – and allowed the body to be heavily lashed to hasten its progress. (A stumble or fall, she recalled, earned thirty larrups, delivered over the breasts there and then or alternatively added to the routine morning thrashings.) 
“Now you’re arrayed according to the new house rules of chattel slavery, we can descend to the punishment precinct,” the slender one announced, seeming pleased with her labours. Supposing she was to be led down by a lead fixed to the atrocious neckband, Joanne swallowed hard what she had of saliva when a plaited dog-leash was hooked to the nipple rings. At the slave mistress’s first wrench on the tether, the teats joined and lengthened in grotesque pain – but at the same time provided the submissive with a familiar erotic thrill she had almost forgotten since her escape. Little pleased her more than being treated as what she was – a helpless, naked victim of her own innermost desires. Pensively and already leaking down her thigh tendons, she wondered if what was about to befall her did not constitute the true reason for her return to the château. All the same, the Marquis’s unforeseen absence did continue to distress her mightily. 
The humiliating transfer, by the glimmer of a guttering lanthorn Melodie had taken up in her free hand, then commenced. Joanne used what she supposed would be her body’s last moments of composure, prior to the inevitable flagellations, to murmur a breathless prayer. The thought of confronting the Marquise, her niece and Bouchard gathered in avenging alliance almost made her forget the sacred words.

 

*

 
At each bend in the upward stairway, Melanie looked back to ensure her charge 
was keeping up and not risking unnecessary damage to the teats. At the same 
time, Joanne wondered whether the new recruit wielded the knotted scourge as 
ferociously as the venomous, departed python, Marie-Félice, used to do. In any 
event, as the major-domo’s assistant – and probably his current concubine, she 
would not have ascended to that rank without demonstrating her talent when 
horse-whipping a female body. A further furtive glance allowed the slave to take 
stock again of the woman’s slender build and long gaitered legs; unless the 
regulations governing the use of slave flesh at the château had changed, the 
chance of licking that neatly shaved cunt might be possible. She tried to 
imagine what this Melanie’s vaginal mucus would taste like…

As to the savage Anthea, the further a Lassignac slave kept from her and her six-thong, the longer would the inmate survive. Memories of the niece striding into the holding cellar reminded Joanne how the staunchest captives used to blanch, their breasts turning into petrified slabs of frozen meat… The week’s victim preferred to concentrate on the worn steps she was negotiating rather than picture Anthea gracing the renovated precinct that lay ahead.
To safeguard her nipples, Joanne had to quicken her tread up the stairwell that the neck flange prevented her seeing clearly. Moreover, the process of preparation, ringing and oiling had lasted such an unconscionable time that it had sapped some of her energy; even the prospect of the whippings to come, of which she had been starved for nearly three months, hardly encouraged her to keep up with Melanie. A brisk jerk on the leash, however, hastened her on.  “Falter once more, shiftless trollop,” – the woman’s voice hissed under the mildewed vaulting, her features suddenly hardening, as the service thong was released from the belt – “and I’ll flay your rump. I haven’t all day to get you strung up in yon precinct, laggard! Elodie must have finished dining by now and she detests being kept waiting by an idling bitch of a whore.” The change in the slave mistress truly unnerved the faltering submissive.
Striving desperately for the next stair, the upturned eyes fixed anxiously for guidance on the arched stonework above, the nude body suddenly doubled up as the lash embedded its knotted length into the rear of the thighs. The blow was followed by two further, full-blooded strokes across the shuddering buttocks. 
Joanne stifled a cry, catching her breath as she felt the loads of arse meat 
blossom into purple ridges. Vexingly, the scourge traversed the fading welts 
fomented by Coursel when he had tied her to the wagon wheel on the recent journey north. Blindly, the slave felt for the remaining steps ahead.
Halting the sweating corpulence before a doorway arrayed with iron brackets and rows of studs, the lissom one tempered her fury. “Now, on your knees, strumpet, thighs fully parted and let’s have that pair of hulking breasts bulging well out. That’s the posture you ought to know if, as you claim, you’ve been here before.” Taking up the slack of the lead as her victim fell to her knees, the woman jabbed the whip haft into each breast in turn, crushing both teat and ring deep into the soft lymph. “And keep these beefy knobs you have for nipples fully erect, so that the rings hang clear.” The slave winced and groaned as the lead was ripped out of the metal insertions but adopted the prescribed position. “You will wait here,” she was ordered, “stock-still, till you’re given permission to enter your week’s residence of penance.” To Joanne it seemed as though the woman – resembling now a menacing witch rather than the attractive slave handler she had appeared to be – truly enjoyed humiliating her, reducing the sufferer to the level of an animal about to be butchered.
Buttocks swaying, Melanie heaved the bossed portal ajar and, lanthorn in hand, entered the chamber. Sensing a waft of torrid air emerge from within, the slave was left alone, trembling in the dark.
Well over half an hour later, it was not Melanie but another female who finally came out to take charge of the kneeling figure; the light from the doorway seemed sufficient for the well-fleshed woman to look the slave over and, to Joanne’s perturbation, hook a chain to the clit ring. “On your feet, slut,” the order resounded hoarsely under the vaulting, “and follow me.” Taking hold of the links, what appeared to the returnee to be also a newcomer to the staff led the naked body into the chamber where earlier in the year Joanne had lost her heart to the handsome and, in more senses than one, ravishing Marquis de Lassignac.
Considerably more solidly built than either Melanie or Marie-Félice, now luckily absent, the woman wore a veil of dark gauze over her face, scarlet-dyed gauntlets and high boots but otherwise was naked. If not a subordinate assistant to Bouchard, she had to be fairly junior in the hierarchy, for she had no scourge attached to the loin belt nor were the areoles encompassed with metal spikes. Hence she ranked low but was hardly congenial as she accused Joanne of being late.
“At long last,” she complained, giving the clit a harrowing jerk. “You’ve certainly taken your time to present yourself, slag, but luckily the Marquise had not arrived as yet. It is I, along with the valet Deljoux, whom anon you’ll get to know, or at least his cock, who’ll act as your direct supervisors during your confinement here in the precinct. And apparently you are already acquainted with the place, no?” Such at least was what Joanne understood her to say, feeling more apprehensive than in the past when a mere servant had the insolence of addressing her so. She saw no point in agreeing, since Melanie had already mentioned the changes made to the chamber. What difference could it make whether she knew it or not? Again, silence was clearly the best policy.
“Deljoux and I,” the slattern went on, “are in charge of the chamber’s equipment and appliances. You will address me as Mademoiselle Sandrine but that’s by the way, as from now on you’ll not be able to speak, since I’m about to mask and, possibly, gag you. Have you anything to say, whore slut, before being put to the whip, instruments, cock and studded dildos?” Had Bouchard been present, her presumptuous air and itemized litany, Joanne felt, could in the past have earned her a cautionary flogging, relieved of those ostentatious boots and veil. But maybe she frequented Elodie’s bed, thereby being exempt from reprimand.
Although far from clear, her Breton French riled Joanne, who answered briefly.  “As a tutored sex slave and of the Faith, I do not converse with Jezebels of your variety.” It was daring perhaps, but well worth the risk. The remark was met by a stony silence, indicating possibly the wench was out of her depth. 

 
By way of reply, the fleshy Sandrine wrenched on the chain and dragged the 
victim into the room where, in those early summer days, Joanne had become 
enamoured of Francis-Etienne, Marquis de Vonnange-Lassignac – he who now served 
in the dazzling splendour of the royal court, far, far away… 
 

*

 
How significantly indeed had the formerly sparse-furnished chamber changed! In 
the flickering glow of several candles – the sort that Bouchard had only too 
often doused in her vagina – Joanne found the place somehow reduced to half its 
former dimensions; the space was crowded with threatening structures, bolted or 
sunk into the paving. Even the window lancets had been walled up, a threatening 
brazier smouldering beneath a canopied chimney. Quite evidently, meticulously 
planned pain, probably precluding any trace of pleasure, awaited her; for if the 
familiar suspension chains were still there, dangling from the upper beams, the 
new posts, wooden benches, a nail-infested crucifix and the racks of whips and 
implements were certainly not sweet-smelling beds of roses nor ornaments… All 
resemblance to the simple room where the Marquis had provided himself and her 
with such pleasure in camera, had vanished; the place had become a dungeon of 

duress, a candlelit tenement of torture. Lugged brusquely towards the chains, Joanne felt sorry for herself and a little sick at heart.
As the wrists were freed from the nape, the valet’s remarks and Sandrine’s retorts regarding the wealth of meat the slave’s breasts and buttocks displayed, deeply distressed her; never had the Marquis uttered a single disparaging remark concerning her body, not even on the length of her ringed labial lappets, items he liked to elongate still further with metal weights, before whipping and ploughing into the cunt.
The position Joanne was made to take up hardly differed from that Melanie had used for readying the body – except that the leather, rather than rope, limb bondage allowed the stark-naked length of flesh and muscle to be stretched to its utmost reach, the arms taut above, the thighs wrenched apart in their sockets for the legs to be chained to iron hasps in the straw-strewn flagstones.  Never before had the spread of the lower limbs and traction on the biceps scared her so, as she silently implored her shoulder and hip joints not to fail her by dislocating. With a week of penance ahead, they, like the rest of her frame, had a long way to go.
Then came what Joanne had always disliked but to which finally she had reconciled herself: the sedulous Deljoux, evidently relishing his work (probably following a night session, wherever it took place and if he was on duty, when he was allowed to drag a slave to his quarters and add to the damage by using her as he wished), approached Joanne. After tinkering with the flesh rings and wrenching them outward to uncover the vagina, glittering with downflow, he passed the chains over the groins and round the summit of the thighs, joining each linkage firmly below the perineum. This and his following duty were carried out under the fastidious supervision of Melanie, who had made her reappearance, now veiled and doffed of her jacket, in order to emphasize the latent power of her torso.
“Make speed, man,” she urged, “the others will be here shortly. The slave must be ready to hear the verdict and sentence. And you, woman,” – this to Sandrine – 
“see to it the bitch’s hooded up tight.”
To Joanne’s dismay, being familiar with the sound from times past, the valet could be heard cranking down, from a hinge on the rear wall behind the sweating nude, the thick length of the ribbed dildo. While the leather helmet was being strapped over the slave’s head by the burly female assistant, the slave felt the leather-sheathed knob of the impalement shaft parting her buttocks as it descended down the cleavage to nuzzle into the anal sphincter. With a further adjustment of the rod, the valet eased the greased, lifelike phallic dome into the rectum that fortunately had been slackened through incessant use by cocks, dildos and whip handles. The smooth entry prompted him to comment approvingly.
“This wench has some hole! Hollow as hell. Could take a cannon barrel, mon Dieu! It’s like a…”
“Shut your maw, fellow,” the slave mistress warned him, “unless you want the same up yours.”
Joanne gasped behind the already clammy hood as she sank back onto the shaft, her lower belly bulging, as though pregnant, anticipating the effect on her inner dividing membrane when a second shaft, human or not, would ransack the vagina and fight the rear one for leeway. As she reconciled herself to the butt gouging her, she again fretted over – not the whips and appurtenances suspended on the far wall facing her – but Elodie’s current rules governing a slave’s right to orgasm when driven to that point under dire punishment. In any event, the whippings and tortures obviously awaiting her would bring her off, in spite of any dictates; if such entailed additional thrashings, why, she would just have to take them. And spend again.
Finally, Melanie seemed content with what she had taken such pains to prepare, the display presenting precisely what Elodie, and especially Anthea, had ordered – a completely nude and undeniably erotic, shapely body, chained outstretched, ringed, oiled, hooded, and, what was more (although Bouchard, while insisting the breast teats should be fully bloated, had not requested it), the crotch labia distended to their extreme reach. Melanie agreed from her own experience that a slave’s vagina, about to be lashed, should be seen rather than merely presumed to be in full flood, and she said so.
“As this is the most sensitive, secluded and depraved part of a female,” her bunched fingers squelched into the sopping oval, “it should be revealed for punishment – like that.” She gave the clit ring a vicious upward tug that caused the week’s offering to lurch back on the anal rod and expel a further dribble of juice into the void between the thighs.

 

*

 

Quite suddenly, the Marquise entered the sweltering precinct, accompanied by Anthea and the major-domo, all three veiled, the two women summarily cloaked.  Freshly powdered with a beauty spot on a cheek, another gracing the curve of the left breast, Elodie seated herself regally in the single high-backed throne, the second chair, usually occupied by her husband, having been removed. The deferential Bouchard was heavily masked, as though in no way wishing to be reminded by the superb, appetizing body chained before the august company, of his part in the June drama; vengeance, in fact, clearly manifested itself in the form of his erection, the stupendous phallus throbbing visibly under the studded straps along its length. Gracefully, he helped the Marquise to divest herself of her velvet mantle; he did likewise for Anthea, who then, apart from her sandals and face veil, stood unclothed behind her aunt. There was nothing that delighted Elodie more than to watch her angelic, if bloodthirsty, niece flogging a stark naked, unusually heavy-breasted slave, both bodies tense, nude and sweating. Ah, that was rapture!

While Bouchard informed his three acolytes of the slave’s sentence decided upon 
at the dinner table, Joanne regarded through her hood’s meagre eye-slits the two 
women whom, three months previously, she and Martine had caused to be put to the 
whip by the château servants. Now that she herself was about to suffer in the 
same way, and unquestionably far more unpleasantly, she regretted that she had 
not tried her hand in whipping them, at least this licentious niece with pert, 
upturned nipples. Closing her eyes, she recalled the thrill of last June when 
watching the pampered bitch being flagellated…

On her part, the Marquise felt it her legitimate right to proceed with what she and her niece, still beset with festering hatred for the slave, had hastily planned the previous night. Moreover, Elodie had made it clear to the château chaplain, Father Antoine, under the seal of the confessional, what they intended to mete out to ‘the philistine parpaillote whore’ who had so naively returned to Lassignac. Both women had readily received his benediction but thought it best he did not take part in the actual sessions, preferring he sat in, after sanctifying the scourges and implements, to watch and pray. 
“So, my delectable infidel,” Elodie purred, after a prolonged silence during which Bouchard and Melanie had the valet grease their whips, “we meet again. I’m sure you recognize this chamber – a place you used to frequent often enough in times past, did you not, whore? The furnishings, as well as some of the devices you see on yonder wall may be new to you, but believe me, you will get to know them soon enough – even though your solitary sojourn here will be brief before I sell you off in Toulon, as still is my intention. I say ‘solitary’ since I would not wish your presence, or what’s left of you, to infect the souls and defile the bodies of my other inmates. I thought of ordering my major-domo, whom I have pardoned for last June, to bring in one or two of your erstwhile sisters, still serving me, to watch you suffer. But I have decided against it, for the very sight of what I am going to have done to you, will scare them into eternal submission and douse the fire in them.” She paused, only to add, despondently, “You have truly grieved me, Joanne, for have I not housed, fed and indulged you in a manner few sluts of your humble origin have ever enjoyed? But now it is our turn to gratify ourselves.”
She turned abruptly to her domestics. “Are the instruments in order and ready for use, you two? I want none of the usual delays in handing them to my niece when she starts work, whether tonight or on subsequent evenings. The needles, for instance, and flesh rakes… the chains and weights for the rings. And I assume you’ve oiled the whips on the panel over there.” The jewelled fingers motioned towards the copious array of flogging leathers and crops dangling from hooks planted in the wallboards. The Sandrine creature halted her friggings a moment to assure her mistress that all was prepared. Indeed, she had spent well over an hour on the items, aware that the slightest dereliction of duty could entail a night, ankle-hung in the courtyard, and a mightily raw crotch after Coursel’s use of the coach whip. Feeling she had satisfied her demanding owner, she reverted, Joanne noticed, to reviving her clit that had shrunk with fright when she was addressed.
Elodie then enquired of Anthea whether she wished to add to the homily, at which the girl shook her head, her veiled eyes fixed upon the implement rack. The Marquise resumed addressing the slave: “You will spend the week down here, harlot, and suffer to a degree few of my flock have known. My major-domo and the dutiful Melanie will first flog you – and to that I shall lend full attention, for I have not forgotten how erotically you respond to the whip. Then my cherished niece here” – her thin, blue-veined hand gently caressed the girl’s thigh – “will have carte blanche to do what she holds will improve your moral fibre.” Again she stopped, drawing a deep breath as though bridling her desire to commence the evening’s orgy, only to say, “Of course, my loyal servants will make unstinted use of that rich calyx you have between the thighs which, I’m pleased to see, has been unfurled.” There Joanne caught sight of Melanie’s smirk, as, whip in hand, she took up her stance behind her. “And by calyx I presume you know to what part of your whorish body I refer,” the Marquise smiled. “But then, if I have understood what the duty guards tell me, that seems to be the principal object of your obscene lascivity, for apparently you abuse it several times a night. So, a good lashing and the visit of a strapped cock will not come amiss. And let me add, slummack, you may spend your vile curd as often and as plenteously as you like.”
The Marquise settled herself more comfortably in her chair, sliding her thighs forward so that she could take her cunt and clit in hand. “Now, the two of you, beat this trollop to the blood! You, Bouchard, deal with the foremeat to start with, and Melanie, my sweet clit-licker, lay into those buttocks - yes, I know she’s spigotted, but flay above and below the rod. Let us enjoy seeing you both turn that wealth of sirloin and belly into rare meat. We’ll persecute the breasts and splayed vulva in sequence on each of the following nights. And I hope, Melodie, you’ve scented her body and orifices with the usual perfumes.”
As the favourite assured her with a nod, the Marchioness’s wigged head motioned to her junior menials to cease masturbating and pay attention to the candelabra, in case wax were needed for the body. 
Simultaneously, the two scourges rose high before and to the rear of the column of naked flesh and descended into the loins and buttocks with a force that seemed almost to cut the victim in half. Joanne bore the first dozen lashes valiantly enough, the blows falling alternately, each methodically spaced from the next. In turn, the body was driven back on to the anal shaft and then impelled forwards, the slave’s distended sphincter squelching in and out at each lunge. With sweat brimming inside the tight slave hood, the teeth bared and gritted as the septum ring chimed against them, her heroism, for which she had once been renowned, did not last long. The muffled moans and then the cries she uttered filled the precinct, along with the sound of each successive lash, as tears and blinding flashes of pain deprived the slave of sight through the narrow eye slits. Unaware of how many welts the two floggers were required by Elodie to raise on the rump, belly and thighs, the slave bore what she could in a dark cloud of submission… until suddenly the whipping ceased. 
Vaguely, she heard Elodie’s mocking yet quavering voice mingling with her own groans. “Feel the whore’s lair of lechery, Bouchard. Is the sex-stump fully exposed from its sheath and well erect? If so, inform the bitch she can come, if she hasn’t spent already. One can’t tell with all this shrieking.” With one hand clamped between her thighs, the other caressing Anthea’s vulva, the aunt rallied herself. “Now, my loyal ones, prepare her for my patient niece to give that rancid crevice a lesson it will never forget.” As the girl leaned down to kiss her aunt’s cheek, she seemed to hear what she expected from Elodie. “I want the slut truly beaten before turning the body over to you, mon ange. But when the time comes, I expect you to lash hard into that cleft of crud that never seems to cease drooling. But remember, my Slave Master has to have his turn. Then we’ll sling what’s left of the bitch up from the rafter chains and make her truly repent. But now, my luscious Melodie, and you Bouchard, ripen the whore for my niece.” 
Hardly able to believe that still further sequences of real torment were to come, Joanne was conscious enough to wonder if indeed she could last out the night, let alone the week. As far as she could gather, this night would not see her suspended head down, with her legs drawn apart by the ankles. And yet the thought of what awaited her later caused her nipples to shrink into the refuge of the areoles, the ringed clitoris withdrawing into its protective sheath. She wondered how long her breasts would remain undamaged; with six further nights ahead under the women’s ferocity, there was scant chance of their remaining unscathed, anymore than they could hope of escaping the effect of Bouchard’s iron pincers.
As a further slew of lashes slammed into the lower front and back regions, the slave strove to control her ascent towards further authorized but inescapable orgasms which were rapidly exhausting her.
Quite unexpectedly, after a murmured exchange between the two noblewomen, the Marquise again halted the ordeal with a curt order.
“The doxy’s udders, Bouchard! They’re slewing too freely for my liking. They need to stand firm and taut if they’re to benefit fully from what my niece intends to enjoy later. Throttle those lolling bags of lymph, fellow! And, Anthea, ma douce, I want them well welted before you start on them. And we have to think of the spiked tongs. As to the needles, you’ll have to wait until tomorrow, chérie. So, Bouchard, go ahead and clamp the slattern.”
“With pleasure, my lady,” the perspiring flogger panted, “but I gathered the tit-tie was foreseen for tomorrow’s session. I mean, for the pincers and bodkins. Have I misunderstood Your Grace’s orders?”
“Do as I say, man. Clamp them tight at the roots. It vexes me to see such bales of suet swinging so insolently. Anyway, they can do with a foretaste of what awaits them anon.” She turned to her Anthea as Sandrine handed the long flesh-crop to the young vixen of a niece. “You’d prefer them trussed up, wouldn’t you, mon trésor?”
Joanne saw Anthea nod, her veiled countenance and graceful neck already flushed with pleasure.
Painstakingly, the major-domo encircled the root of each sagging breast with the horrendous metal brace and screwed the jaws tight, so that the strangled bulges could be worked on at ease. (Joanne recalled from slave gossip in her former time of imprisonment that the irons had been the gift of a Spanish Inquisitor visiting France and advising how best to stamp out heresy.) As the crescents of tines embedded into the soft blubber, the slave let out a gasp of pain; although accustomed to having her overweighted bubs garrotted, never had she been made to experience the penetration of prongs. Striving against the collar flange forcing her head aloft, she could see her breasts pointing and resembling fire-red projectiles from a culverin, except that they had turned purple, the colour of Burgundy. The areoles and teats bulged, engorged, the veins throbbing under the skin like worms trying to escape. Whenever her precious milk churns had been strangled with cord and beaten, it proved almost a pleasure, but the iron semicircles were very different. And her balconies feared the needles; the niece was not going to content herself by merely skewering the tits but would probably thrust the longest bodkins directly into the nipple vents. But what again scared her was the subsequent, agonizing release of the mounds and the circulation taking up again. She only hoped she would be able to reach orgasm under the whips before the clamps were removed.
Elodie’s instructions to her four retainers were, however, far from over. “I trust, good Bouchard, you took careful note of what my niece and I decided at table, regarding what we wish this pig of a parpaillote to undergo, once her outlandishly gross bosoms have been dealt with. It would be fitting to inform your two underlings of our decision so that the punishments proceed without unseemly delay.” Promptly, Deljoux and Sandrine ceased masturbating, as their overseer nodded and addressed them.
“The Marquise desires the slave to be positioned otherwise for the evening’s ensuing sequence. You will release the strumpet’s legs, attach the ankles to those farther chains over there,” – he gestured to lengths of links attached to hooks set in the opposite wall, some way behind him – “and be sure to part the whore’s limbs wide, without – and harken, both of you – dislocating the haunch sockets. Our exalted ladies wish to have full access to the bitch’s crotch, and you know how they like to see the thigh muscles in tension. So make sure both pairs of ringed labia are splayed by the shackling you’ll pass round the hips and join to the dildo in her rectum. Just as we did when stretching out that turbulent, blonde wench we had to deal with a week ago.” Joanne wondered who that victim had been and if she knew her.
The two assistants bowed, clearly delighted to be charged with setting up yet another condemned slave for what they particularly liked to watch, Sandrine having suffered similar but milder treatment in the past: horizontal bondage, crotch flogging and penetration of the gaping vagina, and possibly the anus, if freed from the rear rod. The throat would also be available for use. Assisting with similar torments inflicted a while back, both menials had truly relished each stage of such punishments, watching their Master’s studded, rawhide-braided phallus gouging into a writhing slave – a slattern who had just been whipped with salutary force to curb her overindulgent frigging. The present victim, from what they had gathered from Melodie, was to be flogged far more fiercely, and for reasons other than merely sexual. 
Elodie listened attentively to her major-domo repeating her own orders but seemed irritated, once he had finished, when the skimpily-attired Sandrine, always eager for commendation and promotion, had the effrontery to enquire whether the anal rod should be removed, when the body was levelled out.
“Of course not, you dolt,” the Marquise shrilled back. “Deljoux has only to extend the brank further out. And if you don’t watch that wagging tongue of yours, I’ll have the rod rammed into your maw and lash your fat arse to the quick.”
The thickset cow of a slave handler, to Joanne’s contentment, turned white, apologizing humbly and glancing nervously at the knotted scourges Bouchard and Melanie still had in hand, the leathers dripping with slave sweat. To make amends and beg pardon for her pointless remark, the slut hurried to kneel before her mistress’s parted thighs, only to be kicked aside and ignored.
A moment later, Joanne felt the links holding her arms being extended down and the ankles released. It was Deljoux who then drew the legs forward, clipping the bondage straps to chains extended from the opposite wall. She found her body stretched almost parallel to the floor and held aloft by the anal rod, now at its full length and still firmly rooted in the rectum. Before her head slumped back between the arms, she caught sight of the two seniors conversing with Elodie and Anthea. What was said lay beyond her hearing but it was accompanied by veiled glances towards her and, to the slave’s amazement, by Anthea calmly running a gloved hand up and down Bouchard’s erection, the aunt merely smiling, seeming more interested in the folds of Melanie’s saturated vulva. Plainly, the session so far had been edifying for Elodie. Whatever was now to follow would, Joanne suspected, delight the woman even further – and if the whips buried deep into the crotch, the victim was meant to enjoy it equally. 
With her legs wrenched wide and harnessed to the wall cleats, Joanne feared for her joints and, above all, for her open groin. And with reason, for Deljoux was already drawing the labia apart with further chains that encircled the thighs and sank into the welted buttock meat behind; tugging on the ends, he coupled them to the summit of the extended shaft impaling the slave’s rear. The way in which the wet vagina yawned was a clear beckoning to those entrusted by the Marquise with its punishment. Yet Joanne’s head sank down submissively between the arms and, noticing again how near the instruments on the wall seemed to be, the superb length of flesh and muscle resigned itself to fate. Suddenly she tensioned, catching sight of Bouchard standing between her outstretched legs, whip unfurled. Caressing his strapped erection, the man gazed from behind his mask at the leaking cunt and the clitoris skinned of its protective sleeve – which Joanne felt merited something more solid than just a slack whip thong… As to Melanie, she had stationed herself a lash length’s distance from the hollowed sweep of the belly and jutting rib cage, as if eager to show her Mistress again how she too was able to draw blood like Bouchard.
The Marquise then repeated and confirmed what the slave had already heard.
“I have no objection, trollop, from now on, to you spilling your bawdy juices when you spend. It will only sap the strength you’ll need to cope with what I’m going to have done to you over the next nights. So, please yourself. Make use of my benevolence as you wish. Spurt out that foul slush while you’re whipped, as you used to do. Or you can remain inert. It’s of no importance to me. But knowing your licentious nature, to climax may help you to endure what Anthea, my major-domo and Melanie are going to inflict on your depraved, reprobate body.  Now, apostate infidel, prepare that crotch of yours to expiate the crime you brazenly perpetrated at my expense.” The words she used bewildered the slave.
At that, the victim felt Bouchard wrest her clit ring almost out of its piercing. She let out a stifled cry and, on the verge of orgasm, controlled herself and her fright – for something far worse than penance was leaning over her masked face. The niece’s vulva gleamed directly before the hood’s mouth slit. That was what she saw; what she felt was the tail end of the scourge drifting menacingly over her pubic mound. Joanne almost puked when her ringed nose caught the cloying smell of the bitch’s crotch; it nauseated her, but not for long. The perineum bore down on to the leather and stopped up the nostrils. 
Then Anthea rasped out the inevitable order. “Slurp me out, whore, and woe if you don’t satisfy me time and time again while I bloat that cunt of yours. Dally or retch and I’ll have you stretched on that crucifix yonder and I’ll rake, whip and…and… que Dieu te garde…I’ll…I’ll devastate you. So, slut, to work with that studded tongue of yours, the same forked appendage as that between the Devil’s jaws!”
The woman seemed to have taken leave of her senses but Joanne’s compliant tongue emerged from the narrow leather slot and, after licking the labia, managed to reach the bared clitoris and suck it in. As the cunnilingus began, Anthea’s riding whip slashed down into the outstretched, drooling oval of what the niece condemned as ‘Great Satan’s squalid lair of lust’. “Ventre de Dieu,” she swore, “I’ll flay this damn strumpet raw!” Not to the aunt’s displeasure, the niece embarked on her vengeance with resolve. 
Stoically, the slave endured the crotch whipping, delivered with a crop bound in horsehide, as long as she was able before descending into a mist of oblivion, her mouth behind the hood unable to swallow more of the niece’s discharges. If the sweating Anthea paused occasionally as she was tongued off, the cane continued to fall, sending Joanne climaxing through one spasm after another, her muffled gasps lost among the slushings. The treat – or rather, ordeal – dispensed by the château favourite was compounded, at long last, by Melanie’s merciless lashes over the clamped breasts. The victim was despatched into a vortex of sex, vicious pain and orgiastic bliss that only a submissive slave can know. 
It was only when a well-satisfied, sweltering Anthea had returned to her aunt’s side that Bouchard was given his turn. Depositing his scourge on the concave belly, he veered his gleaming cutlass of a phallus downwards and slid it smoothly into the scabbard of mucilage – these being some of Elodie’s favourite similes. Plundering such leeway as the anal dildo left available, the cock dome butted the rod lodged beyond the thin membrane separating the two inner tracts.  Joanne suddenly revived, moaning with gathering pleasure, and jerking her haunches aloft, as far as her chains allowed, to ride the erection. A dozen thrusts brought her off again, even more vehemently than under the whips; and finally, in the grip of ecstasy, she felt the penis tense, pause and pump her vagina full of that boiling, turbid sperm – or what Marie-Félice called ‘clotted curd’ – that every Lassignac inmate supped on regularly at least twice a night. 
Even Elodie was bewitched, watching her naked penitent writhe, and content to hear the groans stifling within the slave hood. Though the cries of pleasure were irrelevant, they had humoured the Marquise as she put an end to that evening’s punishments, noticing the slave’s stamina waning when the body was released and chained to the wall, the arms stretched up backwards behind the shoulder blades.
As the contented company departed, the valet duly extracted the ribbed dildo from the rectum and cranked it back in place against its bracket, before ripping the sopping slave hood off the head and face. Muttering to himself, he unshackled the vandalized breasts, returning the root clamps to their hooks on the instrument board. As the globes of mammary meat swung free to hang pendulously and resume their former shape, Joanne again wailed at the pain caused by the blood flowing back into them; she continued to moan until Deljoux soused the bags of flogged breast flesh with water from a nearby keg. 
“Now, whore, weep away through what’s left of a steamy night,” the thug told her, slapping the livid, welted bulges of what he ominously termed ‘brothel blubber ripe for branding’. “A few nights more and these flabby balconies will have lost some of their bulk, if you want to trust what Melanie says. I’ll stake a wager you’ve never been chained by the dugs to the flogging post, eh, bitch?  Or – see that rafter hook yonder? – hung by a chain round the roots…” The girl was too far gone to muster a reply; all she wanted, damn him, was to be left to sleep and rest her sinews for the nights still to come. 

After being given a drink of the same polluted liquid from the keg, hardly 
enough to quench her thirst, the candles doused, the brazier coals hissing when 
the lout pissed on them, Joanne was left in total darkness. Thinking of her 
Marquis, Francis-Etienne, she lamented his absence, for he most likely would 
have curbed much of his wife’s vindictiveness. Why he, many leagues away, should 
now suddenly come to mind mystified Joanne but, under the circumstances, her 
strict bondage forestalling any hope of masturbating, about whom else could she 
fantasize? For want of anything better, she made do with the memory of the 
evening’s orgasms the whips had brought about, which compensated to some degree…
 

*

 

She guessed it was quite late the following day when preparations for the further punishments began. Meanwhile, she had been molested only twice since waking – first by Melanie, who taunted her and, extending the wrist chains, made her stoop and lick her off, Joanne finding the woman tasted far less tart than Anthea. The other, quite gratuitous, harassment was from Deljoux; completely against the rules, he simply thrashed her and, just as Melanie had done, lowered her to have himself sucked off. (Joanne swore to herself that she would somehow make him regret his insolence.)
Suddenly, however, when Sandrine appeared, straight from bed and for once unveiled, Joanne sensed that something strange was afoot. Lanthorn in hand, the portly wench stepped cautiously across the straw-strewn tiles, putting a finger to her lips. Instinct told Joanne that the visit was in some way clandestine, for the tense face did not have the usual impassive expression the subordinate wore when on precinct duty, greasing the whips, oiling the rusty flesh rakes and tending the brazier with the bellows. 
“You have a visitor,” she murmured, “all the way from Paris. Someone we all know and she wants me to bring her down here. Why, God knows. But not a word to Deljoux, Coursel or even a maid, let alone Melanie and the mighty ones. She has a message for you.” With that, she returned to the iron-bracketed door she had left ajar and beckoned.
Who should enter, clad in velvet riding breeches and mired boots, but Marie-Félice, Elodie’s most dependable and vicious flogger of earlier times, prior to the Marquis taking her with him to Paris. The masked apparition astonished Joanne, besides raising terror in her guts, though the woman carried no riding crop nor that metal-lugged switch which could split open a buttock with a mere dozen lashes. 
The former slave mistress spoke in a hushed voice. “The Marquis has learned of 
your return here, you reckless idiot. The news reached us through gossip on the part of the rider who apparently brought you back when you were being carted north. Someone – Dieu sait qui – must have passed a message to our most distinguished Marquis at court” – Joanne noticed the gracious epithet identifying her owner. “Rumours, fair or foul, travel rapidly here, you know. Anyway, he’s already on his way, travelling south by royal coach, a day behind me. He ordered me to seek you out and inform you that he’ll be here anon. Meanwhile you’ll have to endure whatever his wife is doing to you – the sort of things that, knowing you, you’re probably enjoying – until he arrives, probably late this evening. Like me, he’s travelling day and night. Now, I have to go. My pretext for being here is to collect his hunting horn and second musket.”
As stealthily as she had appeared, the Master’s concubine, currently flaunting her charms – and wielding her whip – among the nobility at Court, left with Sandrine, also sworn to secrecy and who received disdainful looks from the Paris visitor. Praying that what she had just heard might possibly be true rather than trumped up (Marie-Félice being among France’s most accomplished liars, who were innumerable), Joanne could not believe what had just been said or the manner in which it had been conveyed. Although excited by the girl’s news, she wondered how this provincial whore, even if the mistress to a titled aristocrat, could possibly have been entrusted with such a mission. 
The extraordinary incident over, and Marie-Félice no doubt being assigned a bedroom and a stable for her mount, the slave had to prepare for her second evening of penance that promised to be far worse than the first. She supposed the former slave mistress would be invited to share in the whippings but truly hoped not, for in her time the woman had ranked among the château’s fiercest floggers. And should no Marquis be on his way, she doubted whether, with Marie-Félice in residence and solicited to partake with that muscular arm of hers, not even a hardened slave would last out a week.

 

*

 

Having supped on leftovers and been given a mug of wine, Joanne was again hooded up and chained in a position she had never really liked: stretched, rump up, by the arms and legs fully parted to four lengths of chain descending from the precinct’s central beams, and the neck flange forcing her head backwards. The posture might appear erotic to an overseer but Joanne, as far as her buttocks and drooping breasts were concerned, had known less painful positions, many of which she had enjoyed immensely. But her months at Lassignac had accustomed her to accept without question what the dominant rather than the submissive wanted, aware that a slave, deprived of choice, relinquished herself far more readily to the whip. However, it perturbed her that her welted breasts were left to sway invitingly and loose.
Though a long, if fitful, sleep had refreshed her, one of the bizarre artefacts she saw through her mask slits also made her fret: Bouchard had inserted a metal ring at the point where the foreskin gathered to join the bulb on the underside of his penis. The circlet glinted threateningly and since obviously it would chafe the clitoris, if the slave was fucked from behind, as it was trawled in and out with each thrust of the man’s cock, the bared sex stud would be abraded and ground to a gristle in no time. Moreover, from earlier episodes in the year in the slave cellar she knew that a grommet, cock ring or strapping always brought her off far too rapidly, cheating her of the gradual measured climaxes she usually enjoyed. But again, how could she, a mere whip-wench, choose how she wished her subservient body to be used? A slave took what she was given. 
As though sensing her anxieties, Bouchard slapped each of her drooping, welted bubs, first forehand across the left bag of offal, and then, with a studded backhand, hard into the other. Joanne groaned under the usual melange of pain and compliance, her breasts still aching from what they had already suffered. As now they hung directly downwards, she realized how enticing they must seem to a connoisseur, carrying out what at Lassignac was known as ‘bust basting’; she only hoped her teats would not bleed; at least, luckily, they would not spurt milk like, Joanne recalled, that pregnant slave from the Rouergue back in May when she had her mammaries put into the throttling vice to receive the rattan cane. 
The major-domo grasped the sagging burdens that he considered, given his erotic partialities, among the best he’d had the pleasure of working on. As he stretched them down as far as they would reach from the gashed roots, Joanne caught the malicious smile behind his veil and trusted they would not be irremediably damaged, and thus jeopardize her future when carted off to one of Elodie’s port brothels. 
Bowing to his revered owner, the man confirmed that the slung nude was ready for sentencing.
“Tonight, our wanton betrayer, we shall really teach you fidelity,” Elodie thereupon informed her victim. “Once I’ve had the lower crevices and those heretical udders well beaten, we shall see how they take to my new set of honed bodkins, a thoughtful gift presented to me recently by my dear friend, Evelyn de Burre-Sage, whom you certainly remember. They enter the bubs, labia and pubic mound most pleasingly and the sapphire-jewelled hilts, when firmly in place, glint like angels’ eyes. Of course, you’ve had similar ones thrust in before, but not these. As you have the faculty of serendipity, you’re sure to enjoy them.” The strange, foreign term scared Joanne. “So, Anthea and Melanie, my two sweet wenches, and you, Bouchard, kindly proceed.”
Joanne had endured, with or without pleasure, numberless beatings in her time but what the Marquise had her Anthea and the slave mistress inflict on the curved back, purple rump and up into the vulva surpassed anything the slave had known. But it was rather the opulence of the ‘drudge’s dugs’ – as Elodie was given to calling Joanne’s drooping sacks – that especially delighted Melanie who said they swung like ‘her favourite goat’s udders at milking time.’ Already Bouchard was in his element, raising further welts, first on the front of the suspended cones and ringed teats, and then, changing place with Melanie, excelling himself by flaying the rear cambers of swinging meat with the bamboo rod. Elodie, who in her time had exerted much diligence in training all three floggers, or at least the two women, gave herself what she declared later to have been a ‘well-deserved orgasm she would not forget’.
Once the Marquise considered the sites adequately welted, Bouchand was ordered to pierce the whinging victim, a pastime he revelled in also, particularly if Her Ladyship was present. He took the bodkins from a cut glass vase of mauve liquid, proffered by Sandrine, and one by one some dozen or so spikes traversed the vulval lappets, one passing through the summit of the clitoris, above the ring. He then drove a further handful into the flaccid, pendant breasts, the silver lengths catching the candlelight as they puckered the skin and slid slowly in. Each jab brought a hiss from behind the slave hood and then a long sigh; the reaction to the longer needles piercing the nipple ducts, as expected, was more of a groan than the sharp yelp the man expected; yet it rose to the rafters all the same, the retainers thoroughly enjoying the session that constituted part payment for their exertions.
The interminable evening concluded with Bouchard using the bullwhip on the buttocks rather than the supple cane, with the cherished Vonnange niece taking the slave mistress’s place opposite him to thrash the thighs to the blood with her riding crop. Weak from tension, the insertions and lashes, Joanne surrendered and slumped, but not before careering through a final blinding orgasm. How long she remained slung from the chains, neither the departed Elodie nor her niece would know, for well after midnight it was none other than Marie-Félice still in riding habit, and summoned by Sandrine, who reappeared. Together the two extracted the needles, released the slave and, with the Parisienne giving the orders, spread-eagled the spent body to recover on the marking bench – an item listed on Elodie’s agenda for use two days later, when the pubis would receive the red-hot branding iron. 

 

*

 

The third day had already dawned outside the precinct, but of that the exhausted nude was unaware, just as she could not know the Marquis’s coachman, still leagues away, had with a louis prevailed upon a young local peasant to take to horse and alert Marie-Félice of her master’s imminent arrival, soon after first light – hence the reason for the woman being up at cockcrow and on the qui vive.  To Sandrine’s surprise and alarm, the concubine ordered her to remove the slave’s septum ring and rub salve into the welts and the sites where the needles had entered the slave’s flesh. Returning to life, Joanne was grateful for the relief but could not believe anyone would dare take such steps without Elodie’s sanction or at least agreed to by Bouchard. Strange things indeed were taking place.
Quite abruptly, on being given a shabby cape, the exhausted victim of the precinct’s second night was told by Marie-Félice to spruce herself up. “The Marquis will soon be here and you’d better try to look your best, as he would expect. The coach will then probably leave once he has refreshed himself, had the horses watered and the driver fed. It’s a long trek back to Paris, and you must think of the trouble we’ve gone to in coming down here.” Again Joanne could not be sure she was hearing aright: Francis-Etienne himself, like Marie-Félice, again present before her in person under the eaves of the Château Lassignac! And this talk of Paris…! As the girl had said, news spreads speedily in the kingdom, with so many eager tongues and ears about.
What to Joanne seemed like a century later, a second lampion illuminated the confines of Elodie’s secret retreat. With a petrified Sandrine bowing low, Marie-Félice ushered in none other than the Marquis de Vonnange-Lassignac.  First, he stared at the stakes, chains and implements thronging what once had been his sanctum, and only then at what confronted him, the denuded beauty now perched on the margin of the stone block. He summoned his concubine forward, as though about to avenge himself on someone, at the same time grasping the pommel of his rapier – rather than the bulge of his noble cock perceptible within the deerskin breeches. He seemed strangely taken aback, frowning and stroking his pointed beard. 
“She is not adequately clothed for the journey, wench. Fetch the necessary from the old raiment closet above.” At that, the one who had travelled ahead of him calmly gestured to the half-clothed Sandrine, who scurried out to unearth what she could from the Marquise’s rosewood wardrobe, one of the many cluttering the château. “Then have Fremont ready the horses,” the man called after her, at the same time as telling his bed whore, “We return to Versailles at once. Seat the girl next to you in the coach.”

“Shall I summon Madame la Marquise to the courtyard for the departure, master?” 
the slender, leather-coated tart enquired, to which she received a look that 
Joanne, now standing with her bruised thighs flattened against the slab, felt 
was that of someone who would not have been averse to bending his concubine back 
over the stone, descending her breeches and either beating or fucking her. But 
clearly he was anxious to be gone. “Attend to your duties, wench,” the 
questioner was told. “There is no need of any adieux. But see to it we have 
provisions and wine from the kitchens. Our first night’s stop will be at the 
hostelry outside St. Flour.” All of a sudden, he added, “In the coach, I want 

the slave to sit with her thighs well parted, so that I may look upon her ringed crotch and sagging labia which please me greatly…”
The kept paramour gave a jaundiced look but also sauntered off, flaunting her buttocks – as though showing Joanne how a Marquis’s mistress could also seduce her owner – leaving the man for the first time alone with the unclad object of his journey. Thereupon he addressed the slave directly. 
“I am indeed pleased, Joanne, to meet up with you again,” he murmured, motioning her forward to stand before him and refusing to let her go to her knees in deference. “We’ll have that fine body of yours shipshape soon enough, once you are out of here. But, mark my words – from now on, you will be under the orders of my mistress, Marie-Félice, whenever I am absent at court. You will defer to her without question, just as you do to me. It matters not whether you’re whipped by her or by me, I now being the sole proprietor of your person and body. You will obey instantly, though you will be relatively free within my lodgings, despite my keeping you stark naked and chained. But when I invite certain visitors of an evening to sup and amuse themselves at cards, you will serve them submissively, as is your way. Knowing you well, that will not displease you, nor will my bedposts and certain other features chez moi that Marie-Félice is well acquainted with and will show you on arrival. And,” he added, after a pause, his eyes on Joanne’s capacious, welted breasts, “our floggings will be frequent and pleasing.” The slave smiled, bowed low and murmured softly her usual “Thank you, Master”.

A moment later, the three figures met up with the coachman in the courtyard just 
as the sun was rising, and took their places in the sumptuous phaeton. Partially 
draped in the ragged cloak and desperately trying to disregard the pain 
besetting her welted bottom and thighs, Joanne was seated next to Marie-Félice 
who was ordered to remove the slave’s neck flange and attend to some of the more 
sombre abrasions the lashings had left on the breasts and lower regions. As the 
horses moved off with a jolt, the coach wheels rumbling over the lowered 
drawbridge Joanne had so imprudently traversed only some days before, she looked 
back at the forbidding château. Quite distinctly, she caught sight of Elodie and 
the anathema of a niece peering down from a lancet in the northern tower at what 
was taking place before their eyes: the further ‘desertion’ of a prisoner with 
whom they had, alackaday, far from finished… 
Of Bouchard and Melanie there was no sign. Perhaps wisely they would have sought 
sanctuary, Joanne supposed, in the major-domo’s inviolable, private quarters, 
preferring a soft bed to confronting the Marquise too soon under the prevailing 
circumstances. What would now befall the other inmates down in the cellars, by 
way of revenge, the departing slave did not wish to imagine. She could almost 
hear the crack of whips and the cries… 
 

*

 

The long but delightful journey north in a coach that, emblazoned with the royal arms, passed without hindrance each octroi on the route, was pure rapture for the one cuddled up next to the salacious, if wary, Marie-Félice. The favourite seemed pleased at having a sister paramour to share her days – and particularly nights – and with whom she could gossip in the patois common to them both.  However, their owner told them to use correct French, being interested to learn what had become of the attractive wench since that most unfortunate month of June. Joanne was careful to recount only some of the facts and, with Marie-Félice all ears, not her real reason for her ‘romantic’ return to the château.  It would have surprised the Marquis. 
Little of note took place at the various overnight sojourns at inns and noble residences en route, apart from slurpings and yowls occasioned by the girls who were allowed to share a bed, while their wearied Marquis slept apart. Yet, the nightly indulgences in what he took to be seemingly endless bouts of cunnilingus amused their owner. But once Marie-Félice was asleep, Joanne meditated on what awaited her in Paris, once lodged in the Versailles apartments of the one to whom she presumed she now exclusively belonged. She also wondered if, once deprived of her travelling cloak and obliged to live naked, she would be allowed to keep her six remaining flesh rings and the stud in her tongue in place. For in a way, she would regret losing them.

 

 

 
 
 

Unless a further screed in Joanne’s scrawl comes to light, it is not possible to recount the subsequent months of her existence, slogging away as a nobleman’s second ‘sufferer-in-residence’, amid Marie-Félice’s sudden fits of jealousy and pique. Nor can one speculate on the treatment meted out to the ‘parpaillote’ by the Marquis and his associates, ably assisted by the suddenly ‘promoted’ mistress, whose biceps, Joanne found, had lost none of their strength. 
One rumour, however, has come down to us, from which it appears that the newcomer was to become the thin edge of the wedge that eventually dislodged Marie-Félice from her privileged status in the Marquis’s entourage. What consequences this had can only be surmised.
In any event, Paris proved to be no Garden of Eden. As the preacher in her earlier days in Geneva was wont to say, ‘no one can enjoy eternal peace and pleasure in this evil world’. That was an utterance a beautiful, sexually-gifted country lass, wearing nipple and genital rings and nothing else, found to be true enough.

 

 

Much of the above was taken from a tattered MS marked ‘Versailles, the 16th of 
November, 1702’ 
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