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Author’s note

Although this story is a work of fiction, the attitude of most mid-Victorian men to their delicate and neurosis-prone womenfolk was a fact. In particular, feminine hysteria, a diagnosis that could include almost any random symptom, was seen as a physical disease affecting mainly young, unmarried women. It was thought to result from an imbalance of sexual secretions and was often considered to be so serious as to warrant committing the unfortunate girl to incarceration and treatment in an asylum for the insane.

Psychiatrists of the time developed ways to control, treat and cure feminine hysteria which seem nonsensical, demeaning, sometimes barbaric, and, by today’s standards, often surprisingly erotic, and I have tried to accurately describe these therapies along with the associated restraints and strange medical devices used in the treatments.

I suspect that many won’t believe the ‘facts’ contained within this story and for that reason I have included a short treatise after the story, including bibliographical references, describing the historical development of Victorian asylums and their practices with regard to the treatment of hysteria and its related ‘disease’, masturbation.


Chapter 1     
A soldier Arrives

It was the spring of 1860 and it was raining. That always seemed to be the case in London. If not rain, then the thick, acrid fog caused by the coal-fired furnaces of the industries and the wood-fired hearths in the rows of small, blackened terraced houses. Dusk came early and suited Grey’s sombre mood, although there wasn’t any good reason for it other than the depressing atmosphere of the place. He’d just come away from a meeting with his late father’s solicitor; a satisfactory meeting that should finally enable him to relax with all of his affairs in good order. A day or two more and he’d be able to leave London and enjoy the fresh air of the countryside.

Dinner beckoned. It was gone five and he was making his way back through the narrow lanes to the hotel, tapping his cane on the paving for no other reason than to hear its metal tip ring in the dead air. A coach passed him, its coachman hunched and wet and its two horses competing with the sound of his cane. The coach stopped a hundred paces along the road. The coachman descended from his bench and moved to tend the horses as a man alighted from inside the coach. Then Grey stopped and stared as a young girl was pulled from the coach by a chain linked to her cuffed wrists. She dropped from the coach and staggered, but by then the man had hold of her wrists and grunted in response to her sharp cry.

The girl was probably no more than sixteen years of age with a handsome face and tall, lithe body, and she was dressed in a heavy green gown that buttoned high around her neck and suggested, if not worth, then at least a comfortable lifestyle, but all indications were that her circumstances were about to be seriously disrupted. She stared at Grey with frightened eyes before the man pulled her with a fierce jerk and, with a shriek, she stumbled after him through an archway. A heavy door slammed after them abruptly silencing her cries and Grey was left staring at the sculptured script above the arch: “St Grave’s Asylum for the Insane”.

“I can arrange for you to see ‘er if you wish…” Grey turned to the coachman who was now puffing on a clay pipe to add yet more smoke to the thick air. “She’s one of them hysterical ones. The officer told me ‘er mother caught ‘er pleasuring ‘erself… twice… and now ‘er poor parents are worried sick for ‘er health.”

“I thought they no longer allowed paying visitors in these places,” said Grey as he considered the coachman’s offer.

“That’s what they say and it may be true for the bigger ones like Bethlam, but it don’t apply to these smaller establishments like St Grave’s ‘ere. Cost you a florin, it will.”

Grey frowned at the man and walked on, but the coachman hadn’t yet given up hope of a little extra income.

“Give ‘em an hour to strip ‘er and get ‘er chains fixed up and then I can arrange a private viewing for you. You’ll be able to touch ‘er then while she’s still clean…”

✽ ✽ ✽

The following morning was warmer and the sun was even threatening an appearance as Grey had walked through St James Park. Around him, boisterous children had been feeding the swans under the watchful eyes of their nannies and, yet again, his mind had wandered back to Kandahar. The war seemed so far away as to be irrelevant, but if that was the case, why had so many died there?

It was a recurring concern and one he’d yet to fully answer, but his own involvement in the fighting was easy to justify. Until recently, Doctor James Grey had been a medical officer in the Army Medical Corps serving in Afghanistan. He was there to save lives, not to take them, but that had not insulated him from the horrors. The war there had shaken him more than he cared to admit. It wasn’t just the bullet wounds and sword cuts; those types of wounds are expected in war. It was the other appalling injuries suffered by the soldiers if they were unlucky enough to fall into the hands of the enemy and, in particular, the Afghan women; those were the ones that made his skin crawl.

Grey was still a young man of only thirty years, tall, clean shaven and with a mop of dark, unruly hair that hung over steely grey eyes and a prominent, sharply defined nose. Army life had left him lean and muscular, his body as healthy as his mind was jaded.

But the war was not the only topic that had disturbed him. Images of that young girl’s face had haunted his night and all through that day. He’d seen intelligence behind her eyes, not stupor, and he kept wondering that if he’d actually gone to see her that evening, whether he might have been able to do something for her, but in his heart he’d known it had been a forlorn wish. She’d been committed by two knowledgeable doctors and there was he with no psychology training whatsoever; what could he have done?

In any event, it was too late now. He’d left London on the late afternoon train and now peered through the soft light at the fading green of the Sussex landscape and imagined the sins of the world being washed away with the falling of dusk. He’d been in London these past few months, a small hotel in the city, a base from which he could settle his late father’s affairs and rearrange his own. Now it was time to enact his plans, begin his new life in a world far removed from the stifling deserts of the East with its relentless killing and maiming and, instead, settle down in the gentle English countryside.

He was on his own now, his father was his last close relative, but he was not friendless. For many, the army becomes their family and their comrades become brothers. In ten years, Grey had known many brothers and he was on his way to stay with one now. He gave a long sigh and felt the stress falling from his shoulders. This was the beginning of his new life, his reward for long years of service to his queen: the green fields and hedgerows of England.

He would establish a doctor’s practice somewhere and take a wife, make a home and fill it with children, dogs, perhaps a servant or two. His dreams drifted through his head. He could see the house now: a large house built from cream coloured stone with wisteria growing across its frontage and tall elms protecting the garden from the east winds. Two dogs frolicked on the lawns and then came bounding towards him when he opened the gate alerting first the children and then their mother to his presence. He smiled to himself. The images were so clear in his head, the house, the two hounds, even the children, a boy and a girl about six years of age and rendered in detail that extended as far as the colour of the shoes they wore. His whole life was laid bare before him except in one important respect: the woman moved as if a wraith, tall and graceful, but indistinct. Fate was offering him no clues; he would have to identify her himself.

A bucolic calm had been creeping up on him ever since the train had chugged out of London Bridge Station leaving the filthy streets and bustling crowds to their own grime and madly chaotic lives. He didn’t like London where vagrants roamed the shadows and orphans slept in shop doorways. There were soldiers too, newly returned from the war and begging on the street, now dependent upon charity because their wounds made them unsuited to manual work.

He’d left the train at Hassocks and was now seated in a carriage that lurched each time a wheel hit a rut and he grabbed the window frame for support. It wasn’t far from Hassocks station to Ditchling, his destination, a mere seven miles, but by the time the carriage passed between the stone gate posts, night had settled and turned the trees into no more than dark shadows beneath the looming bulk of the South Downs.

He climbed from the carriage pulling both his overnight bag and his medical case down after him and peered up at the cool night sky as behind him the coachman began unbuckling his cases from the rear luggage rack. Grey was wearing his long, dark travelling coat over a three-piece suit and white shirt and, instead of the more usual bowler hat, a black, wide brimmed European fedora.

A gas lantern burned within a portico at the top of a short flight of stone steps, the columns gleaming white and inviting in its glare. A wrought iron sign beside the heavy wooden door identified the property as ‘Bream House’ and even in the gloom of the night, Grey could see it was an imposing, double fronted, red brick building with stone corbels at its corners and stone mullions between the iron window frames. Then, behind the lantern, the door opened to reveal a butler.

“Good evening, Sir.” No sooner had he spoken than he had to stand aside when a couple of young houseboys came bustling past to collect Grey’s travelling trunk. He frowned good humouredly at the lads and tried again… “Mr Trenchard is expecting you.”

Grey deposited both his cases on the gravelled drive, paid the driver, and a fourth man appeared in the doorway, this one dressed more casually and grinning.

“James. Welcome. You made good time. Come in, come in. Alice has been dying to meet you.”

“Henry.” Grey held out his hand and they gripped each other warmly. “Good of you to invite me; London was beginning to lose its appeal.”

Henry Trenchard was a few years older than Grey, a family friend from way back, and had lived in Ditchling since marrying three years before. They’d met again by sheer coincidence in the army, Henry was a Captain in the infantry, and had corresponded regularly since he left to take over his father’s small Sussex estate and marry. Civilian life was obviously good for him and he glowed with health, although he was considerably heavier than Grey remembered and his moustache was, if anything, even larger. He had adapted to his new role as Country Squire with the same versatility that had made him such an effective army officer and stood before Grey in a hard-wearing but worn country tweed suit over an open necked calico shirt. They went together into the drawing room and his wife, a tall, elegant woman in her mid-twenties with long, curling fair hair loosely bunched behind her head, stood to greet him. She wore a floor-length, white gown with a high, buttoned neck and intricate embroidery about its tight bodice and took Grey’s proffered hand in long, delicate fingers.

Grey removed his hat and bowed his head formally. “Mrs Trenchard.”

“Mr Grey,” she said in a quiet, cultured voice and dipped her head in return. “I’m so happy you are able to join us.”

“You have a beautiful house, madam, and the scenery is a welcome change from the city.”

“And a welcome change from Afghanistan too, I shouldn’t wonder,” said Trenchard.

“God, I was pleased to leave that hell.” Formalities over, Grey sunk into one of the soft settees like a deflating balloon. Alice, too, sat, but a little more gracefully than her guest.

“Whisky?” asked Trenchard walking over to the tall dresser and Grey grinned.

“The downs look so picturesque in the twilight. Is all that your land?” Grey was referring to the steep ridge to the south that towered above the woodlands on its lower slopes.

“No, our pastures stretch to the north. The hills look pleasant, but they're only good for sheep. You wouldn’t believe we’re only 8 miles from Brighton promenade, but to get there you have to scale the steep track that winds up the escarpment, no easy feat I can tell you. It’s easier to first travel the few miles to the west and then use the main London road that winds between the hills.” He poured out a couple of generous whiskies and settled down beside Grey. “How long can you stay? There’s the May ball next week at the Hall, the start of the season round here. You can’t possibly miss that and then next month begins a summer season of concerts and balls in Brighton near the Pier.”

“I do like piers…” said Grey. “They're so elemental; just like being on a boat without the discomfort of movement and being surrounded by the sea gives one a sense of… I don’t know…”

“His own insignificance,” suggested Trenchard and Grey grinned.

“And the sea’s about as far removed from the Afghan desert as it’s possible to get,” said Alice. “It’s actually Brighton’s second pier Henry was referring to: the West Pier. The Chain Pier was the first. It was built as a landing stage for the Dieppe packet steamers, but it’s getting a bit run down nowadays. There’s talk of replacing it with another new one.”

“Two piers…” exclaimed Grey grinning at Alice. “Better and better! “As to how long I can stay, well, to be honest, I have no firm plans one way or the other. My life is a complete mystery to me at present, although I should very much like to see these Brighton piers.”

“Then you shall. Stay as long as you like. Gambol on the hills with the sheep, revel in the woodland walks and carouse in the Brighton inns; there’s plenty there to amuse you although I rather think that Ditchling, small as it is, may hold some surprising attractions.”

“Henry…” scolded Alice, but neither would enlighten Grey regarding the attractions to which Trenchard alluded.

They dined at eight in an oak panelled room served by the butler, whom Trenchard introduced as Davies, and a kitchen maid. Alice retired at ten-thirty leaving Grey and Trenchard chatting amiably until past midnight.

Bream House was a rambling building built in the modern style and Grey’s bedroom was a well-furnished room at the front of the house. He washed and changed into his night clothes before sinking happily into the soft bed and blowing out the candle. Then he lay there gazing through the leaded lights of the window panes at the stars as they slowly emerged from a clearing sky and listening to the emotive calling of a pair of tawny owls breaking the otherwise absolute silence. This was what he needed to dispel the terrors of the war; to quieten jangled nerves and restore the serenity he once enjoyed.

*

The next morning, Trenchard, Alice and Grey walked slowly through the village in the early sunshine ostensibly to procure some provisions. They could easily have sent the kitchen maid, but then Grey wouldn’t have had a guided tour of the locality. There was a milliners and dressmakers next to a boot & shoe shop, a butcher, grocer and an apothecary. Alice stopped at a small haberdashery to buy some fine thread and darning needles and Trenchard and Grey spent a little time browsing in the book shop next door.

As they emerged, a young lady stepped from the confectioners opposite and Trenchard nudged Grey. “Let me introduce you to Miss Greenford,” he said and without waiting for an answer, stepped briskly across the street. Grey watched as he approached the girl. She was looking down into her bag and her long red tresses all but concealed her shoulders shrouded in the red material of her dress. “Miss Greenford,” he said in a loud voice and she looked up and smiled. Grey was struck by her attractive features not least of which were her bright blue eyes peering out from under the brim of a wide straw hat. She was a girl of, perhaps, nineteen or twenty, slim and fine boned, and she smiled broadly when she saw Trenchard.

“Mr Trenchard. Good morning.”

“Good morning, Miss Greenford. Allow me to introduce my very good friend Doctor James Grey, late of the Army Medical Corps. James, this is Miss Cecelia Greenford, daughter of Mr Maurice Greenford who lives at the Hall.”

“Good morning, Miss Greenford,” and Grey tipped his fedora with a small bow. Cecelia responded with the usual formal nod and Grey was struck by the bright gleam in her eyes as they locked onto his. She was a beautiful girl with an oval shaped face, soft, full lips and a clear complexion that extended down to her expansive décolletage exposed by the low neckline of her frock. Without directly looking, Grey was conscious of the soft mounds of flesh that were heaving gently above the tight constriction of her corset and beneath the weight of a jade coloured gem set in a gold mount that hung about her neck by a gold chain.

“James is staying with us for a few weeks. He may even be persuaded to start a practice in this area.”

Grey gave Trenchard a sharp look; such a proposal had never been discussed.

“And will you be attending my father’s ball?”

“I do hope so,” said Grey.

“As do I,” said Cecelia and gave him such a devastating smile he was momentarily stunned.

“And where is Miss Hannah this morning?” asked Trenchard.

“She’s at the Hall helping the cook with the menus. She likes cooking; I like shopping,” she said and grinned again. “Good day to you both. I shall look forward to a dance, Doctor Grey.”

The men both touched their hats and the girl turned and sauntered away aware that both men were watching her retreat with keen interest.

“A fine mount for a gem,” said Trenchard quietly.

“Indeed,” noted Grey. “A good-looking girl. Is she already betrothed?”

“Not as far as I'm aware and neither is her cousin Miss Hannah Greenford. They are of similar age and both live at the Hall. Cecilia is Greenford’s daughter and Hannah is his ward, the daughter of his late brother. Her mother died in childbirth and her father contracted tuberculosis when she was ten, but Greenford’s cared for her well and she’s a credit to him.”

“And is there a Mrs Greenford?”

“Oh yes. A formidable woman. You’ll meet them all shortly at the ball. You have that treat to look forward to.”

Trenchard grinned at Grey who was watching Cecilia climb into a carriage thirty paces up the road. She took the hand of a footman who was holding the door open for her and looked back at Grey before lifting her skirts to reveal a sculptured ankle in a heeled button boot. Grey turned away quickly and Trenchard’s grin grew even broader.

*

The April weather broke into a mist of fine rain that lasted, off and on, for three days before the sun once again dappled the hillsides with a brilliant emerald green. Grey stood in the lane beyond the gate posts and watched the traffic, a line of four covered wagons up from Brighton with supplies for the Hall. It was 1st May, May Day and the day of the ball, and the village was unusually busy with an air of barely contained excitement seeming to make the very ground buzz. The forthcoming dance, Grey had learnt, was not just for the local aristocracy, but was entertainment for all. The whole village was invited with the only proviso being a dress code that roughly translated to ‘Sunday Best’.

At noon, the village children danced around the Maypole to the accompaniment of two fiddles and a concertina, stepping around each other to entwine their flower bedecked ribbons about the coloured post. At the end of the dance the post was sheathed in a floral spider’s web of spring flowers and the happy children withdrew to a table arrayed with glasses of lemonade.

The afternoon passed in a flurry of eager anticipation and by seven that evening, Grey, Trenchard and Alice were ready for the dance. Alice had dressed in a kingfisher blue satin gown with a low neckline to display a soft expanse of white flesh upon which rested three strings of creamy pearls. Artfully crafted silk flowers entwined themselves across her bust and then diagonally across her bodice to bloom in a riot of colour on the opposite hip before flowing to the floor like a waterfall in the folds of the satin material. Behind her, the skirts of her gown were gathered into a small bustle below the criss-cross of interlaced ribbons of her bodice.

She grinned at Grey from beneath carefully coiffured locks and a wreath of white wood sorrel braided into a floral headband. “I hope this is worth the effort. The frock took an age to make.”

“You look delightful,” said Grey. “The belle of the ball.”

By contrast, both Trenchard and Grey looked almost drab in their long dark jackets and matching trousers despite the vivid Paisley embroidery of their waistcoats and cambric cravats. Trenchard wore his top hat, but, eschewing convention, Grey once again chose to wear his Fedora and carry his silver topped cane.

They travelled the mile to the Hall by carriage and waited in line to alight by the garden entrance to the ballroom. Trenchard passed the doorman his card, knowing full well that the man was more than familiar with his household, and stepped through the doorway and into the throng of party goers already crowding the gas-lit hall. He led the way across the room to where Greenford and his family were receiving their guests and Grey saw a short, stout man of around fifty with a receding hairline and ruddy cheeks. He beamed at them amicably.

“Trenchard. So pleased you could make it. And Alice, my dear. You look beautiful.”

Alice took his hand and curtseyed.

“This is Doctor James Grey, an old friend and guest in my house,” said Trenchard and swept an arm towards Grey who bowed.

“Doctor Grey,” said Greenford. “My wife Francis, my daughter Cecilia and my ward Hannah.”

An equally stout woman flanked by two younger ones all regarded him carefully, the two younger girls curtseying together before Grey who returned the formality with a small bow. Cecilia he knew and he was once again drawn by her striking appearance, the striking hair and startling blue eyes smiling at him as if sharing a secret. Her pale gown was once again cut low to display a surprising amount of bosom swelling above her tight corset and barely concealed by the neck of her dress. Cecilia, still with a twinkle in her eye, flicked her fan briefly across her neck and chest for no other reason than to draw attention.

Beside her, Mrs Greenford looked short, but was dressed in an identically styled gown of a dark green colour. She was a woman well past the bloom of youth, but her cheeks and lips were coloured to give her an unnaturally flushed appearance. She had the makings of many chins above her fleshy neck where a large coloured stone hung from a gold chain. It could have been a ruby, but in any event, the stone was almost completely lost in her fleshy cleavage.

Standing on Mrs Greenford’s left was the third of this trio, Greenford’s ward Hannah. Grey smiled at her, but the smile was not returned. She was perhaps a year or two older than Cecilia and of similar height, but, if anything, more lithe of build. In her way she was as beautiful as Cecilia with large, brown eyes and dark hair with long ebony coloured tresses hanging in ringlets about her shoulders where Cecilia’s was red. Her satin dress in a delicate shade of lilac blue was more conservative than her companions with a higher neckline and lace sleeves where both Cecilia and her mother showed bare arms. She wore no jewellery, except a small silver locket on a chain about her neck, and very little make-up, but despite the cool reception, Grey felt drawn to the girl. He was struggling to find something to say to her when Mrs Greenford’s shrill voice cut through the air.

“Doctor Grey. Do you have a practice close to here?”

“No Madam. I have recently returned from Army service and have yet to establish myself.”

“You were in the army?”

“Indeed Madam,” he confirmed.

“And you have no property at all?” she asked.

“No Madam. I regret not.”

“Oh!” said Mrs Greenford and turned to see who was coming up behind the Trenchards. Grey looked at his friend who just grinned knowingly, and then turned back to the women.

“Ladies,” he said and bowed again before moving away to the side. Hannah watched him go, but Cecilia and her mother were already engaged in talking to a tall man with a huge moustache and bushy sideburns who was standing behind Trenchard.

Grey lifted a goblet of white wine from a tray held by a uniformed waiter and handed it to Alice. Then he took two more and the three of them moved off.

“I don’t think you made much of an impression with Mrs Greenford,” said Trenchard still grinning.

“Apparently not,” replied Grey. “Nor, it would seem, with Miss Hannah.”

“I’m not sure why that was,” said Alice. “Usually, she’s very courteous.”

Grey glanced back at the Trenchard women in time to see Hannah snap her head back from his direction. “A pity. Neither of the young ladies now seem inclined to talk with me.”

“Don’t fret, Grey. There are plenty more to provide a dancing partner tonight and the whole of Brighton will be lining up their daughters to provide you with a spouse.”

It was much later that evening that Grey walked out into the warm night to enjoy a cigar only to find Hannah standing alone on the veranda.

“Miss Greenford,” said Grey as he walked up beside her.

“Doctor Grey.” Her voice was soft and clear and again Grey felt himself drawn to the girl. Her manner, however, was still distant.

“We have been very lucky with the weather this evening, have we not? It’s seldom this warm in May.”

“Very lucky,” she said and then turned back towards the garden.

“There’s nothing like an English spring. Damp, misty mornings and heady scents. I’d almost forgotten…” Grey leant on the rail and gazed out at the still night with the sounds of dancing muffled behind them. He lit his cigar, a small cheroot, and the aromatic smoke drifted skywards and mixed with the scent of the foliage.

There was a period of silence and then Hannah said, “Cecilia told me you were in the army.”

“I was an army surgeon in Afghanistan.”

“Oh, she didn’t tell me that. It must have been horrible. I’ve heard terrible things.”

Grey didn’t respond to that, but asked instead, “Did Cecilia tell you very much about me?”

Another long silence during which Grey held his tongue. “She said that you were a soldier and that you propositioned her. She also mentioned that you seemed much taken by her necklace… And its gem.”

“A proposition? No… I don’t remember that. She promised me a dance; nothing more. A dance, incidentally, that she seems to have forgotten about. As for the necklace, I remember that it was a very fine piece and she took pains to flaunt it.”

Hannah smiled. “Yes, she does that.” Her attitude began to melt, but Grey wasn’t entirely in the clear. “We have a lot of soldiers passing through Brighton because of the forts on the coast. We receive a great many…” She seemed to struggle to find the right word. “A great many suggestions and I am conscious that Cecilia can be easily led.”

“You thought I was just a passing soldier? I suppose that in a way I am, although I actually left the service last autumn.”

“And do you intend to set up a practice near here?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

“It won’t be easy starting up a business like that on an army pension.”

Grey’s face broke into a broad grin. Hannah had made the same erroneous assumption as Mrs Greenford, that without property he was penniless… “No, I don’t suppose it would,” he said sustaining the joke at Hannah's expense.

“I apologise for my cousin and Mrs Greenford. It was rude of them to ignore you like that.” She had the grace to look bashful… “And I apologise for myself too. I deliberately ignored you, but not for the same reason.”

“All three apologies are accepted without reservation, although, if it would help to assuage your guilt, I would appreciate a dance.”

She grinned. “I would like that. I happen to have a space on my dance card for the next waltz,” and she took his arm. Grey flicked what was left of the small cigar into the undergrowth and smiled back.

As it happened, Hannah had many unclaimed dances that evening that she was happy to allow Grey to fill and the waltz was followed with a mazurka and a polka without a break. The fast polka, however, took its toll and Grey led Hannah to an empty table to recover while he tried to track down a wine waiter.

“What are you doing, Hannah?” asked Mrs Greenford suddenly appearing at her shoulder. “All these fine gentlemen about and you're wasting your time with a landless soldier.”

“He is very handsome,” admitted Cecilia beside her.

“That is as maybe, but handsome won’t pay the bills. You’ll be twenty-one this year and most young ladies are married by that age.”

“We have no plans to marry yet; I’ve only just met the gentleman,” said Hannah with forced surprise.

“Exactly,” said Mrs Greenford oblivious to Hannah's sarcastic tone. “That’s just what I mean. We can’t support you forever. You need to find yourself a suitable husband before it’s too late.”

“She means one with money as well as looks before you're twenty-two and past it,” said Cecilia.

At that moment, Grey reappeared holding their drinks. “Good evening Mrs Greenford, Cecilia,” he said. “May I fetch you ladies a drink?”

“No thank you,” said Mrs Greenford and walked on. Cecilia smiled at Grey, shrugged her shoulders, and followed her mother.

“Oh dear,” said Grey. “Still not popular.” Hannah giggled…


Chapter 2     
A Mutually Agreeable Arrangement

Afew days later, Grey saw the Royal Suspension Chain Pier in the company of Trenchard, Alice and Hannah. They drove into Brighton in Trenchard’s open landau in the bright morning sunshine and stopped on the promenade near the newer West Pier to walk along the front to the Chain Pier. At that hour, the promenade was relatively sparsely populated and they almost had the pier to themselves. The old pier was built on four cast iron towers sitting on timber pilings with wooden walkways between. These walkways hung from chains suspended between the towers and swayed noticeably with the foot traffic as the small band made their way to the pier head more than a thousand feet out over the green waters of the English Channel. The wind was brisk once clear of the land and whipped at the girls’ skirts as they clamped their hats tightly to their heads.

There was a broad ‘T’ shaped platform at the pier head wide enough for steamers to dock and they leant on the rail to gaze out at the green, foam flecked sea. Beneath their feet was now granite paving, but the wooden sub-structure was showing signs of rot in places and one section of railing had been roped off completely for repairs.

“It’s looking a bit dowdy now, isn’t it?” asked Alice picking at the timber with her fingernail. “My mother used to tell me about the Dieppe packet steamers docking here when the road to London was the fastest way to the continent, but since they built the deep-water port at Newhaven just ten miles up the coast, all we get here now are pleasure boats.”

“You don’t remember the packets then?” asked Grey.

“Doctor Grey… That was over thirty years ago.”

Grey blushed with embarrassment and apologised profusely, but Alice wasn’t really offended.

“I’d love to go to France,” said Hannah. “Paris, Notre Dame Cathedral, the Sacre-Coeur Basilica on Montmartre and the Versailles Palace. I've seen pictures, of course, but, well, one day.” She lapsed into silence staring down at the restless water. Two small boys ran past with crabbing lines and a bucket.

“Mind the railing there,” shouted Trenchard to their backs and got a “Yes, mister,” in return as they continued round the side of a shellfish stall. A notice chalked on its door said ‘Closed’; the boarding fixed over its hatch suggested it seldom opened.

“Let’s go in the camera obscura,” suggested Alice. It was housed in an elevated timber structure behind a ticket office. Trenchard paid the entry and they climbed the half dozen stairs into a darkened circular room with a round table in its centre. Above them, light from a lens was reflected by a mirror and illuminated the table with a magical moving picture of the outside scene. As their eyes adjusted, so the scene brightened and the effect was hypnotic as if the picture itself was alive.

The attendant slowly turned a handle and rotated the mirror in a full circle to show first the promenade they’d walked along from West Pier, then the entire sea scape until Newhaven headland appeared, then the East coast and finally the chain pier itself. People were walking past outside completely oblivious to the fact that their moving images were being studied: a family with a young girl being pulled along by a dog bigger than herself; an old woman with her companion maid pausing to gaze at the waves; and a young man hand in hand with a girl whilst their chaperon, probably the girl’s mother, pushed a baby carriage in front.

The couple allowed the woman to get some way ahead and then stepped behind a hoarding for a snatched kiss. “Oh!” exclaimed Hannah and the attendant coughed and rotated the mirror rapidly. The four of them left the building still laughing at the incident and then went silent as the young man strode past innocently with the girl. He nodded to Grey and Trenchard and exchanged greetings before hurrying to catch up with the woman and her baby, and again Alice and Hannah could barely conceal their mirth. Grey bought four toffee apples and they turned back towards the land for the return journey.

They stopped for a while in the lounge of a sea-front hotel to take tea and gazed through the large windows at the colourful scene outside. A broad street crowded with carriages and horse drawn buses plying back and forth separated the row of magnificent hotels and shops from the wide paved promenade with its pale green cast iron railings and extravagant sculptured iron gas lampposts. The promenade, too, was becoming crowded with families walking its length in the bracing sea air, the children dressed in their brightly coloured suits and frocks running ahead of their parents and nursemaids who followed with toddlers in pushchairs or prams.

Behind the railings was a drop of about fifteen feet to a lower level where small fishing boats were dragged clear of the waves onto the shingle beach and a row of underground chambers provided storage for nets and gear. Few people were actually on the beach and fewer still risking the chill, green waters of the English Channel by dipping bare toes into the noisy, foaming surf.

“Do you swim, Doctor Grey?” asked Hannah.

“I do, but I’m not mad enough to try it here. I have swum in the waters of the Arabian Sea and the Bay of Bengal where hypothermia is not usually a problem.”

Hannah gave him a wry smile. “You must think me very parochial. I’ve never ventured further than London and there only very occasionally.”

“You're still young. Plenty of time for adventures yet.”

“Not according to Mrs Trenchard. I will soon be an old maid. You must have had enough excitement to fill a lifetime.”

“And then some,” interjected Trenchard. “But not the sort you’d like. Grey is here for some peace; a break from all the adventures.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to suggest… Well, I don’t know what I meant, really.”

“You meant there must be more to life than Ditchling,” said Grey gently.

“Yes, I suppose I did, but now it sounds as if I yearn for the horrors you must have endured.”

“The thought didn’t cross my mind. Have faith Miss Greenford; you are approaching an exciting time in your life.”

She dropped her eyes modestly from his face and instead stared intently at her fingers. “I hope so, Doctor Grey,” she murmured quietly so only he could hear.

Back in Ditchling, Grey held out a hand to steady Hannah as she stepped from the carriage and she smiled her thanks. He touched her fingers to his lips before releasing them and asked, “May I call on you again?”

“I should like that,” said Hannah. “Very much,” and Grey couldn’t help the grin that spread across his face.

*

Days passed and became weeks and Grey and Hannah spent more and more time in each other’s company. Not exclusively, of course, that would be improper, but always with Trenchard and Alice. Picnics, horse rides and, with Greenford’s reluctant approval, the first of the season’s evening balls at the West Pier provided ideal excuses for outings. Mrs Greenford was despairing of Hannah, at first insisting that she should find a more suitable escort, but eventually giving up the unequal struggle with ill grace.

“She won’t get anything from us,” she told Greenford. “She’ll be taking in washing; you mark my words. Walking out with a soldier indeed. It’s demeaning to the family, that’s what it is and you ought to say something to her, Maurice.”

“You should be pleased that she’s found somebody. She isn’t getting any younger and at least it’ll take her off our hands. God knows, money’s tight round here at present and she’ll be one less mouth to feed. Anyway, he may not be wealthy, but at least he has a profession; she could do worse.”

“A doctor… Quack more like. Most of them have no idea what they're doing.”

“I understand he’s not just a doctor; he’s a surgeon.”

“Well that’s probably worse. He probably kills more than he saves and what do we need a surgeon round here for?”

“It’s Cecilia who worries me,” admitted Greenford. “She’s so wild. I caught her with that Jenkins boy the other day. They were alone together laughing and joking in the barn. Heaven knows what might have happened if I hadn’t seen them.”

“Cecilia’s a good girl. She wouldn’t do anything rash.”

“No, I suppose not. She’s just like her mother, knows how to get what she wants.”

Mrs Greenford gave her husband a sidelong glance to see whether he was serious, but she was too late; Greenford had turned away and walked from the room.

*

“I'm afraid I’ve spoilt your game, James,” said Alice the following afternoon.

Grey looked perplexed and Alice sighed and sank down into one of the arm chairs in the drawing room. “I met Cecilia at the shops. I'm not sure I like that girl. She seems much too self-centred. She was telling me that Mrs Greenford thinks Hannah is wasting her time walking out with a penniless soldier.”

“I don’t know what made her think I was penniless.”

“You know perfectly well; it was you telling her you had no property. Anyway, I’m afraid I lost my temper. I told her you were a decorated officer.”

Grey smiled. “You make me sound like one of those Christmas trees.”

“I’m afraid that’s not all. I also told her that although you didn’t currently hold any property, you had enough money invested to buy Ditchling Hall five times over.”

“I see.”

“Did I exaggerate?”

Grey shrugged again. “Probably not,” he admitted. “They would have found out eventually and it was wrong for me to mislead them.”

“It was funny, though,” grinned Alice. “The Greenford’s are such snobs. Not Hannah, of course,” she added quickly and Grey nodded. “Well, anyway, I apologise. It wasn’t my place to say that and now that you've suddenly become eminently eligible, you can look forward to Cecilia’s charms as well as Hannah's.”

“I’ve already seen Cecilia’s charms; well, most of them anyway…”

*

Back at Ditchling Hall, Cecilia and her mother were deep in conversation.

“It was you who told me not to bother with him,” said Cecilia to her mother.

Mrs Greenford looked uncomfortable. “He told me he didn’t have any money.”

“No, he didn’t. He told you he didn’t have any property.”

“Well how was I to know? To me, that’s the same thing.”

“But this is all so unfair. I saw him first and now Hannah's got her claws into him. Father, you must do something; she’s stealing my husband to be.”

“I really don’t see what I can do, Cecilia. He’s his own man and I can do little to influence him.”

“But you can influence Hannah…”

“Cecilia is right, Maurice. You shouldn’t allow Hannah to usurp your daughter in this matter. Hannah is your ward; she will do as you demand. Just tell her that her liaison with Doctor Grey is no longer possible and that she should accede to Cecilia.”

“Francis, you don’t really think that such a demand will have any effect, do you? The girl is twenty years of age. In a little over four months she comes of age and will no longer be under my guidance or control.

“Well, perhaps Doctor Grey wouldn’t want to wait. You know what men are. Perhaps he’d rather step out with Cecilia.”

“If he’s set on Hannah, I think that’s unlikely. Doctor Grey only has to wait the four months and I will then be unable to stop her.”

“Marry her to somebody else,” said Cecilia.

“What?” said Greenford suddenly confused.

“It’s easy. Just marry her to somebody else. She cannot just ignore your wishes in the matter and she’ll then be permanently lost to Grey as somebody else’s wife.”

“Oh Cecilia. Isn't that over-egging the problem? After all, it’s not as if he’s proposed to her. Anyway, you're so much prettier than Hannah; surely you can talk the man round without my interference.”

“Well, I think the girl’s onto something. It’s a brilliantly malevolent idea,” said Mrs Greenford with a grin. “Hannah has always been a difficult child and I think you ought to make a stand in this matter.”

“I’ll speak to her and ask her to give way to Cecilia. Then, if Grey rejects Cecilia, it’s only right to allow Hannah to pursue him.”

Both Cecilia and Mrs Greenford reluctantly agreed to Greenford’s plan, although none of them had any great hopes of either Hannah agreeing or Grey turning to Cecilia just because Hannah was temporarily ‘unavailable’.

Greenford sought Hannah out in the stables tending to the horses and put to her his ‘request’ that she should refrain from meeting with Doctor Grey for a few weeks. Hannah, understandably, was less than enamoured with the idea. Although Greenford hadn’t said so, the reason for his demand was obvious.

“I don’t understand. She wasn’t interested in Doctor Grey because he wasn’t rich enough for her…”

“Apparently, Cecilia and her mother have revised their opinion of Grey.” He didn’t say why.

“But she had her opportunity and quite rudely ignored him. I don’t think Doctor Grey even likes her very much now. Oh, Mr Greenford, I’m really very fond of Doctor Grey and plead with you to reconsider.”

“If what you say about Grey disliking her is true, then you have nothing to fear. Cecilia will soon give up and leave the way open for you.”

“You make it all sound like some sort of hunting expedition where Doctor Grey is the unsuspecting quarry.”

“Well, isn’t it? No Hannah. I must insist you comply with my request. Cecilia is my daughter and I have to think of her first.”

“But I've already accepted an invitation to go on another picnic tomorrow with Doctor Grey and the Trenchards.”

“Then Cecilia will have to go in your place and tender your apologies. She will say you're indisposed.”

*

“She’s indisposed,” said Cecilia.

“Did she say why?” asked Grey.

“No. Just to tell you that she’s indisposed and likely to be so for the foreseeable future.”

“Well…” exclaimed Grey. He could account for no reason to explain Hannah's sudden reluctance to see him. “For the foreseeable future?”

“Umm,” said Cecilia nodding.

“In that case, I’m pleased you’ve so gallantly stepped into the breach and agreed to be my companion for the day.” Cecilia grinned and curled her fingers around his arm. This was going to work…

Cecilia’s unsaid thoughts were, however, premature. The day was agreeable: the weather held and they sat on the steep side of Devil’s Dyke in the warm June sunshine to consume cheese sandwiches and drink rich red wine from carefully packed wine glasses. Cecilia was vivacious and amusing as well as being pleasing to the eye, but Grey couldn’t quite bring himself to warm to her. He suspected that he knew what had happened and discussed the situation with Trenchard that evening.

“You don’t believe it was Hannah's choice to withdraw from the picnic?” asked Trenchard.

“I know her well enough to say that she would have told me her reasons to my face if she could. It’s obvious what’s going on here and it’s intolerable,” said Grey indignantly. “If they think I can be so easily manipulated, they have sorely misjudged me and the next time I see Cecilia I shall tell her so. I admit she has her attractions, but compared to Hannah she has certain personality traits I find disquieting and not least among them is the revision in her affections since Alice told her I was wealthy.”

“You could tell her that Alice was wrong and you're on the verge of bankruptcy,” said Trenchard with a smirk.

“I could,” admitted Grey. “But I dislike lies of all sorts. I shall tell her the truth, that I am reserving my affections for Hannah.”

“Might work…” suggested Trenchard. He didn’t sound convinced.

*

“This is all going wrong,” wailed Cecilia. “Doctor Grey told me today that he cannot see me anymore because he is smitten with Hannah. I told him that it could be weeks before she could see him, but he didn’t say anything, just walked away. Father, we have to show him that his affections for Hannah cannot be returned. You must press her to marry somebody else.”

“Cecilia’s right,” said Mrs Greenford. “And I know the perfect husband for her: the Reverend Herman Tombs.”

“Tombs… But he must be over sixty and has arthritis. He can barely walk.”

“All the more reason to provide him a saintly companion like Hannah to help him through his old age,” said Cecilia with a smirk. “Anyway, she deserves him. She tried to steal Doctor Grey from me.”

Greenford strode up and down the drawing room with his hands clasped uneasily behind his back whilst the women looked on in silence. Eventually he said, “Tombs has expressed a wish to marry and I’m sure he wouldn’t complain about our choice. I shall speak to him.”

“Today?” asked Cecilia eagerly.

“Yes,” said Greenford. “Later today.”

*

Hannah was, understandably, horrified. “You can’t, Mr Greenford. That’s cruel. You know I have feelings for Doctor Grey.”

“Cecilia has similar feelings and you can't both have him.”

“Then let Doctor Grey decide.”

Greenford ignored the suggestion. “Hannah. I am doing my best for you. It’s important that a young lady such as yourself should find a suitable husband and the Reverend Tombs is an admirable parson, God-fearing and morally impeccable. He will make you a fine husband.”

“He’s old and decrepit and has no teeth.”

“He has very fine teeth. He’s shown them to me.”

“They're horrible teeth taken from dead men and he doesn’t even wear them.”

“I’ll admit that he has been known to appear in public without them, but that is only because he says they hurt him.”

“He can barely walk.”

“All the more reason for you to accept this calling as an opportunity to serve God by assisting one of his earthly agents. Now, I shall hear no more about it. I am still your guardian and you shall obey me in this matter. I shall speak to the Reverend Tombs directly to seek his acceptance for such a match and I shall expect you to hold yourself in readiness for an early marriage.”

Hannah stood in Greenford’s study like a statue with her mouth gaping open, barely able to comprehend this turn of events. In a matter of minutes, her future had been destroyed. No longer could she dream of becoming Mrs James Grey, wife of a young doctor. Now she could only look forward to caring for an ailing old man with no teeth. No, worse than that: she was going to be his wife; he will call upon her to do her duty and will want to avail himself of her body. She felt faint and found herself leaning against Greenford’s large oak desk.

“Hibson…” shouted Greenford. The study door opened and a gaunt butler entered. “Hibson. Miss Hannah is feeling debilitated. Please assist her to her room.”

Hibson held Hannah’s elbow and steered her from the study, guiding her towards the staircase. She walked as if in a trance, not seeing nor caring what was before her. Hibson held open her bedroom door and stood aside, but before he left, Hannah collected her senses together enough to ask him to send Ethel up with a pot of tea.

“Ma’am,” murmured the butler and closed the door. Hannah moved unsteadily to the writing desk and withdrew paper, pen and ink.

Ethel tapped on the door a few minutes later and Hannah bid her enter.

“Your tea, madam,” and she placed the tray on the bedside table.

“Ethel, come here.” Hannah folded the note and dropped sealing wax onto the join, pressing her ring into the hot wax before it set. “I want you to take this note to Doctor Grey as soon as you can without anyone else seeing. Is that quite clear?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“No-one else must know and give it to no-one but the doctor.”

“Yes, Miss.” Hannah handed her the note and watched her tuck it away in the pocket of her apron, her future entrusted to a house maid. The girl left and Hannah sat despondently on the edge of her bed and then the tears came.

*

Greenford sat in his carriage for the four-mile ride to Pyecombe along the bumpy track under the lea of the high chalk ridge. The rambling vicarage was half hidden by dense trees, tucked deep into a ravine that cut into the sweeping downlands. He rapped on the door and waited, but nothing happened.

“Good day, Sir?” It was a slow, high pitched voice from behind him and Greenford swung round to see a big man wearing coarse clothes and carrying a pitchfork. He wasn’t very old, perhaps mid-twenties, and his round, hairless face displayed small, close set eyes, a broad grin and discoloured teeth. “I’m Bendall the farmer,” he said with a lethargy that suggested limited wit.

“I was looking for the Reverend Tombs,” said Greenford.

“E’ll be indoors. I’ll fetch ‘im,” said the man and pushed open the door, closing it behind him. It felt like an eternity before Greenford once more detected movement within and the door creaked open. The Reverend Tombs squinted from the dark interior.

“Reverend,” said Greenford affably.

There was no discernible reaction from the churchman.

“Reverend. I’m Maurice Greenford of Ditchling Hall.”

“Oh, Mr Greenford. Do prey enter. I couldn’t thee you clearly owing to the light. My faculties are not so good nowadays. Bendall thaid I have a visitor.”

“Yes, I’ve met him. Bendall the farmer.”

Tombs chuckled. “He likes to call himself that. He helps me around the garden.”

He led Greenford through a dark hall into a sparsely furnished drawing room. There was no sign of Bendall. “Do please thit.” Reverend Tombs was not wearing his teeth that day.

Greenford looked down at the faded leather sofa. “Thank you, but I’d rather stand. My legs are a little stiff after the ride.” It wasn’t true, but he was wearing newly laundered clothes and the leather was somewhat dusty.

“How may I athist you?”

“Reverend, it has been brought to my attention that you may be seeking a wife and I have a proposition that may be of interest to you.”

“A wife…” He gave a little chuckle. “A wife you thay. Yeth, a wife would be welcome. It’s been a long time since I partook of bodily comfort.”

Greenford stiffened, but the reverend just smiled.

“You were not aware that I was once married? It was so long ago I barely remember myself. She died. She was a good, strong woman, thick thighs, but a vicar’s wife is not an easy role. Died of consumption in ’45.” He stood quietly for some moments and Greenford was loath to disturb him. Finally he said, “Tell me, who do you have in mind?”

“My ward, Hannah Greenford. She is of marriageable age, even tempered and kind of spirit. I’m sure she would be a great comfort to you in your twilight years.”

“Hannah… The ’kinny one? My Bethie was a big girl. Big…” and his eyes went misty again. “Never mind. I'm sure I could fatten her up and it would be good to feel flesh beneath my loins again.” He went quiet once more and Greenford could almost see his mind ticking over. “How much do you want for her?”

“I want?” stuttered Greenford confused.

Tombs regarded Greenford shrewdly. “I wasn’t born yetherday, Mr Greenford. When a man approaches me offering the hand of hith ward, I can surmithe that he is in need of money.”

“I… Well, I just thought…”

“There’s no need to be thy, Mr Greenford. I know I am getting old and thoon I won’t have need of earthly wealth; I barely need it now. What I have can at least provide me with thome comfort in my old age. How much do you require?”

Again Greenford hesitated. He was not prepared for this.

“Come, Mr Greenford. Surely you have an atheth… athethm… idea of her worth? You say she has a mild temperament, but can she cook? Clean house? Has she the sort of body that can comfort an old man in his twilight years?”

“I’m sure she could fulfil all those roles, Reverend,” said Greenford awkwardly. “It’s just that I feel uncomfortable putting a value on her like this.”

“Nonsense. I’ll make it easy for you. One thouthand guineas…”

Greenford took a deep breath… “A thousand guineas,” he was taken aback, but drew himself up to his full height and tried to look assertive.

“A thousand guineas and I’ll give you a money order now,” said the reverend with a gleam in his eye. “I know you to be an honest man, Mr Greenford.”

Slowly, Greenford held out his hand to seal the deal. Tombs snatched it from the air with bony fingers and grinned.

“Excellent,” said the reverend. “God has indeed been bountiful for me this day. Please make the announcement, Mr Greenford.”


Chapter 3     
Confined

Ethel peered down the dimly lit staircase. It was eleven o'clock in the evening and Greenford had already retired to bed with Francis. Hannah wasn’t sure where Cecilia was, but assumed that she, too, was in her rooms. Ethel beckoned and Hannah crept silently along the landing to the staircase. She halted briefly outside Greenford’s room when a sudden high-pitched giggling startled her, and then hurried on.

The evening was dry, but a sharp wind caught her cape as she and Ethel made their way through the side door and across the lawn in the shadow of the thick shrubs towards the gates. Once in the lane, they picked up their skirts and ran.

Grey was waiting as arranged under the tall oak at the crossroads and Hannah ran up to him, falling against him breathless and with her words tumbling from her mouth in an indistinguishable babble. Grey held her shoulders and eased her upright.

“Hannah, calm down. Take a deep breath and tell me slowly what has happened.”

“I’m to be married. My guardian has promised me to another.”

“Another… Is he not aware of my feelings for you?”

“Of course, he’s aware. That’s the reason for it. He wants you to marry Cecilia and thinks if I am taken, then the way will be open for her. Oh, James, he’s demanding I marry an old vicar with arthritis and no teeth. I’m to become Mrs Reverend Herman Tombs of Clayton Vicarage.”

“And all because of me,” said Grey quietly.

“No James. Not all because of you. It’s because Cecilia wants you and I fell in love with you. It’s not your fault, but I can’t marry him, I just can’t.”

Grey stood shocked by Hannah's admission of love. Hannah stared up at his face, fully aware of her declaration and now, more than ever, convinced of its veracity. Grey was speechless. His love, revealed and snatched away in the same breath. He wanted to fall at her feet and admit the same, but at that moment there were even more pressing concerns. He forced himself to think clearly. “You can’t marry him, but neither can you disobey your guardian. When do you become of age?”

“September 12th. After that he will have no more power over me, but he’s determined to rush this marriage through as quickly as possible.”

“Do not fret. The marriage will not happen. If I can’t talk sense to the Reverend Tombs, we’ll elope, run away and no-one will ever be able to find us.” He reached up and touched her cheek with his fingers.

“Please, James. Don’t give up on me,” and she kissed his lips while Ethel looked away in embarrassment.

*

The next morning, Grey was up early, had a boiled egg for breakfast and set off on one of Trenchard’s bays to travel the four miles to Clayton. It was still only eight when he arrived at the vicarage, but the Reverend Tombs was already outside in his garden with Bendall dragging dead vegetation from the flower borders.

“Good day, Reverend,” said Grey dismounting.

“Good day, Thir,” came the reply as the old man straightened and stretched his back. “Ith a lovely morning, one of God’th better days.”

“Indeed,” said Grey, but he had no time for pleasantries. “I understand that you have accepted Hannah Greenford’s hand in marriage.”

Tombs smiled. “I have. Have you come to congratulate me?”

“Not exactly. Are you aware that the girl is only twenty years of age?”

“Of course. I ‘ave th’een the girl many times in church and ‘ave watched her mature these last few years. She has become a fine-looking woman, a little th’parse in places, but I don’t castigate her for that. In any case, I can th’oon adjust her diet to compensate.”

“You don’t think the girl a little young for one such as you?”

Grey noticed a twinkle light up the reverend’s face as he grinned. “I thall be gentle with ‘er,” he chuckled.

Grey looked away to the trees beyond the vicarage where the rooks were circling with a raucous clamour. When his eyes once more fell on Tombs, he tried a different tack. “Were you aware that the girl is not in favour of this match?” Tombs’ smile faded and his face hardened. “Indeed, I shall go further and say she is in love with another and finds the prospect of this marriage a personal disaster.”

“I understand from her guardian that the match ith ideal from hith point of view.”

“And from Miss Greenford’s standpoint?”

“And why th’ould that concern me? Thee will do as her guardian instructs.”

“It does not concern you that she would be unhappy in such a marriage.”

“With th’rict instruction and a firm hand, she will th’oon learn to accept what God has ordained.”

“The girl will be nothing but trouble for you, Reverend. Trouble you could well do without at your time of life.”

“My time of life…” He gave a wry chuckle. “I th’all be looking to this girl to invigorate me.”

“How much is her dowry?”

“I don’t th’ee how that could possibly concern you, but if you really want to know, thee comes without a dowry.” Grey held his contemptuous stare. “I am a man of God. I have no need of earthly wealth.”

“So, if I were to offer you three thousand guineas not to proceed with this marriage that would be of no interest to you?”

“Not in the least and, if that’th all you have to thay, Bendall and I have work to do. Good day, Thir.”

Grey looked past Tombs at the amiable giant Bendall and noticed that although his broad smile was still in place, his knuckles were white where he gripped the scythe.

“I will be her th’aviour,” said Tombs with heavenly authority. Grey turned his horse and without a backward glance rode away.

*

At the same time as Grey was talking to the Reverend Tombs, Greenford was in dialogue with Hannah in his study.

“Sir, I cannot agree to this match.”

“It is not your place to agree or disagree; it is your place to do. I spoke to the reverend yesterday and the marriage will take place a week on Saturday. There is no further room for discussion.”

“On the contrary, I will not consent to this marriage.”

“You dare to disobey me. What foolishness has got into your head, girl?”

“You know full well what that foolishness is and its bonds are far stronger than even your will.” She turned on her heel and strode out through the door, closing it noisily behind her.

“Hannah!” called out Greenford. “Hannah…”

*

Events now started to move rapidly. Cecilia was beginning to panic now that Hannah's wedding plans seemed in jeopardy. She sat in her father’s study talking with him and her mother.

“She has to marry. You have decreed it. She cannot go against your will.”

“She has and I can see she will not be easily moved.”

“This is ridiculous,” said Mrs Greenford. “Who does she think she is to ignore your demands like that?”

“She just wants to get her hooks into Doctor Grey. She’s a vile trollop, that’s who she is,” and Cecilia burst into tears.

“There, there, dear. Don’t fret so. We’ll find a solution to this little conundrum. You go and compose yourself while I talk to your mother.”

Cecilia tried to smile, but it didn’t quite work and she left the room with what appeared to be a look of whimsical malice on her face.

“What are you going to do?” asked Mrs Greenford.

“The situation is even more dire than you realize, my dear. Tombs has paid me a thousand guineas for Hannah's hand and that’s money I badly need at present. Indeed, it will save me from defaulting on a bank loan and losing the thirty-acre farm on the hill.”

“He’s already given you this money?” asked Mrs Greenford astonished.

“He has and I have paid it to the bank. It is now irretrievable.”

“Then you must ensure she marries Tombs for both Cecilia and your own wellbeing.” Greenford looked hopefully to his wife. “Your first and most immediate task is to ensure she cannot run away with Grey. That would spoil everything. She would be beyond your reach and it would distress your daughter.”

“And how do I do that? Chain her to her bed?”

“Exactly. Her refusal to marry against your expressed wishes is clear evidence that she’s suffering from hysteria brought on by her infatuation with Doctor Grey. All you need to do is obtain signatures from two doctors confirming the diagnosis and committing her to your care. They won’t even need to see her; your word as her guardian will be sufficient.”

“Have her committed…”

“Once she has been certified as insane with hysteria, you will be able to keep her confined even after her coming of age until it proves convenient for you to discharge her.” Greenford looked both shocked and thoughtful at the same time. “I’m not suggesting that you have her committed to an asylum; you can have her confined here where she’ll be comfortable and you can monitor her.”

“The shock of her confinement may yet promote her to reconsider and marry Tombs and if not, well, she won’t be able to run off with Grey.”

“Precisely. You are so clever, Maurice,” said Francis Greenford.

*

It was a frustrating time for Grey. All through that day and the next he moped about Bream House and grounds with no news from either Clayton Rectory or Ditchling Hall. On the third day, he wandered morosely into the village. He needed to speak to Hannah, but wasn’t sure about the best way to arrange an encounter. An opportunity seemed to present itself when he was surprised by a voice behind him while he gazed sightlessly into the window of the boot and shoe shop.

“Doctor Grey. So pleasant to meet you on such a fine day.”

He turned. “Miss Greenford…” He was momentarily lost for words and then said the first thing that came into his head. “I was hoping to see your cousin…”

“Oh no. I'm afraid you can’t. She’s unwell and has been confined to her room. The doctor says she must have complete rest with no excitement or visitors.”

“What ails her? Nothing serious I hope.”

“I’m sure she’ll be fine if we follow the doctor’s orders.”

“When will I be allowed to see her?”

“I couldn’t say, but if you have any message, I’ll be happy to pass it on.”

“Just tell her that I wish her a speedy recovery from whatever it is that’s inconveniencing her.”

“It’s fortunate that I bump into you like this. I wanted to ask you a favour.” She halted and fingered the gem stone of her necklace, drawing Grey’s attention back to the slowly heaving flesh of her bosom. “There is a ruined chapel a mile or two along the bridle path towards Lewis. It’s associated with my grandmother and means a lot to me. I try to visit it at this time of year and I would be very obliged if you would accompany me. I do so dislike travelling those paths alone.”

“Miss Greenford. Would this be proper? I would hate to be the cause of any damage to your reputation even though any scandal would, of course, be groundless.”

Cecilia grinned and leant forward conspiratorially to display even more of her expansive décolletage. “I won’t tell if you don’t,” and her eyes shone brightly.

“I… I don’t know, Miss Greenford. What would your father say to this outing?”

“He would undoubtedly endorse it,” she said quickly. “You can collect me from the Hall at two tomorrow if it will assuage your reservations about the propriety of the journey. My father will be there and I’m sure he could advise you further on Hannah’s state of health.”

What could he say? He was desperate to find out about Hannah and Cecilia’s suggestion that Greenford may enlighten him made up his mind.

“Two o'clock tomorrow then, Miss Greenford.”

*

At the allotted time Grey rode into Greenford’s yard and dismounted. Greenford walked out from one of the stable blocks.

“Doctor Grey. So good of you to escort Cecilia like this. We do worry when she’s riding alone through these lanes. They can be so lonely and it’s not unknown for unsavoury characters to lurk in the woods.”

“It’s my pleasure, Mr Greenford. I’m just glad to be of service.”

“I’m ready,” said Cecilia pulling a grey mare behind her and approaching Grey so he could help her to mount.

Grey turned back to Greenford. “I wanted to ask you about Miss Hannah. I understand she’s unwell.”

“Indeed, but it’s nothing to worry about. The doctor has prescribed complete bed rest for her with no visitors.”

“But what ails her?”

“Women’s troubles.”

“That’s a very broad diagnosis. Can you be more specific?”

“I'm sorry, Doctor Grey. That information is confidential between her doctor and me. I'm sure you’ll understand being a doctor yourself.”

It was only to be expected. “As you wish…” he said and mounted. He and Cecilia rode together from the yard, turning towards the lane that ran eastwards along the base of the ridge to Lewis some seventeen miles distant. Cecilia jogged along beside Grey’s horse, riding side-saddle in a long, dark blue riding habit with a ruffled white blouse about her neck. She chatted happily about anything and everything, her mind skipping between thoughts apparently at random. Grey was silent, eyeing his companion warily. Finally, he said, “Tell me about Hannah.”

“What about her?”

“What’s ailing her?”

“I cannot tell you that. You heard what my father said; that’s confidential.”

“Then tell me how long it’s likely to be before she recovers.”

Cecilia smiled. “Oh, that may be a while. It could be weeks. It could even run into months, but you don’t need to worry; she’s in good hands. Everybody only wants the best of care for her. You like her, don’t you? It must be hard to realize someone you admire has a weakness; that they're not as principled and exemplary as you thought.”

“What are you talking about? What have her principles got to do with her ailment?”

“Doctor Grey. You must give up the torch you're holding for Hannah; she does not deserve you. You must look elsewhere for your masculine gratification. Seek it where it can be more easily realized.” Grey looked confused, but before he could question her further, she exclaimed, “Oh look, there’s the chapel. Come on… Help me down; I want to show you something.”

Grey held up his arms and she dropped into them, sliding down his body with her hands on his shoulders until she was standing against him on the grassy earth and her arms were about his neck. He tactfully disentangled her limbs and she grinned before turning towards the ruined chapel and pushing her way through the partly open door and into the dark interior. The glass was broken in many of the windows and there were slates missing from the roof, but the surrounding vegetation, although up to the walls, had yet to make an impact on the interior.

Grey hesitated. He looked behind him along the narrow pathway that wound its way between the tall beeches. Then he stared to the front. As if by magic, Trenchard and Alice materialized from the wood. Trenchard grinned knowingly, helped Alice from her saddle, and she quietly followed Cecelia through the decaying doorway.

“Miss Greenford. Are you experiencing difficulties with your clothing?”

Cecilia gave a shriek and hurriedly pulled her blouse closed about her naked breasts whilst spinning away from the door.

“Mrs Trenchard! Please, I… I thought an insect had dropped into my blouse.”

“Do you need assistance?”

“No thank you. I am perfectly content. It was nothing. Please give me a moment...”

Alice grinned and turned back through the door. “The poor girl was just experiencing trouble with her attire. I'm sure she’ll be with us directly.”

She was right. Within a couple of minutes, Cecilia appeared rather sheepishly from the ruins like a siren emerging from the deep. “I do apologise. I believe it was a spider that so discomposed me but all is well now. What good luck it was that it was you that came to find me and not Doctor Grey. In my haste to find the insect, I quite forgot about my company.”

“Lucky indeed that we happened to be riding past,” said Alice. “Otherwise he may have inadvertently glimpsed your bubbies.”

Cecilia looked suitably abashed. “Perhaps we could all ride back together,” suggested Trenchard.

“We’d be delighted with your company,” said Grey. “That is, if Miss Greenford has completed her business here and is ready to return.”

“Quite ready, Doctor Grey, thank you,” and, with a little help from Grey, she climbed back onto her saddle. Cecilia’s talk was less ebullient on the return journey, but Alice and Trenchard filled in the quieter moments with descriptions of their ride along the top of the ridge and down through the wood.

It was only after the trio had seen Cecilia safely to Ditchling Hall that Grey was able to properly thank Alice and Trenchard for their assistance in allaying what could have been an embarrassing and potentially scandalous interlude. It was obvious to Grey from the start that he was being manipulated by Cecilia and the outing engineered for her own ends. He was unsurprised by the turn of events and grateful to Alice and Trenchard for arranging to be ‘on hand’ at precisely that time.

He suspected that Cecilia’s design was twofold: firstly, she would try to seduce him and if that failed, he believed she would have tried to coerce him with the threat of scandal. The latter option would have been a calculated risk because, although it would have damaged her reputation, it would have cost Grey dear and almost certainly have prevented him from working professionally in the south east of England. Would he have married her to prevent a scandal? Of course he wouldn’t, but she was not to know that.

Grey ended the day more worried than when he started. He still didn’t know what was ailing Hannah, but Cecilia’s veiled implication that Hannah could be confined without visitors for months agitated him more than he was prepared to admit.

All through the next day he fretted, unable to decide how to proceed and it was only events of that evening that helped him evaluate the situation. He was relaxing with Alice and Trenchard when the latter was called away by the butler. He was soon back in the drawing room grinning at Grey.

“You have a lady visitor, Doctor Grey,” and both he and Alice looked to the door.

“Hannah?” gasped Grey.

“Alas no. It’s her maid Ethel. Come Alice. Grey can meet with her alone in here.”

Ethel was shown in as Alice and Trenchard left and closed the door behind them. The girl looked frightened and Grey asked her to sit.

“It’s Hannah, doctor. She’s been confined to a room for over three days now.”

“Do you know the reason for her confinement? Do you know what’s ailing her?”

“There was a doctor from Brighton came to see her last Tuesday morning and since then she hasn’t left the room.” Ethel looked close to tears. “It’s not her room, doctor. Her room is very pretty and furnished with a sideboard and a writing desk, and there are pictures and fine paper on the walls. She’s been confined in one of the attic rooms that’s bare apart from a small bed and side table and Mr Greenford has forbad anyone to enter.”

“You’ve not seen her then.”

“I have, doctor, I saw her today at Mr Greenford’s request. I brought her a ewer of water and a bowl so she could wash and a little later I brought her some luncheon: a boiled egg and plain bread.”

“How did she seem? Did she appear unwell?”

“Well, no, not really. She was sitting up in bed and looked very unhappy. She was very quiet, barely spoke at all she did, but Mr Greenford was there all the time and I think she didn’t want to say anything in his presence. I just put down the water and her meal tray on the table and left.”

“Is there a lock on the door? Do they lock her in?”

“Oh no, doctor. It’s just a simple latch, there’s no lock, but I don’t think there need be… While I was in the room, I noticed a thin chain that was locked to a staple in the wall at the head of the bed. The bed was pushed into a corner and the chain dropped down behind it, but then I saw it went under the bed covers beside her. I didn’t say anything and pretended I’d not seen, but I think perhaps she’s chained to the wall.”


Chapter 4     
Grey becomes an Understudy

The next morning at ten, Grey was once more back at the door of the Hall and this time he wasn’t alone; beside him stood the local constable, a young man dressed in an impeccable dark blue uniform. A butler opened the door and the policeman asked to speak to Mr Greenford.

“I regret, Sir, that Mr Greenford is not at home.”

“Mrs Greenford, then please. It’s a matter of some import.”

“Please be good enough to wait here,” he said and disappeared into the interior of the house only to reappear and lead them into the drawing room. Mrs Greenford entered and smiled at the constable.

“I am enquiring into the welfare of Miss Hannah Greenford whom I believe is in your husband’s care,” said the policeman delicately.

“She is. She is my husband’s ward.”

“Is she in?”

“Oh yes. She’s upstairs in bed, but I’m afraid you cannot see her; she’s unwell and the doctor has prescribed complete rest.”

“I'm sorry, Mrs Greenford, I must insist. There has been a suggestion that the lady may be imprisoned against her will and her welfare endangered.”

Mrs Greenford was very still for long moments while she considered what to do. Grey thought she’d just insist that they return when Greenford was back at home, but she suddenly made up her mind and announced, “Very well. Come with me.”

They followed her up the wide staircase to the first level and then up another staircase designed to access the servant’s quarters, this one dark and narrow. They passed down a long corridor, turned a corner and along again, all the time moving through the dim light in single file. Mrs Greenford turned to stare at Grey and then clicked a latch on a plain planked door, stepping up into a room lit by the morning sun shining through the small window.

Hannah sat up in bed when Mrs Greenford entered, looked startled by the sight of the policeman and cried out “James…” when she saw Grey.

“I would be grateful if you would refrain from talking to her. Her doctor has said that all excitement should be minimised.”

“James, Mr Greenford’s chained my foot to the wall,” and she tugged on the chain lying beside her on the bed.

Grey spun round to confront Mrs Greenford, but she stood her ground. “What’s the meaning of this? Why have you imprisoned Miss Hannah?”

“We are only following her doctor’s orders. Hannah has been declared insane and is committed to our care in lieu of an asylum. We thought it would be kinder for her.”

“Insane! That’s preposterous. Hannah’s not insane.”

“Here. Read this,” and Mrs Greenford passed Grey a single leaf of paper.

It was a certificate issued by a Doctor Michaels of Queens Road, Brighton and countersigned by a Doctor Weston of the same address. It stated that Hannah had been diagnosed as ‘suffering from hysteria resulting from a romantic infatuation causing her to become contumacious towards the demands of her guardian’. Just as Mrs Greenford had said, the certificate went on to state that for her own welfare Hannah should be confined and confirmed that she was committed to the care of Mr Greenford until pronounced well or transferred to alternative accommodation. He looked up, his face rigid with shock. By ‘alternative accommodation’ the certificate meant, of course, an asylum like the one the poor girl in London had been taken to. He knew enough about asylums to know that all internees were confined together: epileptics, the depressed or anxious with the retarded and criminally insane. He passed the certificate to the constable who read it through carefully.

“I think, Doctor Grey, that we should go and leave the young lady to her rest. Mr Greenford is obviously discharging his responsibilities with kindness and compassion. I’ve heard of Doctor Michaels and he’s considered one of the best psychiatrists in the area; I don’t think Mr Greenford could have done better.”

“Has Dr Michaels actually seen Hannah?”

Mrs Greenford shrugged. “Doctor Weston came to see her the day after she was committed.”

“After… Not before?”

“He found no grounds to disagree with the diagnosis.”

“But is it necessary to keep her chained to the wall.”

“Of course. She must be confined. We don’t have locked cells here; if we want her to have the care and attention of home then we have to ensure she cannot wander away. The alternative is an asylum and I assume you don’t want that.”

“But this room, the blank walls, no furniture or pictures. Can’t she have her own bedroom?”

“Doctor Weston was most emphatic. No stimulation at all. We even have to feed her a special bland diet. I tell you, Doctor Grey, we are doing all we can to care for Hannah; she’s a very sick girl.”

Hannah and Grey stared at each other, neither knowing what to say.

“Come,” said Mrs Greenford. “I really think we’ve disturbed the poor girl enough.” She ushered the two men from the room and closed the door.

Grey meekly followed the constable back through the house and out into the yard. Once away from the house, the policeman turned to Grey with a smile. “Well, I’m glad we’ve cleared that little problem up. Nothing to worry about after all… Apart from her indisposition, of course, but I’m sure you're pleased that she’s receiving the very best of care.” Grey was still struck dumb with shock and just stared at the young constable before slowly walking away.

*

When Greenford returned later that day, Mrs Greenford was looking particularly pleased with herself. “We had visitors today,” she announced. “Doctor Grey and a policeman. They came to determine why you were confining Hannah.”

“And what did you tell them?”

“I showed them Hannah and the committal notice.”

“Was that wise, do you think?”

“I don’t see why not. Grey would have found out sooner or later and with a policeman with him, there was absolutely nothing he could do. You should have seen his face. He looked so shocked when he realized the person he thought he loved was insane.”

“I suppose you're right.”

“Do you think he may start courting Cecilia now that Hannah is unavailable?” asked Mrs Greenford.

Greenford gave a little shrug. “It’s possible, but personally I think it’s unlikely. Hannah’s proximity will be a constant reminder to him. I think it much more likely he now looks elsewhere, but, of course, that won’t stop your daughter from doing her best to entrap him. She has your suborn persistence after all. In any case, remember that’s no longer our primary concern. We need to convince Hannah that her best course of action is to marry Tombs or else I’m in deep financial trouble.”

As the Greenfords discussed Hannah’s future, Grey’s mind was similarly engaged. For the rest of that day, he walked about as if in a daze, barely hearing anything said to him and caring even less. He ate supper with Alice and Trenchard and afterwards sat outside in the late evening with his friend sipping whisky.

“You can’t do anything, James,” said Trenchard. He didn’t often use his Christian name to address him, but that night he sensed a terrible weight pressing on his friend.

“If it wasn’t for me, she wouldn’t be in this fix.”

“Possibly not, but you shouldn’t consider it your fault. Greenford made an agreement with Tombs for her marriage and she has disobeyed him. It’s as simple as that. In Greenford’s eyes, to disobey him is, in itself, reason to have her committed. It demonstrates she has a truculent personality that is totally at odds with the accepted norm and is clear evidence of some form of feminine hysteria.”

“But I don’t understand why they're doing this. Why can’t they just let her marry me?”

“I suppose they have their reasons. The way I see things is that you have two choices: you can let events run their course and once she comes of age, you can apply to have her transferred to your care.”

“That’s almost four months away. I can’t leave her in that hell for all that time or else she really might go insane.” He sipped dejectedly at the fiery spirit. “What’s my second choice?”

“Give her up and find another wench.”

Grey gave him a contemptuous stare. “It’s a good thing I know you're not being serious.” Silence settled over the pair again broken a minute or two later by Grey speaking quietly as if to himself. “I can’t get the sight of her sitting in that bed from my mind. There was nothing in that room; they’d given her no books and there was not even a picture on display. And they’d actually chained her to the wall like a convict. The chain was too short for her to move more than a few feet so she could reach neither the window nor the door.”

“At least she had the comfort of a bed and she was warm and fed. I can see it’s extremely inconvenient for her, but she’s coming to no actual harm.”

“Isn't she? When the man she sees as a father figure suddenly chains her to a wall, it must cause her some disturbance.”

*

A long and restless night left Grey with, if not exactly a plan, at least an activity to occupy his time for a few hours. He would go and confront Doctor Michaels. He borrowed another of Trenchard’s horses and rode into Brighton in the morning. Queen’s Road proved to be a busy thoroughfare through Brighton’s city centre; a wide, tree-lined road with expensive looking shops interspersed with banks, elegant hotels and modern office buildings built in the latest gothic revivalist style. The doctor’s rooms proved to be no less grand than the surrounding blocks and Grey was met in an antechamber by a very attractive lady who said she was the doctor’s receptionist.

“My name is Doctor James Grey and I’d like to see Doctor Michaels.”

“Doctor Michaels isn’t here. In fact, he retired nearly a year ago and now very seldom comes into the surgery.”

“But his name is still on the plaque.”

“Of course. He still owns the business. I can see if Doctor Weston will see you. Please wait in here,” and she led the way into an oak panelled drawing room with several red leather covered benches and armchairs. Doctor Weston entered a few minutes later.

“Doctor James Grey…”

“And you must be Doctor Weston.” Grey gazed upon a short, plump man in his fifties with thinning hair and a ruddy complexion.

“Indeed. But I know your name, Sir. Are you Doctor Grey of the Army Medical Service serving in Afghanistan?”

Grey smiled and inclined his head in modest acknowledgement. “Not any more, doctor. I have left the army and am now a civilian just like yourself.”

“Doctor Grey. It is such an honour to meet you. You have been gazetted several times these last few years and each time I have read your exploits avidly. Do please step this way. We can talk in my private office.”

Weston’s private office was almost the same size as his waiting room and furnished even more plushly. He poured two whiskies and invited Grey to seat himself in a richly upholstered chair.

“And now, Sir. How can I be of service?”

“It’s with regard to an acquaintance of mine. A Miss Hannah Greenford whom I believe you are treating.”

“Ah, Miss Greenford of Ditchling. Quite so. It’s so sad that so many young ladies are falling victim to hysteria nowadays. Were you aware that in 1840, about one percent of young women admitted to metal hospitals were diagnosed with symptoms of hysteria; last year it was almost twenty percent? It’s a sad fact of modern life, but at least with Miss Greenford we have caught the symptoms early and the chances of a full recovery are excellent given time.”

“You diagnosed her before you actually met the young lady.”

“I did, Sir. Mr Greenford described her symptoms and there was no doubt in my mind. I wrote out the committal notice and asked Doctor Michaels to counter-sign it without delay. The sooner these problems are faced, the better the chances of a full recovery.”

“And what were her symptoms, may I ask.”

“The girl has become infatuated with a man. It often happens with young women of that age. The infatuation causes an excess of seminal fluids to amass in their pelvic regions. The congestion then turns toxic and affects their brains making them fractious and contentious. If left untreated, it can cause irritation leading to indisposition and idiocy. Miss Greenford had refused unreservedly to accept a proposal of marriage from a moral and well considered churchman, a vicar no less, and in so doing went directly against the demands of her guardian. Now, I ask you: is that the action of a sane girl?”

“I see,” said Grey bunching his fists so tightly that his nails were digging into his palms. “And what treatment did you prescribe?”

“It is generally accepted that the first resort of the physician to disperse this congestion of humours should be by enforcing complete rest. There must be no avoidable intrusions into her consciousness. Mr Greenford has acted with an admirable degree of compliance by locating the girl in a plain room with no distractions, ensuring she has no visitors and is fed only the plainest of food and drink.”

“I have seen the girl,” said Grey. “Mr Greenford has attached her ankle to a staple on the wall with a length of chain.”

“Yes,” said Weston with a worried expression. “I told him that she must be prevented from wandering and, in particular, be unable to access the window, but the chain leaves her an unfortunate degree of mobility. It would be far better to restrict her movements to only those that are absolutely essential, such as when she needs to eat or use the chamber pot.”

“Oh, Doctor Weston. I should think very carefully about that if I were you. I have had extensive experience of prisoners in Afghanistan where just such restrictions were used and the result was invariably that their muscles wasted to such an extent that they were never able to walk or move their arms again. Such an outcome would be most unfortunate in this case and far outweigh any advantages associated with limiting her stimulation.”

“Really? Well I must bow to your expertise in this matter. But tell me Doctor Grey, did you just want to know the background of this particular case or was there something more?”

“Ah, Doctor Weston. You have seen straight through me. I have little experience in psychiatry and this case intrigues me to such an extent that I would be grateful of the opportunity to witness your techniques, perhaps as an understudy.”

“My dear Doctor Grey… You understudy me.”

“I’m quite serious, Doctor Weston. In the subject of psychoanalysis, you are the expert and I the apprentice. But I am not telling you the full story and you must be aware of all the facts before you commit yourself. You see the reason I am so concerned about this case is that the young lady in question, Miss Hannah Greenford, finds herself so inconvenienced because her infatuation was with me.”

“With you… I see. That does indeed complicate matters. And do you return the young lady’s affections.”

Grey hesitated. To admit more than a casual acquaintance may suggest a wish to interfere with the treatment or worse and be totally counterproductive. “I hardly know the girl. I arrived in Ditchling barely five weeks ago, but feel somehow responsible for her condition.”

“An interesting conundrum,” mused Weston. “I see no harm in you assisting with the treatments; you are a professional doctor after all. There may even be advantage in you knowing the girl and being able to calm her. Most of the treatment involves trying to ease the tensions induced by her hysteria. Yes, I think this could work very well.”

“There is one other aspect of which you should be aware: her guardian, Mr Maurice Greenford, understandably blames me for her condition and is likely to object to my presence.”

Weston’s face morphed into a wry grin. “These young girls can be so fickle and capricious that I’m sure there can no reason to hold you responsible. And Greenford can do nothing… Once he had the girl committed, he effectively passed any rights of guardianship relating to her health over to the committing doctor and that is me.” Weston hesitated as if struck by a new thought. “Strictly speaking, it is Doctor Michaels, the principle doctor of this practice, who is responsible for Hannah, but I have the day-to-day responsibility for enacting his prescriptions; Doctor Michaels dictates her treatment and I see to its administration. The only leverage Mr Greenford now has is a refusal to treat or accommodate the girl and, in that instance, I should need to rehouse her as I see fit in an asylum, a private hospital, or in the care of another third party.”

Grey’s interest was suddenly peaked. “Are you able to make that directive now?”

“Oh no. There would need to be a valid cause, some medical reason for the change. Meantime, I feel Mr Greenford is doing all he can for the poor girl and with us doing likewise, I'm sure you agree she’s in good hands.” Weston smiled what he considered to be a conspiratorial signal to Grey that his request was accepted and Grey smiled back, content that at least he had managed to secure some sort of communication with Hannah.

They exchanged further pleasantries and shared a pot of tea and Weston went into greater detail regarding the treatment of hysteria.

“It was the ancient Greeks who first diagnosed the condition. Hippocrates, in fact, in the 5th century BC. Later, Plato suggested that a woman's uterus is like a living creature that can wander throughout a woman's body, blocking passages, obstructing breathing, and causing disease. In fact, the very word ‘hysteria’ comes from the Greek word for uterus.

“I have to say that I, personally, do not subscribe to the idea, but there is much evidence to support the fact that the condition is caused by the retention of female semen. You only have to look at the types of female most at risk, in particular young, unmarried women who do not have the beneficial attentions of a husband to relieve the accumulation of their secretions. This fluid collects in the pelvic area and must be dispelled before it can turn venomous and the only way to alleviate the condition is via the assiduous and prolonged application of massage.”

“Massage…” Grey’s eyes widened. He’d heard of the treatment, of course, but had not considered that it would be applied to Hannah.

“Indeed. This particular form of massage is a specialized medical practice that absorbs much of my time and is tedious in the extreme, but there seems no alternative. If you are willing, I will gratefully teach you the technique, although I warn you, it can take up to an hour to produce the necessary paroxysm and by that time you will have found your hand and fingers to be stiff and tired.”

“I… I don’t know…” stuttered Grey. “It seems such an intimate procedure. Don’t the ladies object?”

“My dear Doctor Grey, it is a necessary medical procedure. You're becoming confused with the relations between a husband and his wife. There, the passions felt between the two of them come from differing aims: a man is primarily concerned with achieving orgasm and depositing his seed whilst the woman has other priorities. Her incentive for participating is primarily to please her husband and secondly, in the hope of conceiving a child. She does not become sexually aroused as the man does and nor does she feel the same physical responses.

“So, you see that a massage applied to the pelvic region by a doctor is not at all a sexual activity, merely an exhausting practice for the doctor designed to produce a paroxysm in the patient.”

“Paroxysm?” asked Grey.

“I do apologise. It’s a technical term in physiological circles to describe the reaction in a woman when she has been manipulated sufficiently to cause her body to spasm and release her seminal fluids. The procedure is similar to the breaking of a fever both in its climactic characteristics and the evident relief of the woman. It’s a purely involuntary response on her part and, as far as our physiological treatment is concerned, the aim of the entire exercise.”

“Er, thank you, Doctor Weston for a very erudite description. And you believe such massage treatment is apposite in the case of Miss Greenford.”

“Oh definitely. It is particularly suited to cases of sexual infatuation or nymphomania where the seminal fluids can rapidly build to a dangerous level. I shall be visiting Ditchling the day after tomorrow and would welcome your company if you are available.”

“I shall hold myself in readiness,” said Grey handing Weston a visiting card. “Here is the address where I'm staying. Please call and we can move on to Ditchling Hall together.”

Grey left soon afterwards and rode slowly back over the downs. In some ways, his visit had gone far better than he could possibly have hoped: Doctor Weston had accepted him as an understudy even in the face of probable objections from Greenford, but the nature of the treatment Weston planned for Hannah made him feel distinctly uncomfortable. He had no idea how Hannah was going to receive either his presence or Doctor Weston’s treatment plan, but there was very little he could do about either. His main concern was to stay as close as he could to Hannah and, for that, it would, of course, be necessary for him to keep up the pretence that his relationship with her was only that of a concerned well-wisher.


Chapter 5     
Treatment Begins

Grey spent the rest of the day deep in thought. It was only late in the evening that he had the opportunity to discuss his visit with Trenchard in the absence of Alice. Trenchard was as perplexed as he himself was with Doctor Weston’s prognoses. Like adolescent school boys, they discussed their previous conquests prior to Trenchard marrying and none of their recollections bore any resemblance to the scenario described by Weston.

“What can I do?” asked Grey.

“Agree with everything he says… If you start questioning his treatment, he’s likely to curtail your tuition and that won’t help Hannah at all.”

“My own thoughts exactly, but it’s going to be damned difficult and what’s poor Hannah going to think?”

“Hannah’s a sensible girl.”

“What, you mean she’s not insane?”

Trenchard looked abashed at Grey’s sarcasm. “I mean she’ll see that you only have her best interests at heart. Do what you have to do to stay close and try not to react or you'll give the game away.”

Grey thought of Hannah lying in the narrow bed staring at the blank walls and ceiling. What was she thinking now? Was she strong enough to cope?

“Another whisky?” asked Trenchard and waved the bottle in the air.

*

“You have another lady visitor,” said Trenchard as Grey lazed in the warm sunshine coming through the drawing room windows. “And no, it’s not Hannah. It’s her cousin, Cecilia.”

Grey stood as Cecilia was shown into the room. She was looking particularly attractive that morning. She’d dressed in another of her low-cut gowns with a bodice tight enough to make any strenuous activity difficult. She did not sit, but stood with her head bowed demurely.

“I have come to consult Doctor Grey on a personal matter of health,” she said quietly.

“In that case, I shall leave you alone,” said Trenchard and left the room despite Grey making all sorts of secret hand gestures.

Cecilia watched the door close and then moved closer to Grey. “It’s my heart, Doctor. It’s palpitating whenever I think of you.”

“I don’t think I can do anything for you, Miss Greenford, other than to suggest that perhaps a cold bath may prove advantageous.”

Cecilia grinned and moved closer still. “You know the effect you have on me, doctor. Here, feel,” and she lifted his hand to place it squarely on her left breast. “Can you feel it pulsating?”

He snatched his hand away. “I can, Miss Greenford, and I assure you it is completely normal.”

“Normal that I go weak at the knees whenever I'm in your presence? It has never happened to me before.”

“I find that hard to believe,” muttered Grey to himself. “I regret that I am unable to reciprocate the emotions you appear to feel. You must give up any inclination you may feel towards me and direct your attentions at a more worthy target.”

“You don’t consider yourself worthy of me?” She grinned and moved nearer still.”

“Your efforts are being wasted,” he said slowly and deliberately and she stopped.

The smile fell from her lips and for the first time, Grey thought her expression ugly. “And your efforts towards my cousin are wasted. She will not be able to love you as I could.”

“I do not wish to discuss Miss Hannah.”

“Why? Because you know her to be mad. My father thinks so and now he has a committal notice to prove it.”

“I think you ought to leave, Miss Greenford. If you feel the need to consult a doctor, I can recommend a very good one in Queen’s Road, Brighton.”

She glared at him and then left without another word, leaving the drawing room door ajar. Trenchard re-entered as Cecilia let herself out of the entrance.

“That was quick,” he noted.

“The girl’s a hellion. I think I need look no further for the source of Hannah’s troubles.”

*

At two the following afternoon, Doctor Weston pulled the door chime cord at Bream House. Grey was waiting for him and together they rode to the Hall. The butler opened the door and then left them in the entrance hall while he fetched his master. Greenford did not look pleased to see Grey.

“Doctor Weston. So good of you to come. And Doctor Grey. May I ask why you are here?”

Weston answered before Grey could say anything. “Doctor Grey is attending in the capacity of my assistant.”

“I’m afraid I cannot allow that. I believe Doctor Grey’s presence will further unsettle my ward.”

“That, sir, is a matter I am much better qualified to judge and I have already made my decision.”

Greenford looked confounded. “But Doctor Weston. Hannah is my ward and this is my house and I say that I do not want Doctor Grey to attend her.”

Weston looked almost serene as he smiled at Greenford secure in the knowledge that he was holding the winning hand. “What you say is indeed true, Mr Greenford, but Hannah has been committed into my care and it is my decision who attends and who does not attend. If you would rather I have her removed to alternative accommodation, I can arrange that.”

Greenford stared at them with his mouth opening and closing, but no sound emerged. Eventually, he just turned and led the way up the narrow staircase to where Hannah was lodged. He entered without knocking first and with Doctor Weston hard on his heels. Hannah looked at them nervously, and then gasped when Grey entered after them.

“James…” she cried and behind the men; Grey put his finger up to his lips.

Greenford spun round and glared at Grey, but he just looked back with a dull, inscrutable expression.

“Thank you, Mr Greenford,” said Weston. “We’ll call you if we need anything.”

It was a dismissal and Greenford didn’t like it. He left reluctantly and closed the door behind him. Weston smiled at Hannah. “And now, my dear. I believe you know Doctor Grey.”

Hannah nodded with her mouth gaping open.

“Doctor Grey is attending in the capacity of my assistant. I take it that you have no objection.” She shook her head, this time a little more vigorously. “Good. How are you feeling?”

“I feel I’m going mad with tedium.” She bowed her head and said into the bedcovers, “Perhaps that wasn’t the wisest choice of words under the circumstances.”

Weston ignored her strained witticism. “Now, as I explained to you last time, I saw you, you are suffering from a form of hysteria. It’s caused by humours collecting in your pelvic regions and we’re going to attempt to relieve the congestion this afternoon, but before we start, I’d like to check a few basic health indicators.”

He sat on the edge of the bed and stared into her eyes and then her open mouth, angling her head so that the afternoon sun illuminated her throat. Then he opened his bag and withdrew a stethoscope.

“Please unbutton the front of your nightgown.” Hannah’s eyes flashed to Grey. “As you know full well, Doctor Grey is a fully qualified professional doctor, much better qualified than I am as it happens, but in a different field. There is nothing to feel shy or embarrassed about.

Hannah reluctantly unfastened the row of small, cloth covered buttons from her neck to her waist and Doctor Weston, without preamble, spread the garment wide to reveal the white mounds of her breasts and their pink areolas and nipples. Her eyes were still locked onto Grey’s as Weston sat on the edge of the bed and pressed the cup of the stethoscope against her soft flesh.

“Excellent,” he pronounced and Hannah quickly drew her nightgown together to cover her nakedness. “Oh no. Don’t do that,” said Weston and moved her hands aside before opening her garment again, but he gave no further reason. “Now, Miss Greenford. Let me tell you how this treatment is going to proceed,” and he explained in just as much detail as he had used with Grey how she was about to be massaged. Her eyes flicked between the two men throughout the lecture with growing anxiety and disbelief.

Weston turned to Grey and saw that he, too, was looking distinctly uneasy. “Remember what I said, Dr Grey. Females are physically incapable of experiencing the same sensations of sexual arousal that affect men. To them, the massage treatment that Hannah is about to undergo will feel similar to rubbing an itch, but if that itch is left untreated or not treated with a properly controlled medical procedure, it can become troublesome and addictive to the point where it threatens her long-term health. And you, my dear,” he added, turning back to Hannah. “There’s no reason to feel anxious or embarrassed. Both Dr Grey and I are professionals and what ails you is a common malady that’s easily remedied. You may feel some discomfort, that’s unfortunate but unavoidable I’m afraid, and the paroxysm itself, when it occurs, will result in disrupted breathing and an increase in heart-rate, but these effects are short-lived and more than compensated by the relief the treatment will deliver. And now, before we start the treatment, it’s necessary that I examine your pelvic region because it could have an impact on the treatment regime.”

Weston stood and, as he did so, whisked the bedclothes from her. Grey saw for the first time the shackle locked about her left ankle by a heavy brass padlock and the bright steel chain snaking up the bed to the wall staple above her head. Weston leant over her and grabbed the hem of her nightgown, but as he drew it up her legs, she slapped her hands into her lap to prevent it rising higher. Weston stood exasperated.

“Miss Greenford. This procedure is essential to your treatment and, furthermore, it is not voluntary. You have been officially certified as suffering from a form of mania and committed into my care. If you persist in thwarting me, I shall have no option but to take steps to restrain your hands.” She stared at him with wide eyes. “And your legs.” She turned to Grey again, perhaps seeking some support, but he only gave her an almost imperceptible shake of his head.

Hannah closed her eyes and laid her arms on the bed either side of her body. Weston pulled again at her gown, this time raising it above her hips until she was revealed to the waist. Grey tried not to make an audible sound as he gazed upon her pubic mound covered by a luxuriant growth of black, wiry pubic hair. She gave a little whimper when Weston lifted her left leg and bent it at her knee, only to replace her heel on the bed some distance to the side of her right knee. When he had done the same with her right, she lay with her knees up and spread wide and her eyes screwed tightly shut.

Weston pushed a folded towel under her hips, bent low so that his face was less than a foot from her crotch, and eased her labial lips apart using his thumbs.

“Ah… It’s as I suspected. Do you ride, Miss Greenford?”

Hannah remained stubbornly silent and still had her eyes tightly shut.

“The hymen is ruptured… It often happens when young girls ride horses, but that’s good from our point of view; makes things a lot easier.”

Weston rose again, but kept a hand on Hannah’s right knee to stop her closing her legs.

“And now, Miss Greenford, I’m going to instruct Doctor Grey in the correct technique because he is younger and much stronger than I.” Hannah’s eyes flickered open and settled on the man she loved and followed him as he moved to the foot of the bed in response to Weston’s beckoning wave. He stood gazing down at her spread open before him and at Weston about to begin the procedure, but Weston had moved to stand by her shoulders. He was pouring a quantity of aromatic oil into the palm of his right hand and then, to the sound of a wet slap and a surprised exclamation from Hannah, he’d turned over his hand and slapped in down on her left breast.

“This part of the technique is my own invention,” said Weston proudly. “I have deduced from watching women overcome by paroxysmal spasms that the breasts and, in particular, the nipples become more sensitive during treatment. Their manipulation in conjunction with the pelvic area appears to promote the onset of paroxysm and thereby reduces the massage period considerably.” He poured more oil into his palm and started on the right breast, rolling it about the surface of her chest until it was uniformly slippery. Then he carefully poured more oil from his small bottle into the cleft of her vulva. It trickled down between her labia, across her perineum and anus and dribbled onto the towel.

As Grey watched, the physician leant low over Hannah, placed his left hand on her left breast and his right over her pubic mound. “Insert your middle two fingers into the neck of her vagina and press the heel of your thumb between her labia. Then the trick is to keep the hand moving smoothly with your fingers tracing a circular motion within the mouth of the vagina and your hand adopting a rolling action against the base of her pelvis. Meanwhile, with your other hand manipulate her breasts. I find it helps to concentrate her mind if you give the nipples an occasional squeeze or gentle tug. It sounds complicated but I’m sure you’ll get the hang of it soon enough.”

After a while, he stopped what he was doing and released his grip on his patient to stand erect, stepping aside so that Grey could take his place. Hannah made a small whimpering noise and looked beseechingly at Grey whilst Weston lifted Grey’s right hand and poured more oil into his palm.

Grey stared down at Hannah who was now rigid. “Start by sliding your middle fingers into her vagina,” coaxed Weston and Grey looked at the pool of oil in his palm. Slowly and carefully so as not to spill the oil, he moved his hand until his fingertips were a hair’s breadth from her crotch. Then, he carefully tilted his hand until the oil run down between his fingers as he slowly eased them into her.

Hannah gave a pitiful whimper and her eyes flared wide to stare directly up into Grey’s ashen face. After a dozen heartbeats he began to gently wiggle his fingers until they were buried beyond the second knuckle and his palm was pressed against her labia.

Her lips were moving as if she was speaking, but there was no sound and he assumed it was a prayer, although what exactly she was praying for he could only guess. He could see her hands clenching and unclenching rhythmically beside her open thighs and he eased the edge of his hand between her slippery folds until he could feel it pressed against her clitoris.

“Massage her breasts,” prompted Weston and Grey closed his left hand over the nearest one. The nipple was as hard as rubber and protruded between his thumb and forefinger. “That’s it. Give it a squeeze,” and Hannah gave another little whimper. “Good, good. Now start the pelvic massage as I’ve described with a steady rolling motion.”

Hannah gave another short cry, this one louder and more urgent. Her eyes were still fixed on his, but now she’d stopped her silent prayer and was concentrating on breathing with her mouth partly open. Grey slipped his hand across to her left breast and started to roll its nipple between fingers and thumb while his right closed tightly over her pubic bone to press his fingers even deeper within her and crush her clitoris beneath his palm. She cried out again and closed her knees, but Weston was there at the foot of the bed and eased them open again wider than before. Grey was now moving his hand more vigorously and her hips were beginning to bounce on the bed.

“Doctor Grey,” said Weston with concern in his voice. “Please be mindful of the young lady’s constitution,” but he wasn’t. His left hand closed about her breast, squeezing it hard so that its nipple was extruded into a long point and his right moved faster still with his fingers churning within her as her clitoris slipped from side to side under the pressure of his palm.

“Doctor Grey…” said Weston again. “You’ll damage her,” but now his calls were being drowned by Hannah’s own moaning cries. Her thighs began to tremble and Weston was suddenly quiet, shocked into an awed silence as he realized her paroxysm was close. He tried to assist by holding her knees apart, but Hannah was squirming so much he had to jump on the bed to hold her.

Her cries were now high pitched and regular, attuned to her rapid breathing, and her hands flew from the bed to grip Grey’s right wrist, but she made no attempt to stop him; she just wanted to hold him.

Their eyes hadn’t left each other from the moment he’d first touch her and now it was Grey’s lips that were silently moving… “I love you,” they said and then repeated the message over and over again. Hannah’s eyelids started to flutter, she gave a long, ethereal shriek, and curled up into a ball like a hedgehog with Grey’s arm now wrapped tightly in her own and his hand trapped by her closed thighs.

“My God, you’ve done it. Less than five minutes and you’ve done it. I wouldn’t have believed it was possible…” Weston was ecstatic. “That was amazing… and what a paroxysm. I have never witnessed a stronger one. The young lady will certainly benefit hugely; she must have been really congested, the poor thing.”

The young lady was still rolled into a tight ball and refusing to release Grey’s arm. Grey, for his part, was now sitting on the edge of the bed and stroking her long hair. They sat quietly for another five minutes before Weston started to show signs of impatience and Grey carefully extracted his arm. Hannah kept her face turned away and quickly pulled her gown back into place, fastening the buttons all the way up to her neck.

Eventually, she turned and sat upright to stare at the manacle locked about her ankle and then peered up at Grey. He was staring at it too, but then he pulled the bedclothes back into place and the offending metalwork was once again concealed from view.

Weston was still ecstatic. “Well, my dear. Do you feel better after that? Of course, you do… A silly question really. We’ll try and come to see you every two days.”

“Will Doctor Grey be accompanying you?” Her voice sounded weak and betrayed no emotion.

“Would you like that?” Weston spoke as if to a child and she nodded. “Then we will try to ensure that is the case.”

She glanced up at Grey and with a start he noticed that there was the merest hint of a smile on her lips.


Chapter 6     
The Paroxysms Continue

Grey was able to offer her some quiet comfort and reassurance while Weston was packing up his medical kit and some more general platitudes when they were both standing beside the bed. She asked why she had to stay in that bare room with no book to read or no picture to gaze at and Weston explained that the treatment depended upon complete rest with no distractions or stimuli.

“What are they feeding you?” he asked and she replied bread and butter and boiled egg with a glass of milk. “For all three meals? Good.”

“They gave me a little cheese with it yesterday evening.” He looked thoughtful and she immediately wished she hadn’t said it, but his features softened and he smiled.

“I dare say that didn’t do much harm. One has to have some treats in this life.” He consulted his pocket watch. “It’s time to go, I think. You did well today Miss Greenford. If we can keep up this level of treatment the prognosis is good.”

“How long will I need to stay here?”

“Ah, that I cannot yet say. We’ll give it a few weeks and then reassess you. Good day to you,” and he opened the bedroom door.

“Good day, Miss Greenford,” said Grey and gave her a wry smile before following Weston.

*

“So, what do you think?” asked Grey when they were outside.”

“I think you did splendidly.”

“No, I didn’t mean regarding me. I meant Miss Greenford.”

“Well, that was certainly an impressive paroxysm. I’d never seen such a strong reaction to treatment. You must have the gift; perhaps you could assist with some of my other patients.”

“It’s kind of you to think like that, but I’m afraid that won’t be possible. I am happy to help with Miss Greenford because of the reasons I have explained, but I regret I have neither the time nor the inclination to induce paroxysms in other women.”

“Pity,” said Weston. “I find the whole procedure so tiring on one’s wrist, but if that’s your decision…” He hung his medical bag from a strap on his horse’s saddle and swung himself up. “As I told Miss Greenford, I shall be here at the same time the day after tomorrow. I trust I shall see you then.”

“Of course,” and Grey gave his ‘mentor’ a small bow.

*

Back at Bream House, Grey entered the drawing room and flopped down in an armchair. “How was she?” asked Trenchard.

“She seemed as well as could be expected under the circumstances. Her pallor was good and she wasn’t tearful.”

“How did Weston’s treatment go?”

Grey gave Alice a sharp look. She was absorbed in her knitting and appeared not to be paying the men any attention. “I’d rather not talk about that if it’s all the same to you.”

“Induced paroxysm,” said Alice quietly.

“You know…” said Grey with astonishment.

“I have heard of the treatment with regard to some forms of feminine hysteria. I believe it is actually quite popular among many middle-class ladies in Brighton.”

Grey swallowed. “I don’t doubt it,” he murmured and then added in a stronger voice, “It is not appropriate for Hannah. The only reason Greenford’s had her committed is because she dared to go against his will. This is punishment, pure and simple.”

“Of course, it is,” said Alice. “Hannah is a strong-willed girl and was never likely to agree to matrimony with the Reverend Tombs. The question you have to answer is how you propose to extract her from the clutches of both her wicked uncle and the medical profession.”

Grey stared through the glazed doors that led to the garden at the small birds crowding round the bird table. “I don’t know,” he said and gave a long sigh.

*

Two days later, Grey met Weston outside the gates to Ditchling Hall. Greenford led them up to Hannah's room and nothing had changed. She still lay in her bed and the chain still lay beside her.

“How are they treating you?” asked Grey.

“Ethel brings me food three times a day. I don’t know when; I have no clock. She also provides water for me to wash first thing in the morning and last thing at night and changes the bed linen every other day.”

“Good,” said Weston.

“Please, doctor. Let me have a book to read. This enforced inactivity is making me agitated and restless.”

“Oh,” said Weston. “That’s not right. It’s meant to enforce relaxation. The problem with books is that they are designed to excite the mind; quite the opposite of what we want.”

“Surely, that only applies to fictional stories. Perhaps a travel guide or some educational books.”

“Or a bible,” added Weston. “I shall think about this and let you know on my next visit. Now then… I expect you're anxious to get on with the treatment so you can experience your next paroxysm.”

Hannah didn’t answer, but she did lie back on the bed and rest her arms by her side. Weston unbuttoned her nightgown and conducted his usual tests with his stethoscope and eyeglass and pronounced her healthy. Then he lifted her skirt and folded it neatly about her waist, repositioned her legs, and reached for the scented oil. While both Grey and Hannah watched, he lubricated her chest well, this time using both hands and drawing her breasts out into long points before dribbling the oil between her labia. Hannah's eyes turned to Grey with what could have been taken for longing.

“I was so impressed by your performance last time, Doctor Grey, that I feel inspired to try it myself,” said Weston and filled his palm with oil. Hannah gave an involuntary gasp and looked at him with horror, but he seemed not to notice and slapped his oil filled hand against her crotch. He smiled at her as his hand closed and his slippery fingers slid into her and then his other hand grabbed at her breast. “I see where I have been going wrong,” he said with his hands moving feverishly and his breathing becoming laboured. “Not enough application…”

Grey watched Weston’s fingers with horror as Hannah became increasing unsettled. In desperation, he knelt by her head, leaning in close and touching her face. She moved her arms and Weston initially cried out ‘No’ when he thought she was trying to stop him, but she only wanted to hold Grey’s hands and Weston soon found his rhythm again.

“It’s all right,” whispered Grey with their faces inches apart. “Everything is going to be all right.”

Even in her distressed state, she wasn’t able to hold out for long against Weston’s reinvigorated method of application and was barely able to muffle a shriek when the orgasm finally hit. She screwed up her legs throwing Weston to the side, but her head and shoulders stayed steady with her eyes locked on Grey.

“I did it,” cried Weston with a mixture of surprise and pure schoolboy glee at having mastered a new skill. “Fifteen minutes… That’s a new record for me. Doctor Grey, you are a genius to have devised such an effective technique with no previous experience.”

“Who says I’ve had no previous experience?” he whispered to Hannah and she had to turn her head away to suppress a smile.

*

Hannah's treatment plan settled down to a regular routine after that with the doctors visiting every two days to induce the paroxysm that would relieve the congested fluids in her pelvis and thus ease her hysteria. Weston agreed that a factual text book would be unlikely to overexcite the girl and Grey supplied her with a selection of travel guides and education works of one sort or another. She started learning German and asked for pen and paper so that she could make notes, stationery that proved useful for passing clandestine letters to Grey.

He received the first of these missives delivered surreptitiously right under the nose of Doctor Weston.

Dear Doctor Grey… Dear James,

I know the time and effort you are expending trying to ease my predicament and relieve my distress and I am truly grateful. My troubles are not of your making, I did it all myself, and I can see the pain I’m causing you with every visit, but I beg of you not to give up on me.

Sometimes I think I really am going insane, but with your help I can retain enough wit to dream of a future unencumbered by blank walls and chains where, if it be your wish, we can be together forever.

Please don’t discomfort yourself with thoughts of my indignities. Of course, I feel embarrassed and humiliated, but I know it’s not your doing and they are nothing but childish emotions that I can rise above.

My love for you is strong and I will survive. Please be strong too.

I love you,

Hannah

Grey reread it several times back at Bream House before folding it carefully and tucking it into his breast pocket. It made him feel happier than he’d felt for weeks.


Chapter 7     
A Kiss and Mrs Brite

Grey's next visit to Ditchling Hall was different; he was going alone. The visit had been prearranged when Weston realized that he would be unavailable that day and preparations had been put in place to ensure, for the sake of propriety, that Grey was not left alone with Hannah; Edith would be present at all times.

Hannah was sitting on the edge of her bed and looked up from her book with a smile when Grey opened her door and entered. Then she looked confused when Edith followed him in.

“Weston isn’t here today,” Grey explained. “Edith is your chaperone to ensure I don’t do anything improper.”

Edith smiled and said, “Good morning, Miss.”

“Good morning, Edith,” said Hannah and grinned.

“How are you?” asked Grey.

Hannah shrugged. “Bored and stiff. I get what exercise I can by walking up and down and stretching, but the chain only allows me three steps. If I stand on the end of the bed, I can see the top of the garden hedge and the distant fields, but I do miss the world, doctor.” She looked at Edith and then added, “James.” She smiled and held his hand; Edith looked away. “Tell me what’s been happening. How’s Mr Trenchard and Alice?”

They chatted while Edith peered out of the window, her attention apparently absorbed in something far away. Eventually, Hannah had to ask the question… “Will you be inducing a paroxysm this morning?”

“I don’t think that will be necessary,” said Grey smiling.

“Oh, but you must…” His smile faded and he stared at her. “I don’t want you to lie on my behalf,” she said. “When Doctor Weston asked you how this morning went, I want you to be able to tell him the truth.”

“Hannah, you don’t have to do this today,” but she just looked at him with determination evident on her face. “All right. If you're sure.” Then Grey looked round at Edith. “You'd best tell Edith what’s going to happen.”

“Oh, I already know, doctor. You carry on; I’m just here to make sure nothing improper happens.”

Hannah stood and unfastened the buttons of her nightgown and then, instead of opening the neck, she pulled the entire garment over her head to stand naked before him. Grey’s mouth dropped open, but he said nothing, just stood still while Hannah arranged herself on the bed. He fetched the towel from the occasional table that had been placed in the room for the doctor’s use and laid it under Hannah's hips. Then he fetched the bottle of oil.

“My hands are cold,” he said rubbing them together vigorously.

“I don’t mind,” said Hannah.

Grey dribbled oil onto her chest and then massaged her well as Hannah lay passively with her arms at her sides just gazing up into his eyes. He poured more oil into his right palm and she spread her knees. When he looked down at her perfect shape, the soft curves of her breasts, her narrow waist and swelling hips, she was still and gazing back at him with the same passive expression, her body relaxed but expectant. He moved nearer her hips until he could see her vulva exposed by her spread thighs and the delicate folds of her inner labia between her swollen and blush red outer lips. He glanced up at Edith and she started and turned back to the window; Grey leant forward and cupped his hand over Hannah's vulva.

It happened quickly. His fingers curled and pushed their way within. Hannah gasped and snatched his left hand with both of hers to press it against her breast so that he could feel her heart pulsing. Soon soft whimpering sounds were replaced by stronger cries emitted between ragged breaths and the familiar trembling of her thighs signified the approaching climax. She gave a sharp cry and slapped her thighs together, but Edith was there at the foot of the bed to gently ease them apart again.

“Let the good doctor do his work,” she said softly and Hannah's eyelids began to flutter. Then, with a great cry, Hannah’s legs coiled up like a spring. A few seconds later, her hands released Grey’s arm and instead clasped together behind his neck to pull his head low to hers. She kissed him, passionately and without reserve, and with a quiet gasp Edith turned back to the window.

Grey couldn’t help but return the kiss. They lay locked together, Hannah's arms refusing to release her prize and Grey cradling her head with his left hand whilst his right stayed trapped between her thighs and gripping her pubic bone with a strength that showed no indication of fading.

When they did eventually break apart, Grey rose somewhat flustered and Hannah stood grinning beside him to slip her nightgown back over her head.

“Well, Miss Greenford. I trust you feel better for that.”

“Very much improved thank you, Doctor Grey.”

“I’m glad nothing improper occurred,” said Edith trying to subdue a grin.

Their self-congratulatory pretence would have been spoilt if they had but known that at that very moment Cecilia was rising from her stooped position next to the latch. Her view wasn’t ideal, but sufficient to show the extent of Hannah’s medical treatment and her post-coital response. She frowned to herself. First, she was denied Doctor Grey’s company when he made it plain he was not interested in pursuing her and now it was Hannah, confined as she was to this small room, who was receiving his attention and in a manner Cecilia had not dreamt possible. Rather than drive Grey away, Hannah's madness was actually resulting with him spending more time with her and in a relationship so intimate that Cecilia could scarcely believe what she’d witnessed.

This was all wrong and her indignation rose by the moment. The situation obviously couldn’t be allowed to continue; she would have to speak with her father.

*

“And what do you expect me to do about it?”

“He would have been mine if it wasn’t for Hannah; she’s poisoned his brain.”

“She’s still promised to Tombs.”

“But why can’t you just make it happen?”

“How can I do that? The church won’t forcibly marry people. There has to be some agreement and Hannah won’t accept him at all; that’s the whole reason she was committed.”

“Well, all I can say is her present arrangements aren’t working out. I thought once Doctor Grey saw that she was mad, he’d leave her alone, but just the opposite is happening. Do you know what they do in her room?”

“I know the doctor induces a paroxysm to relieve the hysteria.”

“He… well he… Doesn’t that disturb you?”

“It’s nothing sexual, Cecilia. It’s purely a medical procedure. A paroxysm is an involuntary nervous spasm.”

“I saw them through the door and it didn’t look much like a medical procedure to me and then she kissed him.”

“Kissed him!” Greenford was shocked. “But Edith was there. She should have prevented any intimacy.”

“Well, she didn’t. They kissed. I saw them.”

“This is outrageous. What if anyone found out that such infidelity occurs within my house between unmarried persons? I shall speak to Doctor Weston about Grey's conduct when he visits tomorrow. I knew it was a mistake to allow him into the house.”

Cecilia smiled; her job was done.

*

Two days later, Greenford caught Weston and Grey upon their arrival and directed them into his study. He did not look happy.

“I have received a complaint about Doctor Grey's conduct,” said Greenford drawing his substantial bulk up to its full though modest height.

“Let me guess,” said Weston. “The maid has complained that Doctor Grey and Miss Hannah kissed at the conclusion of yesterday’s treatment.”

“How the devil did you know that?”

“Doctor Grey and I have been discussing the matter. It is a sad fact that this particular form of treatment often has that effect on a woman and unfortunate that Doctor Grey was caught off-guard by the speed of her reaction, but now he has been forewarned he is confident that he can prevent a reoccurrence. I should also add that Edith was in no way to blame for the incidence.”

“That’s now irrelevant. Edith has been released from service and replaced by a more competent servant.”

“Oh,” said Weston. “I’m sorry to hear that. I do think you ought to reconsider?”

“The matter has been dealt with and closed and, furthermore, I would like Doctor Grey replaced as your assistant.”

“I'm sorry, Mr Greenford. I cannot agree to that. Doctor Grey has been particularly effective in the matter of Hannah's treatment to such an extent that he has caused me to reconsider my treatment of similar cases. Since Doctor Grey has shown me how to apply his improved techniques, I have had nothing but praise from my other patients. No, I believe Doctor Grey has acted entirely properly under the circumstances.”

Greenford looked momentarily stunned, people seldom questioned his ‘requests’, but he could see no obvious argument to support his case. “Well, be warned; if this matter should repeat, I shall not be so understanding next time.”

“Both your understanding and potential displeasure have been duly noted, Mr Greenford, and now, if there’s nothing else, I would like to see our patient.”

Greenford stood aside and the two doctors made their way through the house to Hannah's room only to find her distressed and in tears.

“Oh, Doctor Weston, Doctor Grey…” She was sitting up in bed with the covers pulled up to her chin. “Something terrible has happened. Mr Greenford has dismissed Edith. She wasn’t even allowed to say goodbye. Mr Greenford said it was all my fault and it was, wasn’t it?”

“I’m afraid it probably was,” said Weston.

The confirmation did nothing to settle Hannah. “I liked Edith,” she sobbed. “She was kind to me. The new woman Mr Greenford has engaged is horrible. She’s called Mrs Brite and she came to see me with Mr Greenford. He was explaining her duties, telling her that she had to wash and feed me, and she looked at the chain that’s connected to my ankle and said that she ‘wasn’t touching no mad woman that’s not properly controlled’.

“Whatever does she mean by that?” asked Grey. For an answer, Hannah indicated an iron bar that was standing up against the wall next to the door. It was three feet long and had a hinged manacle open at either end. “Mr Greenford ask the blacksmith to make it. Whenever Mrs Brite needs to approach me, she gets one of the footmen to attach it between my wrists behind my back. I think she’s worried I might attack her.” The idea was so ludicrous that Weston almost smiled, but Hannah wasn’t at all amused. “I was left wearing it nearly all afternoon yesterday and couldn’t read my books, but that’s not the worst thing. It’s when she comes to wash me. I have to remove my nightgown before the footman attaches the bar…”

“I’ll speak to Mr Greenford. This is obviously not necessary. In fact, it’s ridiculous.”

*

Hannah's treatment went as well as usual that afternoon, not as well as when Weston was absent, but efficacious none-the-less.

Greenford looked impassive when Weston asked about the manacle bar. All he said was that it was just a precautionary measure to satisfy the woman he’d nominated as Hannah's carer. He agreed it probably wasn’t necessary, but the woman wouldn’t go near her unless she was restrained to some degree and it was only used when Hannah was bathed or fed.

“She said she spent hours restrained yesterday afternoon.”

“Then that was an oversight. I shall speak to Mrs Brite to ensure it doesn’t happen again.”

“Mr Greenford.” Weston was attempting his exasperated intonation. “I am responsible for Miss Greenford’s treatment plan and it will not work if the conditions of her confinement are altered ad hoc.”

“I have not noticed your treatment plan working at all. It’s been almost a month now and Hannah is no more contrite now than when she was first confined.”

“These things take time. I anticipate it may take a few months yet.”

Greenford went silent and the conversation was at an end. In three months’ time, Hannah will be of age and no longer his ward. If Tombs was still waiting at that time, his patience would go unrewarded because Hannah would no longer be in his care. Grey would talk Weston into turning her over to him and he, Greenford, would lose all control. Hannah would be pronounced well and then she and Grey would marry, Cecilia would be distraught and Tombs would be livid and liable to sue… There didn’t seem to be an easy answer. Hannah's hysteria must be cured rapidly; she must hasten to marry Tombs or else Greenford would be in severe financial straits.


Chapter 8     
Dr Michaels Intervenes

Another week passed uneventfully. Hannah was washed and fed by Mrs Brite and then, after Mrs Brite allowed the footman to release her hands, spent her time much as before reading her books, but it was time wasted as far as Cecilia was concerned. It was time during which she and Mrs Brite plotted. That morning, Cecilia grinned at the footman they passed in the narrow corridor and he couldn’t help but return the expression. Then she pushed open the door and entered Hannah's room. Hannah was standing naked with the chain locked to her ankle and her arms spread wide in an apparent gesture of exhibitionism. It wasn’t her fault; her wrists were locked into the manacles on the ends of the bar that went behind her back.

“Hello cousin. How are you?”

Hannah hadn’t seen Cecilia for almost two weeks and wondered why she should suddenly appear at such an inopportune moment.”

“You find me inconvenienced,” she said sarcastically.

“Yes, I can see that. I thought I might assist Mrs Brite with your bathing today.”

“That’s very kind of you, I’m sure,” said Mrs Brite following Cecilia into the room, but Hannah said nothing.

Mrs Brite spread a large towel on the floor for Hannah to stand on and fetched a bowl of water, a cloth and a small scrubbing brush. She saw Hannah looking at the stiff brush and said, “Cleanliness is next to Godliness and the cleaner you are, the more Godly.” Hannah didn’t look convinced.

Mrs Brite used a small cup to lift water from the bowl. “Hair first,” she said and poured the water over Hannah's head.

“Ah! It’s cold…”

“It’s meant to be. My father knew a doctor and he always used to say that cold water on the brain was one of the best ways to cool hysteria.”

“Ethel never used cold water.”

“Ethel has left in disgrace,” observed Mrs Brite.

“Mrs Brite is only trying to do what’s best for you,” said Cecilia. “Here… I’ll do the soaping,” and she worked up a lather in her hair with a bar of soap while Hannah stood naked, cold and dejected, unable to use her now useless hands. More cups of cold water rinsed the suds away.

Mrs Brite then picked up the scrubbing brush. She worked her way up one arm, across her shoulders and down the other, and then moved to her neck and chest. The coarse little bristles scoured her skin turning it blush red and Hannah tried hard not to cry out, but when Mrs Brite came to her breasts with their sensitive nipples, she screamed.

“Quiet girl; you'll disturb the neighbourhood,” but with Mrs Brite scrubbing energetically, Hannah was shrieking and writhing so much Cecilia had to hold her shoulders steady. “There. That’s much better,” said the old maid with a grin as she gazed at Hannah's red teats and the scratch marks across her soft flesh. Her eyes dropped slowly down Hannah's belly to the cleft of her vulva just visible beneath the wiry mat of her pubic hair.

“No…” wailed Hannah and shook her head violently.

“Perhaps I’d best continue with the washing,” suggested Cecilia and Hannah's shaking head turned to nodding.

“As you wish,” said Mrs Brite reluctantly and gave Cecilia the scrubbing brush. Cecilia smiled and knelt before Hannah, dipped the brush in the cold water and slowly trickled it down her belly.

“Please Cecilia, don’t.”

Cecilia just smiled and said, “Open your legs…” Then, knowing she would wait in vain for Hannah to comply, she pushed the brush between her thighs to scour her labia. Hannah screamed again, this time even louder, and tried to kick Cecilia, but Cecilia held her free leg and the other was limited by the chain.

“Please, Mrs Brite. Can’t you keep her quieter?” and she forced the brush back between her legs a second time while Mrs Brite held her hand over Hannah's mouth. Tears flooded Hannah’s eyes and she squirmed, shifting her weight onto her other leg and pulling her right free from Cecilia’s grasp to knock her away. With such little control over her body, her kick was more like a push with her foot and Cecilia laughed as she rolled onto her side. Mrs Brite, however, was not laughing.

“The devil has bitten my hand,” she cried holding up her palm to show the red marks of Hannah's teeth where they pinched the side. “I've been bitten by a mad woman,” she howled and cradled her hand as if it was going to fall off.

“Oh Hannah. Now you’ve gone and done it,” said Cecilia, but strangely she didn’t seem too upset by Hannah's misdeed. The two women left with their paraphernalia leaving Hannah standing alone and soaking wet on her towel with her hands still locked to the bar.

*

“Thank you so much for your prompt response,” said Greenford.

Doctor Michaels sat in Greenford’s study and sipped the warming brandy. He looked even older than his seventy-eight years, a short, slight man with thin, grey hair and round pince-nez spectacles. He was dressed immaculately in a dark suit and waistcoat, and a white shirt with a high Westminster collar and floral silk cravat. A top hat rested on the chaise lounge beside him. He pulled his cloak tighter around his shoulders despite the warmth in the early evening air.

“I try to keep up-to-date with Weston’s patients, but I’m not as young as I was and I find it an effort to pay house calls nowadays. Your message made it plain that the matter was urgent and, indeed, so it has transpired. It is always unfortunate when something like this happens, but one can’t always tell the extent of the disturbance. She seemed to have so much to say for herself, too, talking so fast I could hardly understand a word.”

“I believe the gist of what she was saying was that she found the wash brush too coarse and it was irritating her skin.”

“Irritating her skin indeed. And for that she found it necessary to bite and kick.” Michaels shook his head in disbelief. “You keep her hands restrained?”

“Her maid Mrs Brite insists she’s locked before she’ll go near.”

“A sensible woman Mrs Brite. Pity she didn’t foresee Miss Greenford biting. And you keep her naked?”

“Well, not as a rule, no. It was only that she was being bathed.”

“Keep her naked and take away her bedclothes during the day. It’s been my experience that such methods are beneficial when the patient is a strong-willed individual. It will reduce her confidence so that she feels more vulnerable and that makes her more docile. I understand Weston is treating her for hysteria.”

“He is. He maintains she’d responding well.”

“Good. We’ll keep that going, but I’d like to try and mitigate her aggressive nature and to that end we must be stricter with her administration. I feel that we have indulged Miss Greenford for too long. I’ll send some apparatus over in the morning to help with her handling.”

*

It was two mornings later when Weston called at Bream house mid-morning, well before the time he and Grey were meant to meet at the Hall. He was looking flushed and agitated when he was shown into Trenchard’s living room. Grey rose when he entered and dropped the newspaper he was reading.

“It’s Miss Greenford,” he exclaimed. “It seems she’s had some sort of fit and injured people. Doctor Michaels came over from Brighton in my absence to see her two evening’s ago and has revised aspects of her care. I think perhaps we ought to make haste.”

Grey looked at Alice and Trenchard like a frightened rabbit and rushed from the room.

In contrast to the doctors’ hurried appearance, Greenford looked calm and relaxed when he met them at the Hall. “Good morning, gentlemen. I believe you are early today. I wasn’t expecting you until the afternoon. Never mind; it’s of no consequence.” He smiled and took a deep breath of the fresh morning air. “A lovely day, is it not?”

“Mr Greenford. I understand Miss Greenford has been unwell and has caused injury.”

“Yes…” he said thoughtfully. “She kicked Cecilia and bit Mrs Brite when they were attempting to wash her. Neither has sustained lasting injury thank goodness although Mrs Brite did have some bruising to her hand for a while. Doctor Michaels came over to examine Hannah as you, Doctor Weston, were unavailable and he has revised the way she’s treated.”

“Yes. I have spoken with Doctor Michaels and he has appraised me of his revisions.”

“Then, by all means continue with your treatments. Mrs Brite will escort you upstairs.”

As if by magic, Mrs Brite appeared in the doorway, a large, mature woman with a substantial bosom and girth to match. She glowered at the two doctors with a sullen expression, her greying hair pulled back into a tight bun, and a hairy upper lip. Grey could almost hear the laces of her corset creaking as she moved.

“This way, sirs,” and she led them up the stairs they were already more than familiar with. She opened Hannah's door and stood aside to allow them to enter.

“James…” said Hannah with surprise. She was standing next to her bed looking lost “Oh James… Look what they’ve done.”

“My God, Hannah. Are you all right?” said Grey rushing forward.

“Be careful, sir. She can be dangerous,” said Mrs Brite, but nobody paid her any attention.

Grey found it difficult to hear Hannah clearly owing to the metal mask locked over her nose and mouth. It was perforated with a dozen small holes that were inadequate to allow clear speech. A small lock hung on either cheek to attach the mask to the thick metal straps of a head cage.

Grey stopped short of touching her; she was naked and her hands, instead of being retained by the bar, were now locked to manacles attached to either side of a metal band about her waist. The chain from her ankle had also been removed and replaced by a thicker chain that was now attached to the back of the head cage using the heavy padlock at the nape of her neck that retained the cage. Her feet were not, however, now free; far from it. Presumably to prevent her kicking anyone, her ankles were fettered together by two short rigid bars linked together to create a hinged hobble. She could still move, but her motion would be cumbersome and graceless.

There were the marks of tears on her cheeks and when Hannah spoke again, Grey had to strain to hear her. “They were hurting me,” she repeated with her muffled voice.

“What? What did she say?” said Mrs Brite.

“That will be all, Mrs Brite. We’ll call if we need anything,” said Weston.

The woman narrowed her eyes, but turned and left the room. Weston watched her turn the corner at the end of the corridor before closing the door again.

“They were doing it deliberately, I’m sure. Scrubbing at me, between my legs at my private area. Cecilia was doing it and Mrs Brite had her hand over my mouth because I was screaming.”

Grey turned to see if Weston could hear Hannah's explanation. He nodded.

“I didn’t bite her hard, really I didn’t. I just wanted them to stop.”

“Can we ask Mr Greenford to remove the mask?”

Weston shook his head. “Michaels has said it should only be removed to feed her and then only after shortening the chain so that her head is against the wall.”

“Well can you speak to Doctor Michaels then, explain to him the events of that day.”

“I can try, but I am not optimistic. He has already spoken to Miss Cecilia and Mrs Brite.” He gave Hannah a wary look, but continued anyway. “Miss Cecilia told him that Hannah had always had a vicious temper and Mrs Brite repeated her opinion that she’s dangerous.”

“I’ve never had a temper,” came the mournful voice from behind the mask.

“I’m afraid your unwillingness to comply with your guardian’s wishes is probably enough to raise doubts about your disposition,” said Weston. “Strong willed people are often quick to anger.” He turned to Grey, “Doctor Michaels has been practicing for over sixty years and is of the ‘old school’. He doesn’t seem to realize that psychiatry has moved on rapidly since the fifties. Whereas restraints such as these used to be common throughout the asylums, now they have generally been replaced by more humane methods. Nowadays, patients are seen more as victims and are coaxed back to health through help and understanding. If necessary, nowadays instead of restraints they are calmed with opiates.”

“Oh God…” muttered Hannah and turned her back.

“Miss Greenford,” said Weston. “We will do our best to ease your restraints, but these things will take time. You will have to make the best of what you have.”

“They’ve taken away my clothes; even my bedcovers.”

Grey looked at the narrow, bare bed. There were new straps wrapped around the bed and he turned sharply to Weston. “What’s this? More devilry?”

“Doctor Michaels has specified a change to her treatment. Apparently, he was not satisfied with Hannah being left in a position where she could regulate the pelvic massage and hence affect its effectiveness. He has decided that future treatments should be performed with the patient comprehensively immobilized. He claims that this will avoid the patient curtailing the procedure before paroxysm is complete and make the resulting spasms more intense and, therefore, more efficacious.”

Grey turned to Hannah only to be met by a steady stare from her dark eyes. Weston gazed at the two of them, trying to interpret the unsaid words that flew between them. Eventually, he said with forced cheer, “Must get on. Please take your position on the bed, Miss Greenford.”

Slowly and with more difficulty, she climbed onto the bed and lay on her back on the towel staring at the ceiling. Weston closed a strap about her waist, threading the canvas webbing under her arms to avoid restricting her more than necessary. Then he lifted a knee and strapped it down to the band across the mattress. After he’d done the same with her other leg, she lay with her knees parted but her ankles still pulled together by the hobble and looked like a frog pinned down for dissection.

Grey dribbled oil on her naked breasts and spread it well with circular movements using both hands whilst she lay impassive. Then he dribbled more oil onto her pubic hair so that it ran down the crease of her vulva.

Doctor Michaels would have been pleased with the paroxysm when it hit. It was portended as usual by tremors in her thighs, but now these thighs were strapped open and could do no more than quiver. Hannah shrieked, her torso writhing beneath Grey’s left hand pressing on her chest and gripping a breast whilst his right worked assiduously in prolonging the paroxysm. Her legs twitched and strained, but were now prevented from closing on his hand and, instead, her bucking hips seemed to force his fingers deeper.

“No. No. Stop… Please stop…” but her cries were lost behind the mask and drowned by Weston urging Grey on. The frantic clicking of the metal links at her wrists and ankles sounded like a bell above her muffled screams and Grey stopped, his fingers closing tightly about her pubic bone from within to still all further movement. When he looked at her face, her eyes were wide with the white making an unbroken ring around her irises and when he gently stroked his hand over the soft flesh of her breast, she cried out again; even that small movement was too much for her over-sensitised skin.

Grey withdrew his right hand and her labia gaped swollen and reddened, her minora hanging open and almost dripping with her own secretions. Weston looked well pleased: “Doctor Grey, you appear to have purged her of a whole month’s worth of seminal congestion; a successful exercise indeed…” Grey looked back at her face. She was still staring intently at him, but was now still and quiet and he could tell nothing of the thoughts hidden behind the mask.

They wiped her clean and released the straps that held her to the mattress. Shortly after that, they left her sitting on the bed gazing at the door with her legs pulled up tight to her body. Grey forced a smile and whispered “Good bye, my poor darling”, and was reminded of one of the three wise monkeys: Iwazaru who could ‘speak no evil…’

Cecilia watched the doctors leave. Her plan had worked out even better than she’d hoped and she wondered maliciously how Hannah was going to kiss the good doctor now…


Chapter 9     
A Stolen Kiss

There followed another period when Hannah's life seemed to settle into a routine, only this time the routine was even less to her liking. The belt around her waist complete with her manacles, the head cage, and the hobble locked between her ankles were never removed and she spent the time struggling to accomplish the most basic of functions. She could stand and hobble about the room so long as she didn’t stray more than ten feet from the staple in the wall and she could use the chamber pot kept under the edge of the bed, although cleaning herself afterwards was a challenge. She could even read a book, but to turn pages was a chore.

To wash her, Mrs Bite made her stand on the towel and wiped her with a damp flannel and to feed her, the woman clipped the head chain tight to the wall before unlocking the two padlocks and removing the metal mask. There was no possibility of Hannah biting her again; she could barely move her head at all even if she had the inclination to lunge at a hand. In any case she had no such inclination. In fact, she had no inclination to disobey any of Mrs Brite’s instructions because the woman kept a hazel twig leaning against the wall beside the door just out of Hannah's reach and used it freely to encourage compliance.

Through all of this, Hannah was kept naked and often cold. There were no covers on the bed during the daylight hours and it was only on the very coldest of days that she was left with a blanket and told to ‘sort herself out’. She’d lay the blanket on the bed and then lie on it before gripping one side and rolling over. Usually, this resulted in the blanket wrapped around her body from shoulders to hips and was enough to keep the shivering at bay.

Cecilia, meanwhile, decided that Doctor Grey was worth one last try. She waited until she knew Grey was alone at Bream house and then knocked at the door. Grey answered it and stood looking stern and displeased to see her.

“Miss Greenford,” he said in acknowledgement.

“Doctor. I have two favours to ask of you. The first is to enquire after my cousin. I would like your opinion on her state of health. The second is of a more confidential nature and I’d rather not discuss it on the doorstep.”

Grey stood considering. He was reluctant to allow her access, but her concern for her cousin was reasonable under the circumstances. He stood aside and followed her into the drawing room.

“My opinion of Miss Hannah is that she is rational and of perfectly sound mind. She is a victim of misinterpretation at best and deception and pretence at worst. Her incarceration may do her great harm and should be stopped immediately. Now, what was the other matter?”

“It is a delicate matter. I think I may be developing a carcinoma in my bosom.”

“Is it painful?”

“Sometimes.”

“Do you feel any lumps?”

“Often, doctor. Is it serious?”

“I think you should come back when Mrs Trenchard is at home.”

“Please doctor. I’m really worried.”

Grey was torn. There was only one way to tell if the matter was serious and that was to feel the offending lumps. That, for obvious reasons, he was reluctant to do. On the other hand, the girl appeared to be genuinely concerned and it was his duty to advise her. He took a last look at the door wishing he could run and then reluctantly turned back to Cecilia. “I shall need to examine you to determine how serious the matter is. If you want me to do that, you'll need to unfasten your gown.”

Cecilia wasted no time in unbuttoning her bodice down to the waist and slipping her arms from the short sleeves. Beneath the gown she wore a satin camisole tucked into the top of a tight corset that pinched her waist and caused her breasts to swell above its upper edge. She pulled her arms from the camisole and it fell over the corset to reveal soft, fat breasts.

“Where are the lumps?” asked Grey.

“Here and here…” she said pointing to areas around her left nipple. “And the same on the other side.”

“Please relax,” said Grey and touched her left breast. He supported it with his left hand whilst pressing the fingers of his right into the soft flesh. “I can’t feel anything.”

“The lumps were larger on the other side.”

Grey felt the other side. “Miss Greenford. I see absolutely nothing wrong with your bosom.”

“You need to feel behind the nipple with your fingers. There was definitely a difference between the two sides.” Grey pinched both areolae between his forefingers and thumbs. “Squeeze harder…” murmured Cecilia. Then, “Oh Doctor, I feel quite faint,” and she fell against Grey pinning his hands into place on her nipples and draping her arms about his neck.

“Miss Greenford. Are you all right?” He peered down with a worried expression at the same moment that Cecilia peered up and pressed her lips to his whilst pulling his head down. Grey spluttered, but her grip was strong and she was pressing her tongue between his lips.

He shook his head to break her hold and pushed her away. “Miss Greenford,” he managed to say. “Kindly control yourself.”

“But doctor, I could be yours. Just say the word.”

“No…”

“You might have to wait for years for Hannah, she may never be released, and I am here now for you. Please… Take me.”

“Miss Greenford, I cannot. Please readjust your clothing and leave. There is nothing wrong with your bosom.”

“Only that it yearns for you.”

“Then put it away and go home. I cannot reciprocate your emotions. My heart is lost to another.”

“Then, Doctor, you are a fool doomed to pine for something you may never have. In years to come, you will wish you had chosen differently.”

“That is possible, but does not alter how I feel today. Please now redress and go.”

Cecilia went. She was angry with everyone. Angry with herself for not seizing him when she had the chance, angry with Grey for spurning her, and angry with Hannah for stealing him. She was even angry with her father for failing to manipulate both Hannah and Grey, although she’d never have dreamed of telling him so; look what he did to Hannah…

There was one small consolation she could extract from her afternoon’s work; she could tell Hannah that she’d kissed Doctor Grey.

*

Cecilia kept her news to herself until after the doctor’s next visit and then went to see Hannah. The reason she chose that particular morning was because Mrs Brite was absent visiting a sick relative and Cecilia had generously accepted the task of feeding and washing Hannah.

“Good morning, cousin. Sleep well.”

Hannah eyed her suspiciously, watching as she carefully deposited the breakfast tray on the side table. Since the incident with the scrubbing brush, Hannah had come to believe that her cousin, despite protestations to the contrary, had not got her best interests at heart. She’d seen very little of Cecilia since that episode and now the girl had breezed into her room like a long-lost friend.

Cecilia pulled the bedclothes from the bed and piled them in a far corner, leaving Hannah curled up in a ball on the bed. “Sit up and you can have your breakfast.”

What she meant was sit up against the wall so that she could shorten the chain and she’ll remove the face mask to feed her. Hannah silently obeyed and her head was effectively locked against the wall. Then Cecilia removed the two small locks either side of her mouth and the face mask fell away. It left the metal frame of the head cage crossing her cheeks from the bridge of her nose to link again under her chin. Metal straps riveted to this triangular section encircled her head around the nape of her neck, around her crown just above her brows and transversely from side to side, rising just in front of her ears and crossing the top of her head. The final metal strap that completed the cage went from front to back over the top of her head from the bridge of her nose to the retaining padlock hanging at the back of her neck. Her thick dark hair was trapped within the cage and had not been washed for weeks.

There was little of Hannah’s head still visible between the thick metal straps and the large domed-headed rivets. “Nice hat,” said Cecilia and grinned. Hannah shifted uncomfortably, trying to push herself more upright with shackled ankles and without the use of her hands.

Cecilia dipped a strip of buttered bread into the top of the boiled egg. “Oh look, Hannah: Bread soldiers for a change. Open wide now…” and she held the bread just beyond Hannah's mouth so she strained to reach it. “Just joking,” she giggled and allowed her a bite.

Once the meal was over, Cecilia made a show of replacing the face mask.

“You know, I can see it’s not easy for you. One moment, a young, upper-class woman with designs on a young doctor and the next nothing but a medical curiosity stripped and displayed for the titillation of any who care to come.” Cecilia gave a little chuckle. “An appropriate term considering the exposure they’ve forced upon you.” She flicked Hannah's nipple with the side of a finger and Hannah twitched. “You always have had more delicate titties, all soft and jiggly. You don’t mind if I call them titties, do you? Did you know that the Ancient Britons used to call them that?”

“Cecilia, please… Stop touching me.” Her voice sounded metallic behind the mask.

Cecilia ignored her and caught a nipple in the fingers of either hand. “Tell me, do you remember what it felt like when you kissed Doctor Grey?” Cecilia started to roll Hannah’s nipples between her fingers. Hannah stayed silent. “’Course memory’s all you have left now, isn’t it? He’s never going to be kissing you again now you have that mask. You might have to wear it for years. Did you think that he’d wait for you?” Still Hannah didn’t speak and Cecilia grinned maliciously. “Shall I remind you what it was like? When he kissed me in Trenchard’s drawing room Tuesday afternoon, it felt wonderful, like kissing an angel…”

“I don’t believe you,” said Hannah, but her trembling voice betrayed her true thoughts.

“Yes, you do. You could always tell when I was lying and now you know I’m telling the truth. And shall I tell you what he was doing while he was kissing me?” She paused for dramatic effect. “He was holding on to my bare titties just as I’m holding yours now.”

Hannah still didn’t say a word, but she couldn’t stop the tears filling her eyes and trickling down her cheeks to wet the iron bands of the cage.

Cecilia gave her teats a final tweak and stood, picked up the breakfast tray and left Hannah sitting up in bed with her head still fixed directly to the wall staple.

*

Grey and Weston came the next afternoon, another warm summer’s day with blue skies and lush, scented gardens. Grey’s heart sank when he climbed the narrow stairs to Hannah's small back room in the attic. It wasn’t eased when he forced a cheery “Good afternoon,” only for Hannah to turn her head away and say nothing. She was sitting in the same pose as he’d left her the last time: against the side wall of the bed with her knees drawn up to her chin. She still wore the mask and her wrists were still locked at her waist, but that in itself wouldn’t account for his cool reception.

“Hannah?” he said questioningly, but still she wouldn’t look at him. “Is something wrong? Has something happened?”

“Are you ill, Hannah,” asked Weston and this did get a response.

“No doctor…” came the grudging muffled response.

“It’s a lovely day today.”

“Yes doctor; I can see the blue sky.”

“You mustn’t become despondent. Things will get better,” said Grey. He nearly said things could be worse, but decided just in time that sentiment might not be appropriate. Her gaze swung round to stare at his face. Only her eyes were really visible above the mask, but the intensity of her cold stare chilled him. “What’s the matter?”

She pushed herself from the wall with her shoulders and scooted down the bed until her waist was in position. Then she spread her thighs. Weston gave his colleague a confused look and began tightening the straps.

“I’d like Doctor Weston to treat me today please.”

“No…” said Grey. “I shall treat you,” and he reached for the oil.

“No, please don’t,” but Grey was already spreading the oil in his palms. He rubbed his hands in circles over her chest and then squeezed the twin buds of nipples, pulling them gently and letting them slide through his fingers. Hannah closed her eyes as a vision of him doing the very same thing to Cecilia sprung into her head. When his hand closed over her vulva, she turned her head away and closed her eyes, but she could do nothing about his touch. First, she tried to ignore it, then to rise above it, but finally she found herself sinking into a deep pool where the water washed over her in ever stronger currents until her body betrayed her head and she began shrieking with the orgasmic waves. Grey didn’t stop; if anything, his strokes became fiercer and grip on her breast firmer, and the links to her wrists snapped tight as she tried in vain to catch his hand.

“Tell me…” said Grey with a coarse whisper.

“Stop… Please stop. I can’t take more…”

“Then tell me what’s wrong.”

Hannah was shrieking, his touch more than she could bear. “I’m sorry. Please stop. Oh God, I’m so sorry…” The words started to spill from the mask in a confusing garble of muffled apologies and appeals.

Grey’s wild movements eased in an instant. “You’re sorry? Why?”

Hannah was sobbing now, the tears flowing freely from her red eyes. “I’m sorry I can’t kiss you.”

He stopped. Suddenly he understood everything.

Once she’d started, Hannah seemed unable to stop and the words kept tumbling through the tiny holes in a hollow sounding jumble that Grey had to strain to hear. “She told me. In the drawing room. You tried to seduce her and bared her breasts. Kissed… You held her titties and kissed her. And you cannot kiss me anymore… I may have to wear this mask forever…”

Grey released the parts he was holding and flopped down beside her, wrapping his arms around her shoulders. She turned her head away, but then turned back and buried her face in the crook of his neck. “You poor, silly darling. If she told you that she lied. Yes, I was holding her as you described. I’m a doctor and she told me she’d found lumps and suspected carcinomas. She had none. Then she suddenly snatched my head and kissed my lips. I pushed her away. There was no more.”

Hannah didn’t move or say more, but her sobs became more pitiful and her shoulders began to heave. Weston watched for a while and then moved to sit on the window seat and gaze at the garden.

“I love you, Hannah,” Grey whispered. “You must believe that.”

“I believe you,” came the barely audible response, but she didn’t move.


Chapter 10    
Conditions Intensify

Weston was no fool. He wasn’t blind to the relationship between Grey and Hannah even if they did try to hide it from him, but he was in a very difficult position. Firstly, he was not the Senior Partner of the practice, that role belonged to Dr Michaels despite the fact that he’d virtually ceased to practice by that time. Weston was bound to follow the treatments and remedies prescribed by Michaels even though he didn’t always believe they were the best. Hannah was a case in point. The stimulation-free rest cure stipulated no excitation at all if it could be avoided. Hence, she was confined to bed with no access to a window or even a picture. Even her diet was deliberately bland and uninteresting. He’d allowed her certain non-fiction books because he couldn’t believe such enforced ennui could be entirely healthy, but he’d been careful not let Michaels know.

His second problem was Hannah's guardian, Greenford. He was adamant that Hannah should marry the Reverend Tombs and that, in fact, was the original cause of this whole sorry affair, but it was now obvious that both she and Grey were in love. Marriage to Grey would have solved everything. It was a well-established fact that marriage was a sure-fire cure for feminine hysteria. It provided an instant boost to the girl’s emotional state and the frequent marital coupling relieved her congested seminal fluids that were causing the personality disorders, but until Hannah had become of age, such a solution was not possible against the wishes of her guardian.

His best course of action was, therefore, to play for time. It was now no more than nine weeks before Hannah's twenty-first birthday after which he could easily convince Michaels to release her into Grey’s care as his wife and there’d be nothing Greenford could do to stop the wedding. Meanwhile all Weston could do was watch as the two lovers gazed at each other with Hannah's steel mask providing a disruptive barrier to communication and her bonds hindering a supportive touch. Grey was left as the supplier of a hysteria treatment designed to elicit only paroxysms in a passive patient while Hannah had to endure her suitor witnessing her intimate responses to his non-sexual but none-the-less disconcerting manipulations of her breasts and vulva.

For a long time, Weston wrangled with the question of whether it was desirable to allow Grey to treat Hannah. It couldn’t have been easy for either of them to be so close to each other yet kept so apart. On the other hand, the touch of one’s love, however impersonal and perfunctory, is still a touch that can be cherished and Hannah seemed generally calmed by his presence. Weston, therefore, allowed the two what time he could together during her post treatment recovery period when Hannah would lean against Grey’s shoulder and he would stroke her exposed cheek with one hand while hugging her body with the other. It was a time when they could exchange muted words of solace or support, say what was in their hearts or even make plans for the future. It wasn’t exactly activity necessary for her treatment and could even have been construed as inappropriate behaviour, particularly considering her state of undress and her inability to move her hands or close her thighs, but the placating effect of his touch was undeniable.

It seemed so to Cecilia, too, who was able to witness the touching scene through the latch hole in the door, but she had a less agreeable response to their interaction, one composed almost entirely of jealousy. Through her efforts, she’d managed to ensure that Hannah was stripped, chained and muzzled, but still Grey persisted. What more could a girl do? She gazed at Hannah cradled in his arms quietly recovering from her exhausting treatment session and had no illusions regarding what Hannah had just experienced. It was exactly the same as she had felt with the soldiers in the woods or with Jenkins in the barn when her father hadn’t caught them. Of course, then it was she who had been in control, she hadn’t had her thighs strapped open, but the end result had been the same. And now, despite her best efforts, Hannah was the recipient of Doctor Grey’s intimate caresses driving her on to ecstasy and beyond.

It was Grey’s caress that Cecilia yearned, his devoted attention directed at her, his efforts expended in granting her that ecstasy. She watched through the latch hole as Hannah moved in his arms to nuzzle her head against his shoulder and Grey’s hand slipped back down her body as she lay so wantonly open.

Cecilia suddenly smiled and sat back on her haunches, her indignant ire evaporating as more thoughts of mischief started to form in her head.

*

It was two weeks after her visit to Doctor Grey at Trenchard’s house that she next acted. It was almost five in the morning and the thin daylight was just beginning to seep through the window. Cecilia very quietly opened Hannah's door and stood looking at her rolled in the blanket. She was on her side facing the wall and the thick bands of the head cage were visible entangled in her dark hair with their retaining padlock dangling behind her neck. She was breathing slow and evenly indicating a deep sleep and Cecilia crept across the bare floorboards to the table upon which lay two hard cover books, a folded towel and the bottle of scented massage oil. It was the oil that she wanted.

The bottle was half empty and she unscrewed the cap and sniffed at its contents. It smelt of roses and she grinned. From the pocket of her nightgown she withdrew another bottle, this one a small medicine bottle with a label identifying it as Croton Oil, a purgative manufactured by Schieffelin and Co. She poured a little of the Croton oil into the massage oil, gave it a quick shake to mix the oils well and replaced everything how she found it before retracing her steps to the door. Hannah was still fast asleep when Cecilia quietly clicked the latch closed.

She knew about Croton Oil from the pharmacy. It was primarily a powerful purgative that had to be used with care owing to the fact that it was sometimes lethal, but it had a secondary use: it was an irritant and sometimes used in the hospitals as a blistering agent.

*

The next day the doctors arrived in the early afternoon as expected and ensconced themselves in Hannah's room as usual. An hour later, they left and Cecilia felt disappointed. Nothing seemed to have happened at all and she wondered if she’d added enough Croton Oil to make a difference. At seven, Mrs Brite carried a tea tray up to Hannah and two minutes later came running into the drawing room out of breath.

“Mr Greenford. Come quickly. Hannah's lost her mind. She’s humping her pillow like a man.” Greenford rushed from the room with Cecilia hard on his heels; she wasn’t about to miss this…

Mrs Brite certainly appeared to be right in her analysis. Hannah, free to move about but still restrained by the manacles and hobble, had manoeuvred her pillow down the centreline of her mattress and was lying on top of it with spread thighs, kicking her legs to slide her body up and down its length.

“Hannah!” shouted Greenford, but she appeared not to hear, being completely subsumed in her own world of writhing flesh and unintelligible moaning. Greenford backed out of the room, pushing Cecilia and Mrs Brite back behind him and closed the door on her.

“Send for Doctor Michaels at once. Let him know what’s happened so that he comes prepared.”

“I’ll accompany the footman to make sure the message gets through accurately and with all speed,” said Cecilia adopting an expression of concern.

“You're a good girl, Cecilia. Hannah's lucky to have a cousin like you.”

*

It wasn’t until Weston knocked on Trenchard’s door early the next morning that Grey knew anything was amiss.

“There’s been another incident at the Hall. Michaels was asked to attend yesterday evening and has told me that Hannah's descended into nymphomania.”

“Fuck!” gasped Grey and grabbed his coat.

They tried to get straight up to Hannah, but Greenford was determined to have his say first: “This is all you're doing. You have spent the last months encouraging her and this is the result. I’m glad to say that Doctor Michaels is at last taking a personal interest in Hannah's case and I now expect there to be some real progress. He says things have obviously moved on from feminine hysteria and your massage therapy is no longer appropriate. He told me last night that he will be prescribing a new regime and that you will adhere to his directions.”

“Of course,” said Weston. “I have already spoken at length with Doctor Michaels this morning and am quite conversant with his requirements.” Greenford looked unconvinced, but stepped aside to allow the two doctors to pass.

“The sad fact is that both Greenford and Michaels are probably right,” said Weston once Greenford was out of earshot. “Nymphomania is always a risk with this condition: infatuation hysteria. The girl begins to think of nothing else until the thoughts overrun her mind and she loses all sense of proportion. Something trips in her mind and she becomes addicted to the treatment to such an extent that she cannot help but emulate the experience.”

“I don’t believe a word of it. Something is very amiss here.” At that point they arrived at Hannah's door and pushed it open with trepidation. She was lying flat on her bed with the blanket pulled up to her neck and turned her head to stare earnestly in their direction. The metal face mask was still over her nose and mouth and her eyes were red from crying.

“Hannah…” said Grey and rushed forward.

“Eh…” said Hannah and shook her head.  Her restraining chain had now been moved to a ring on the top of the head cage and pulled tight to the wall staple above her head to stop her rising. Grey eased the blanket down and saw metal straps over her shoulders. With a flourish, he pulled the blanket from her to reveal the extent of her new circumstances. Michaels had fitted her with a metal body harness consisting of a broad strap that encircled her chest just below her bust and included locking bands to either side to entrap her upper arms. Extension bars were welded below these arm bands to position manacles either side of her hips for her wrists and hoops were welded to the front of the chest strap, positioned so that they encircled her breasts. The shoulder straps were attached to the top of these hoops and held them tight against her chest, but her breasts were no longer visible. Like treasured baubles, they were locked away beneath cast iron cups, each cup retained by a small padlock that hung under each breast.

As manifest as the metal breast covers were, they were not her most striking accessory; that belonged to the metal chastity belt intended specifically to prevent her touching herself. It was a heavy iron device that was hinged below her crotch to fold up front and back like a clamshell to fit snugly about her waist with a padlock above either hip.

From her concealed pubis dangled a separate lock that secured a small flap hinged at her perineum to give access to her vulva without the need to remove the entire belt and this flap was perforated with dozens of small holes to permit urination.

As she lay on the bed, her body was stretched taut as if on tenterhooks with her ankle fetters clipped to the base rail of the bed by two further chains to keep her legs straight and her feet as wide apart as the hobble allowed. Her hands were resting on the surface of the bed, but splayed wide either side of her hips by the angle of the rigid extension bars to ensure they were kept well away from her thighs. With her elbows pinned to her sides and her wrists so retained, her hands became almost useless.

“Eh…” she said again and pointed to the front panel with her fingers.

“Hannah,” said Grey, but she just repeated the strange sound and pulled at the manacles. Grey turned to Weston with a worried look.

“I know what they’ve done,” said Weston resignedly. “She was making so much noise that she’s been fitted with a brank beneath the mask. She won’t be able to form words.”

“But why? That’s so cruel.”

“Michaels says she was so agitated that he couldn’t understand anything she was saying and she wouldn’t keep quiet.” He averted his gaze guiltily towards the window. “Not only does it keep her quiet, but it’s considered a form of punishment for indulging in the sin of masturbation.”

“My God. Where did Michaels get such restraints? I’ve never seen anything like them.”

“You remember I once told you that he was ‘Old School’. He’s spent time working at the Bedlam Hospital where such restraints used to be common. I imagine that’s where these originated.”

“Eh…” said Hannah again. She was still shaking her head and trying to touch the front panel of the belt.

“We don’t know what she’s saying… She’s trying to tell us something. Can you remove the brank?”

“I don’t have the keys to do that,” he said mournfully. Then he added, “She just wants the belt opened; she wants to touch herself again.”

“Eh eh eh…” said Hannah and shook her head urgently, but continued with the frantic hand gestures.

“Can you open the belt?”

“I've been told not to. Michaels said that the vulvar massage is probably to blame for her condition and we’re to cease.”

“Something is not right. This is not what it appears. We need to look inside the belt.”

Weston hesitated, but Hannah's vigorous nods convinced him and he withdrew the keys from his pocket. He removed the lock from her crotch and the small flap opened to reveal her sex. Her entire vulva was an angry red colour and obvious very painful.

“It’s where she has been rubbing herself,” said Weston and Hannah shook her head earnestly.

“I don’t think so,” said Grey. “See here… the soreness extends well into the folds either side of her labia where manipulations wouldn’t reach.”

“Eh,” said Hannah nodding.

“Let’s look at her bosom…”

Weston removed the locks and tilted the cups up to uncouple them from the top of the rings and leave Hannah's breasts bulging through the iron circlets. They too were red particularly around the nipples.

“It could be friction abrasions where she was rubbing them on the bed sheet.”

“But it’s not,” said Grey emphatically. “This is a reaction to the massage oil.” He looked up at the table. “Where is the massage oil?”

Weston shrugged. “Michaels could have taken it.”

“Or it’s been removed because it was contaminated with something. I have to admit, I didn’t feel any irritation on my hands, but I washed them soon afterwards.”

“Errr…” cried Hannah and moved her hands. Her fingers couldn’t reach her body, but she waved them vigorously in the air as if rubbing herself and cried out again.

“We have to wash her straight away to remove any irritant. I’ll fetch soap and water,” and he sprung rapidly from the room. Weston removed the clip that shortened the chain to her head cage and then unhooked the chains to her ankles. By the time Grey returned she was standing beside the bed.

“We’ll have to remove the entire belt to wash her properly.” Weston nodded and unfastened the locks at her hips. The front of the belt dropped opened and then the entire device fell away behind her. Grey, now on his knees, touched her tenderly with a warm, damp cloth while Hannah tried to touch his shoulder. Weston stood back and watched Hannah close her eyes as the soapy water appeared to bring instant relief.

“Send someone to Bream House for my medical bag; there’s some soothing liniment in it. And get Greenford up here. I want this brank removed.”

Greenford, when he arrived saw Grey washing her breasts and was not impressed. “Michaels said you wouldn’t be removing her chastity guards. He said he’d stopped the pelvic massage treatments. I didn’t know you even had keys.”

“It’s a good job we had,” said Grey. “Somebody contaminated the massage oil with irritant. Hannah wasn’t masturbating herself; the irritant was driving her wild and last night, instead of helping her, you and Doctor Michaels just sealed the irritant onto her skin.”

“I don’t believe you. Who would do that? I know what I saw last night and it shocked me.”

“You were witnessing this poor girl in pain and chose to believe the worst. You’ve even prevented her speaking and explaining herself and I would like you now to remove the brank.”

“Doctor Grey. You are merely the assistant here. Hannah's condition was diagnosed by a very eminent and experienced psychiatrist who has specified quite clearly how her treatment should proceed and until I am told otherwise by Doctor Michaels, I shall not, sir, be doing any such thing. The only time her mask and brank will be removed is three times a day to allow her to feed and drink. I consider Hannah to be a… a sinful and disgusting onanist. Furthermore, I demand that you replace her metal guards immediately.”

“As a doctor, I cannot do that until I have finished treating her raw skin with a soothing ointment.”

“And then you will?”

Grey looked at Hannah and Weston and then back to Greenford before nodding, this was not the time for an all-out fight. “One more thing, Mr Greenford. Do you know what happened to the bottle of massage oil that was on the side table?”

“I imagine Doctor Michaels removed it now it’s no longer required,” he said pointedly, gave Hannah a last abhorrent glare, spun on his heel and left.

“Well that didn’t go well,” said Weston after he’d gone.

“A sad understatement,” observed Grey. “I’m afraid, Hannah, you’ll have to put up with your new restrictions until after we can talk to Doctor Michaels.”

Hannah nodded. She’d seen how intractable her guardian had been if, indeed, she needed any more proof. At least Grey believed her and the overwhelming itch was beginning to ease. Grey scrupulously wiped the inner surfaces of the chastity belt and the two breast cups with a wet cloth and then dried them well. By that time, a young boy arrived with the doctor’s medical bag and grinned when he saw Hannah. Grey retrieved his ointment and gently applied it everywhere it was required and then, with a sigh, folded the heavy iron belt up between her legs to seal her sex once more.

“I’m sorry,” Grey whispered and locked the flap over her vulva before clipping the two breast cups into place, folding them down to cover her and applying the other two locks. Turning to Weston, he said, “I can see the twisted logic behind the chastity belt, but for the life of me I don’t understand why she needs her breasts locked away beneath by such heavy and cumbersome shields as these whilst her sister all but flaunts herself with impunity.”

“Doctor Grey. If I may so, you're being very naïve. It was whilst watching women’s reactions during treatment that I deduced the relationship between a woman’s breasts and pelvic massage and I’m sure that I was not the first to notice the phenomenon. These covers are merely provided to remove the temptation of frictional stimulation to which a normal girl wouldn’t react.” Realising what he’d just said, Weston looked at Hannah. “I'm sorry, my dear. I didn’t mean… I don’t believe they're necessary, but it’s now a requirement imposed on us by Doctor Michaels.”

Hannah caught Grey’s hand with hers and stared at his eyes saying nothing, but he understood exactly what she meant.

“And is it also his requirement that we chain her back to the bed?” asked Grey.

“No. She should only be so restrained at night. During the day, she can stand and walk around.” He looked at the length of chain locked to the crown of her head. “At least as much as she’s able.”

*

Grey and Weston walked slowly from the Hall towards the stables whilst still discussing the need for the heavy iron shields.

“I don’t see why the chastity belt and breast shields are necessary at all when her wrists are so comprehensively restrained.”

Weston just shrugged. “I’ve known young girls who have become so fixated that they even use the heel of a foot when their hands have been restrained. I’m sure that Hannah, if she so wished, could have found some way to furnish the required friction.”

“But it’s all so demeaning…”

Cecilia watched the two doctors leave and then took a luncheon tray up to Hannah. She was still standing forlornly by her bed. Cecilia grinned and rapped on one of the iron breast cups with the back of a spoon to make it ring loudly. “Well, tin titties, still boxed I see.”


Chapter 11    
Irritated and Flushed

Grey and Weston sat on hard chairs in Michaels study. From the windows there was a panoramic view across Marine Parade of the whole expanse of coast from Seaford in the east to Worthing in the west. Almost directly below them at the foot of the cliff was the old Chain Pier with a pleasure steamer about to depart.

“She was humping that pillow like a rampant boar. You're not trying to tell me I was seeing things. I may be old, but I’m not yet blind.”

“She was in pain, Sir, and her hands were restrained. What alternative did she have?” Grey had been arguing with the old doctor for nigh on half an hour and getting nowhere.

“Doctor Grey. I am given to understand that you are a surgeon. I, Sir, am a psychiatrist and I have seen nymphomania many times with young girls. Now, I have given my diagnosis and prescribed treatment. If you feel no longer able to support Doctor Weston in this matter, please take your leave and let me be in peace.”

“I’m sure Doctor Grey is not considering that course of action, Doctor Michaels. It’s just that there is a persistent doubt in both our minds that you may not have considered all possibilities.”

“That is enough, Doctor Weston. Now go and leave an old man alone.”

Grey hesitated. “Just one more thing, Doctor Michaels. There was a bottle of massage oil left on the table in Hannah's room and now it’s gone. Did you, perchance, happen to pick it up?”

“No, Sir, I did not and I’m sure there are plenty more bottles in the store cupboard.”

“Quite,” said Grey. “Only this particular one had the irritant mixed with it.”

Michaels glared at Grey who said no more. The two doctors picked up their hats and canes and left the old man to his seascape view and his conscience.

Outside in the sunshine, Weston turned to Grey. “Hannah will be disappointed.”

“Disappointed!” Grey shook his head in disbelief. “The poor girl has been misdiagnosed from the start and now that old fool has condemned her to a living hell.”

“Now, Doctor Grey. You know the initial diagnosis was accurate. The girl was romantically infatuated, with you as it happens, and the fact that she argued with and disobeyed her guardian so comprehensively is proof that she was suffering from hysteria.”

“It only shows that the love she felt for me was stronger than the respect she felt for a cruel and unjust uncle.”

“Her guardian…”

“Yes, her guardian who believes that title gives him the right to marry her to an old man with no teeth and arthritis for…” Grey shook his head. “For reasons that none of us can fathom.”

“In law, that title does give him that right. I’m sorry, Doctor Grey, we can only do the best we can under difficult circumstances. At least we still have duties to perform with Miss Greenford and, therefore, still have an excuse to visit.”

“Yes… We still need to cool this imaginary ardour that has supposedly taken over her soul and tuned her into a nymphomaniac.”

“If you’d rather not attend…”

Grey gave Weston a cold stare. “Two o'clock tomorrow at the Hall,” he said and stalked sullenly away.

*

“Doctors,” said Greenford at the door. “I received a note from Doctor Michaels this morning confirming Hannah’s treatment. As I suspected, it seems he doesn’t share your opinion regarding her condition.” He waited in vain for apologies from the two doctors that were not forthcoming. “In any event, I have instructions regarding her restraints and you, I believe, have a treatment plan for dealing with her nymphomania. I have arranged for the necessary material to be at your disposal.”

“Thank you,” said Weston stiffly. Grey said not a word.

Hannah was waiting for them standing by her bed looking like an Amazonian warrior preparing to do battle in her armour.

“I’m sorry, Hannah. We couldn’t make Doctor Michaels see sense.” Hannah already knew that from Greenford and nodded sadly. “How is the irritation? Has it resolved?”

She nodded again.

“I have brought more liniment.” He turned to Weston. “Doctor…”

Weston fished in his pockets and produced a set of keys one of which fitted the lock hanging below her pubis. The lock fell away and the small flap dropped open. Grey peered inside and Hannah dipped her head to try and see too. “It’s not inflamed anymore,” he noted. “I’ll apply more ointment when we’re done. Are your breasts the same?”

Without waiting for a replay, he unlocked both breast cups and lifted them clear. Her breasts tumbled through the rings pale pink and healthy looking. “Oh, that’s much better.” He manhandled each one, tipping them up to inspect their underside and closely examining them about the nipples as if they didn’t belong to anyone. Hannah gazed at the wall trying to pretend they didn’t belong to her. Grey then fetched a small tub of ointment from his bag and started to spread it over the soft flesh while Hannah stood perfectly still trying not to react.

“Doctor Michaels, the old fool, has prescribed more treatment for you.” He waited, reluctant to tell her more, but if he wanted to continue seeing her, he had no choice. “It’s designed to cool your impassioned inclinations.”

Hannah looked confused and Grey indicated the tin bath on the floor by the door. The bath was empty. He pulled it over beside her. “You need to stand in it.” It wasn’t possible for her to step into the bath with her ankles hobbled, so he lifted her over its lip to stand her on its metal base. “Hannah…” he said. “I’m so very, very sorry…”

He turned and lifted a bucket of water into the room from the corridor and placed it beside the bath. There were chunks of ice floating in it. She looked at him and then noticed what Weston was doing. He was assembling a flexible hose to the outlet nozzle of a hand operated pump and on the other end of the hose was an Indian rubber dildo six inches long and over an inch in thickness.

“Eeeh…” she said and shock her head, but Grey just shrugged.

“If I don’t do this, somebody else will.” Hannah stared at him and then, after long moments, slowly nodded.

Grey picked a different jar from his bag and spread some sort of thick lubricant over the surface of the dildo. Then he knelt before her and looked up at the metal clad and caged face staring down at him. She opened her legs as far as the hobble allowed and Grey saw that she was already trembling. He raised the dildo and touched it against her and she jumped, but then, with great resolve and hardly a whimper, stood more or less steady as Grey eased the dildo through the open flap and slid it up into her until only the hose was visible. Grey stood so that he was looking straight into her eyes with his hand holding the device in place. Weston lifted the pump to stand it in the bucket and gripped the handle of the plunger with both hands.

“Ready?” he asked and when there was no response, pressed the plunger down to its stop. A full pint of iced water jetted through the dildo to bubble and gurgle down around its shaft and run down the inside of her thighs. Hannah screamed and Grey held out his free hand to steady her arm. “Again,” asked Weston and when nobody spoke pumped another pint into her only to see it gush from her in a way that made her labial lips flutter. In all, Weston pumped six pints through her and at the end of it, her thighs were pink with cold and were still trembling.

He pulled the rubber dildo from her and she closed her eyes, Grey giving her a few moments to recover before speaking again. “I'm afraid we’re not finished yet. Doctor Michaels has specified both orifices.” Her eyes flicked open wide.

This time Hannah was really distressed. She made her displeasure known in no uncertain manner despite her lack of words, but Grey stilled her writhing body with hands on both shoulders. “Please Hannah. We have no choice and so neither do you. I hate this as much as you, but we must do what Doctor Michaels has prescribed or he’ll have us both replaced and you may be worse off.” Hannah was still shaking her head. “We can’t just pretend. He will ask us how the treatment progressed and know instantly if we lie.” Hannah went still and, after what seemed like minutes but was probably only ten or twenty seconds, she slowly nodded.

Grey nodded too and re-lubricated the dildo. He moved behind her and waited. Hannah took a deep breath and then slowly leaned forward. Behind the hinged flap that was still hanging between her legs was the main hinge of the belt and behind that, a circular ring an inch and a quarter in diameter aligned with her anus. Above the ring, the belt took the form of a narrow iron strap that rose between her cheeks until it was riveted to the waistband. Grey touched the dildo’s tip to her anal sphincter and she screwed up like an anemone. He waited, Hannah relaxed, and he pressed a little harder. The same thing happened only this time not quite so much and he eased the tip deeper.

“Try to push it out,” he said. Hannah strained and in so doing, she opened her sphincter and the dildo slipped easily into her rectum at the same time as she gave a long, anguished moan. Grey pushed the dildo all the way into her and gave it a twist that locked it into place in the ring of the belt.

He looked up to see Hannah peering over her shoulder and Weston with hands on the pump poised to inject her with the icy water. “Wait,” he shouted and twisted the dildo to yank it from her so fast her sphincter spasmed. “This is just stupid. It’s uncomfortable, unscientific, unnecessary, and unjust. For all I know it could even be unsafe to fill her with icy water. Hannah doesn’t deserve this and I will not do it.”

When Grey looked at Weston and saw that Weston was grinning. “We’re going to have to make-up a good tale to tell Michaels; something along the lines of ‘the young lady fainted as soon as the water flow started and we were too fearful for her health to continue’.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Grey. “We could say that her legs could no longer support her after the vaginal flush.” He stood and Hannah threw herself against him so that he had little option but to hold her. He wrapped his arms around her body and lifted her from the bath and the icy water around her feet to stand her on the towel. He wanted so much to kiss her, but all he had when she lifted her face was the metal mask locked between the iron bands of her cage and within the mask, the brank: a bar like a horse’s bit that held a spiked tab of metal against her tongue; a cruel deterrent.

“I need to finish spreading the liniment,” he whispered. She gave a small nod and stood erect. His fingers played gently over her breasts ostensibly as a last check for soreness, but both of them knew better. Then he knelt in front of her and dipped his forefinger into the salve. He gently moved it back and forth between her labia. There was no soreness; the salve was just a precaution and, if he was perfectly honest, an excuse.

“You're not meant to be doing that anymore,” said Weston lightly as Hannah's breathing started to become erratic and she began to make little whimpering noises. Grey stopped and stood and Hannah gave a final disappointed groan.

“Time to pack you away for another day.” Grey was trying to be light-hearted, but the look in her eyes told him he’d misjudged the scenario. “I’m sorry,” he murmured and closed the flap over her vulva. Weston passed him the lock and he snapped it into place. The same happened with the iron breast cups and Hannah resumed her warrior persona with the padlocks decorating her armour like brass bells. Her wrist manacle clicked as she grabbed his hand while he sought and found the other and she then held both his hands with a fierce grip with her head close to his. Grey nudged her cheek with his and then leant low to kiss her eyelids.

“I have to go. We’ll be back in two days.”

They left with the bucket, leaving the bath propped against a wall for their next visit and Hannah watched them go, silent and alone.

*

The days crept past, Grey and Weston came and went as did Mrs Brite and Cecilia, but nothing seemed to change. Every day was the same, or, to be more precise, every second day, that being the cycle time over which her life now revolved.

Day one started by lying awake and comatose until Mrs Brite appeared in the late morning. With ill grace, the sullen servant would lengthen the chain from Hannah's head and unclip her feet so that she’d have just enough slack to use the chamber pot. Hannah would then need to sit with her back to the wall while Brite fixed her head in place and reattached chains to her feet before she’d remove the mask and the horrible brank to allow her to eat and drink.

When in place, the brank straddled the mask’s mounting points either side of her mouth on its short bar and its metal tab was continuously pressing against her tongue; even the slightest of movements caused the three spikes on the tab’s underside to stab and she had to make a conscious effort to keep her thoughts to herself There was instant relief whenever it was removed.

At meal times, Brite would demand absolute silence and Hannah would have to sit like an infant being spoon fed whatever Brite thought suitable. No sooner was the meal over than the brank would be replaced followed by the mask and her chains adjusted. Hannah knew that Doctor Michaels had intended that she be less encumbered during daylight hours so that she could at least stand, but that was seldom the case on day one and she would often find herself stretched between the head and foot of the bed just as if it was night time. Day one did not consist of a wash nor enough toilet breaks and her periods of relative mobility were becoming scarcer with each passing day.

Day two: as Day one except that sometime before noon she was allowed to stand and then the two doctors would attend. At the very least, she was assured that her sex would be well washed albeit with icy water, but usually Grey would demand warm water to rinse the rest of her. There was little he could do about her hair that was beginning to look more like a rat’s nest, nor the smell of faeces, urine and menstrual blood that pervaded the room and stained the bed.

With no vocal ability, Hannah and Grey had devised a system of communication using his note book. He could ask or answer questions and she could write the responses. It worked well considering the trouble she had writing with her hands so comprehensively restrained. It was that way that the doctors found out about the extensive periods she lay trapped to the bed and the apparent neglect of their patient’s personal care, although the state of the bed and the smell in the room rather betrayed the latter. Hannah heard Grey arguing noisily with Mrs Brite and Mr Greenford, but it didn’t seem to do any good. They would promise things, but nothing ever changed. The bed clothes hadn’t been changed since Mrs Brite had taken control nearly six weeks before.


Chapter 12    
Hysteria Becomes Contagious

As the weeks passed, the summer heat faded and September brought fresher weather. Hannah was still refusing to consider the Reverend Tombs as a marriage partner and Cecilia, although unable to start a liaison with Doctor Grey, had still not fully given up on the idea. Her thoughts would often return to the image of Doctor Grey gently massaging Hannah to induce an ecstatic response, an image burned indelibly into her brain by a mix of jealousy and lust. She was sitting in the kitchen sharing a pot of tea with her confidant, Mrs Brite, and their conversation turned, as it often did, to Hannah chained in the attic.

“At least they're not indulging her licentious tendencies anymore,” said Mrs Brite primly. “You know… All that rubbing as if the girl was nothing but a lump of dead meat. That was never going to work. Never does. Just makes ‘em more depraved.”

“The doctors say it’s not a sexual activity at all,” said Cecilia innocently.

Mrs Brite gave a chuckle that sounded more like a rasping cough in her throat. “So they say, but they're just men; they have no idea. You only have to see all those highfaluting ladies in Brighton going to see their doctors every few days to see how mistaken the whole idea is. None of them is sick, they're just lustful, just want their fannies pleasured. Must cost ‘em a fortune and the doctors aren’t going to complain, are they? Money for nothing, that’s what it is.”

With a blinding flash of light, Cecilia saw her path clearly and went straight to seek out her father.

“Father…” Cecilia’s supplicating tone was familiar to Greenford; he’d heard it many times before when she wanted something that was within his power to grant. He glanced up from his writing desk to see her standing by the door. “These past few weeks I’ve not been feeling very well,” she said and looked down at the floor as if the fault was hers.

“Unwell…” said Greenford concerned. “Whatever’s the matter?”

“I'm not really sure. I’ve not been sleeping well and feel tired all the time. I've had headaches too and I often find my heart beating very fast when I've not been exerting myself at all. I’m wondering whether I ought to see a doctor about it. Perhaps Doctor Weston or Doctor Grey would have an opinion.”

“I don’t have a high regard for their opinions.”

“I’m worried that it may be a touch of hysteria and that if it’s not treated, it may develop into an illness like Hannah has.”

“You could be right. You're a mature young woman now and it’s time you were married. It may be your body telling you as much.” He considered the matter carefully. “I suppose they were proficient enough initially. I’ll speak to them. Perhaps they could fit you in after they’ve treated Hannah.”

“Thank you, father. I feel better already.”

*

Greenford approached the doctors when they were leaving the hall the next day after seeing Hannah. Grey wondered what difficulties he had in mind and feared the worse, but Greenford was in a conciliatory mood.

“Doctors…” He smiled benignly. “I have a small favour to ask of you. We haven’t always seen eye-to-eye, but I know that you have always strove to treat Hannah to the best of your abilities.” He smiled and Grey tried to work out whether he’d just been paid a compliment. “It’s my daughter, Cecilia. As I know you're fully aware, she’s nineteen now and has grown into a mature and, well, fertile young lady. I have been trying my best to provide her with a husband, but nature is ahead of me. She is complaining of insomnia and lassitude, headaches and heart palpitations. I fear it’s the first signs of hysteria and if left untreated may develop into the full-blown form that originally took Hannah.”

Weston looked concerned. “The symptoms do suggest that particular ailment. Are there any other signs?”

“Well, I have noticed that she’s often clumsy and sometimes forgets the most simple of things. I would be most grateful if you could fit her into your busy schedule.”

“I don’t think that’s going to be possible,” said Grey hurriedly and Weston looked at him sharply.

“I am really most concerned.” Greenford turned his attention to Grey. “I’m sure her memory’s getting worse. A couple of days ago I found that she’d completely forgotten to release Hannah from her nighttime chains…”

To Grey’s ears, it sounded like a threat. If he and Weston didn’t help Cecilia with her newly developed ‘hysteria’, the result would be that Hannah was left for long periods immobile on her bed, stretched between the head and the foot boards whilst hungry and thirsty.

“Perhaps we ought to talk to the girl,” said Weston in a conciliatory tone.

Greenford thanked them profusely and led them back into the drawing room where Cecilia was sitting on a settee reading a book. She looked up enquiringly at the two doctors with her huge, blue eyes hooded by the extravagant hairstyle that had been applied with exquisite care to her long fair hair. Grey got the distinct impression that they were expected and that he was, once again, being manipulated. She didn’t look in the least relaxed, but was sitting upright with her book held out in front of her as if she was about to sing a hymn in church. Closer inspection revealed that she would have found it difficult to relax in the clothes she was wearing: a long white embroidered gown laced so tightly about her waist that it made breathing difficult, but it dramatically emphasised the swell of her hips and bust; a bust, Grey noted, that was barely concealed by the low-cut of her dress.

“I’ll leave you alone with your patient, doctors. You’ll have complete privacy.”

Cecilia smiled coyly. “Thank you for agreeing to see me,” she said in a quiet, gentle voice.

“It’s no trouble,” said Weston. “Your father tells us that you think you might be suffering the early signs of hysteria. He has listed many of your symptoms.”

“I kept from him the most telling one,” she said demurely, suddenly fully occupied with the condition of her fingernails. “I have been experiencing hot, moist flushes between my legs.”

“Indeed,” exclaimed Weston. “Well, that certainly confirms the diagnosis. Your concerns are fully justified, Miss Greenford. If left untreated, this ailment could develop into something a lot more serious.”

“Really Doctor Weston…” exclaimed Grey. “If Miss Greenford persists in this scenario, then I suggest she approaches you in your surgery in Brighton.”

Weston turned to Grey in surprise. “The indications are clear and this poor girl should be treated as soon as possible.”

“Doctor Weston,” said Grey. “A moment please,” and he led Weston to the far corner of the room where they could converse quietly and not be overheard by Cecilia.

“The girl is playing us,” he said in a coarse whisper. “She’s no more sick than Hannah is. This is another of her attempts to become intimate with me.”

“She has tried before?” asked Weston with surprise.

“Many times. If we start this now, we’ll be pandering to her for months.”

“I’m conscious of my memory fading with every passing day,” called out Cecilia with wide-eyed innocence.

This time the treat was overt and certainly not lost on Grey. He turned back to Weston. “We must nip this in the bud. If we refuse her, she’ll take out her spite on Hannah, but we must try to prevent her from repeating her request. Follow my lead and don’t spare a thought for her apparent delicacy. The girl’s a devil.”

“If you say so, Doctor Grey.” He looked behind Grey at Cecilia’s angelic face staring back at him.

Grey spun around and returned to stand before Cecilia. “Am I to presume, Miss Greenford, that you’d like us to perform a pelvic massage to relieve your symptoms?”

“If you think that’s best, Doctor Grey.”

“You do understand that the procedure can sometimes be taxing for the woman. It’s not a procedure you should consider lightly and once started, it must be completed or else the humours generated will rapidly start to ferment.”

Standing behind Cecilia, Weston appeared somewhat confused, but held his tongue. Cecilia smiled and said she was fully prepared for the treatment. “Will you be conducting the procedure here or should we retire to my bedroom?” she asked.

“Here will do admirably. If you're quite ready, please stand.”

Cecilia laid her book carefully beside her and rose with a complacent look on her face that suggested everything was working out perfectly. Grey, meanwhile, had opened his medical bag on the floor beside him and had withdrawn a long strap that he kept for use as a tourniquet. He stood before Cecilia, smiled, and passed it around her waist to buckle it behind her back.

“It’s important that the woman is unable to interfere with the procedure,” he said and before Cecilia could react, he’d trapped her elbows behind her.

“Oh…” she exclaimed as her chest was forced to the fore and her forearms now waved uselessly from her sides. Without preamble, Grey flicked open the buttons down the front of her gown, stretched the wide neck over her shoulders along with her camisole and peeled the garments down her upper arms. Her breasts popped from the confines of the material and were revealed ballooning over the tight bodice.

“Oh…” she cried again, this time with more concern as she found herself unable to lift her arms to cover herself. Grey’s expression as he stared at her bulging breasts and small pink nipples wasn’t in the least like the tender looks he gave Hannah and she was no longer so sure this whole thing was such a good idea. Grey grabbed a breast roughly in his left hand and whilst Cecilia could only stare in astonishment, he squeezed to force the nipple into a long point. He pinched it with his right, rolled it between finger and thumb, and then gave it a little tug. Cecilia squeaked in alarm.

“These nipples are rather insubstantial for our purposes, Doctor Weston. You will need to be particular attentive during the procedure to ensure they're sufficiently energised.” Weston remained silent. “And now, doctor, if you’d be so good as to stand behind her and grasp her titties with both hands…” No sooner had he spoken than Weston wrapped his arms about her and gripped her as instructed. Again, Cecilia cried out and tried to struggle, but found her options now severely limited.

“Good. Now let’s see what’s happening below…”

Cecilia shrieked when Grey snatched the hem of her gown and petticoats from the floor and lifted them above her waist. She was wearing heeled, button down ankle boots over white silk stockings held in place by elasticated garters above her knees. Her white thighs were partly concealed by white lace knickers with frills around the legs. Without a word, Grey gripped the legs of the knickers and tugged them over her hips and down her legs so that they tangled about her ankles.

“Nooo…” she wailed twisting from side to side, but Grey just lifted her skirts again to examine her pubis. There was a quiet tapping at the door and Grey dropped the gown to answer it, cracking the door open just wide enough to peer around the jamb. Greenford stood outside looking concerned and quizzical. “Is everything alright?”

“Father,” Cecilia called out loudly.

“Perfectly fine,” said Grey. “Cecilia has significant congestion that requires immediate attention, but she’ll be as good as new afterwards.”

“Father,” she called out again.

Grey looked over his shoulder before turning back to Greenford. “I regret that you’ll have to put up with a certain amount of noise until we’re finished. It’s inevitable I’m afraid, but does indicate that the treatment is proceeding satisfactorily.”

“I quite understand,” said Greenford. “They do sometimes make a lot of noise, don’t they?”

Grey smiled and slowly closed the door. Cecilia looked on with horror as he walked back to her. “Sorry about that.” He lifted her skirts again and this time tucked the front under the strap he’d fastened about her waist to stop them falling back down. Her pubic hair was nothing more than a fair down over her pubic mound and, beneath it, her labia minora hung in small ruched frills between her outer labial lips now dark with engorged blood. “Soon have you as good as new,” he said and patted her roughly with his palm whilst ignoring her screams.

Grey knelt once more beside his medical bag and opened a tub of lubricant, spreading it liberally over the fingers of his right hand.

“Shouldn’t we be using massage oils?” asked Weston with a concerned voice.

“She won’t need them. This ordinary lubricant will be perfectly sufficient.” Cecilia stared down between her naked breasts with wide, anxious eyes and jumped when his fingertip touched.

“Right. Hold tight, Doctor Weston and feel free to manipulate as you see fit; whatever seems to cause her most stimulation.”

Still kneeling, Grey touched her again with a fingertip and she wriggled to the side clamping her legs together. “Please press your knee between Miss Greenford’s thighs, doctor, and ease her body back a fraction.” Cecilia suddenly found her legs forced apart by Weston’s knee. Grey slipped his left hand behind her and gripped a cheek of her bottom. Then Cecilia screamed as he pushed all four fingers up inside her.

“Yes…” muttered Grey reflectively. “You are certainly very congested, Miss Greenford.” He began to roll his hand within her with his thumb wiping across the slippery surface of her clitoris. She screamed again and Weston tightened his grip even more on her breasts. It didn’t take long. Within five minutes, her legs started to tremble uncontrollably and her ragged breathing became governed by noisy, pulsating sobs.

“She’s almost there, Doctor Weston. It would be most advantageous if you now slap the undersides of her breasts to release the paroxysm; as hard as you can, please.”

Once Cecilia had begun shrieking, she found it hard to stop particularly as Grey was still rolling his hand within her and stimulating her clitoris with his thumb. She was thrashing from side to side despite Weston hanging grimly onto her breasts and would have sagged in his arms if Grey hadn’t been effectively impaling her on his fingers, his thumb assiduously working on extending the spasms for as long as possible.

Finally, Weston cried out, “I can’t hold her.” Grey withdrew his hand to stand and peered sternly into her tear-stained face. “Let her fall onto the settee,” suggested Grey and between the two of them they contrived to direct her towards the padded cushions. She dropped face down and full length onto the soft platform with her arms still pinioned behind her and buried her face in the cushions to stem the sobs that were now wracking her body. Her breasts, still bare, were now concealed beneath her, but her naked bottom, soft and white apart from the red hand print where Grey had been gripping her, fell unveiled by her heavy skirts.

Grey bent and wiped his hand on the layers of white petticoat before he released the strap. “Well, Doctor Weston,” he said with a smirk. “I think we may have effected a cure in one.”


Chapter 13    
A Sudden Reprieve

After Cecilia’s one and only treatment session, she didn’t ask again and Greenford appeared delighted that his daughter was apparently cured with such efficacy. Hannah's extreme confinement and all its related torments continued, but only for a gratifyingly brief further week. It ended abruptly in an unforeseen and dramatic manner when Michaels died.

It shouldn’t have been unforeseen. He was old, but not excessively so. It was the deterioration in his health that went unnoticed. He worked right up until his death, but his habit was to work from his home study and not the practice office and so the gradual decline in his mental faculties and physical abilities were, in the main, unwitnessed. He died peacefully in his sleep one warm evening and was found by the housekeeper the next morning.

Weston was suddenly the Senior Psychiatrist in the practice, the practice’s only psychiatrist, and lost no time in consulting with Grey.

“You could have her released. Declare her fit and well and tomorrow she can be walking as free as air about the village.”

“She’s still Greenford’s ward, will be for the next four weeks, and, presumably, still determined not to marry Reverend Tombs. No… We have to be more subtle than that; he could just as easily have her recommitted by other doctors to an asylum. I can, however, specify a revision for her treatment: I’ll relax everything, but it must still be clear she’s under our control and care.”

Greenford was less than impressed when they saw him later that day.

“I am, of course, very sorry to hear about Doctor Michaels, but I am mightily concerned that you're about to undo all his good work. Surely, it is most imprudent of you to ignore everything that he’s suggested regarding Hannah's care.”

“On the contrary, I am building on Doctor Michaels’ work and progressing it towards its logical conclusion. I believe Miss Greenford is progressing well and it’s now time to move on to the next stage of her treatment with a view to discharging her sometime next month.”

“On her birthday?”

“Quite possibly. It would make a nice birthday present for her, don’t you think?”

“Well let me make myself quite plain in this matter: I think you are being decidedly hasty in your assessment and very much regret that Doctor Michaels is not still with us to offer his prudent and sage advice.”

“Quite…” said Weston trying to keep control of his annoyance. “We must soldier on as best we can and, as I am now the Senior Psychiatrist entrusted with Hannah’s care, it is now my place to determine her treatment plan as I see fit and I must insist that you adhere to the care plan as I have described it.”

Greenford stood his ground for long moments and then moved to the door. “Mrs Brite… Ah, Mrs Brite. Hannah will be returning to her room shortly and I would be grateful if you could dust it and make up her bed. Furthermore, from now on she is to eat what the rest of us have and be provided with whatever she wants by way of books, paper, and so on. Is that quite clear?”

“Is this wise, Mr Greenford. The girl’s in chains because she’s dangerous and insane.”

“Yes, well… These gentlemen have determined that this is not now the case and that she can almost be treated as a normal member of society. She will, of course, be confined to her room, but in all other respects she should be awarded due respect.”

Mrs Brite looked with undisguised dislike at the two doctors who have just deprived her of a legitimate target for her spite.

“One more thing, Mrs Brite. Please provide Doctor Weston with the keys to Hannah's restraints.”

“Yes, Mr Greenford.”

The woman turned to leave the room grumbling to herself when Grey interjected. “Oh Mrs Brite. With Mr Greenford’s permission, of course, I wonder if you’d be so kind as to find some clothes for Hannah to wear.” Mrs Brite looked at Mr Greenford who nodded before continuing on her previous path like a ship in full sail.

“I trust you're satisfied, Doctor Weston?”

“Quite, thank you Mr Greenford and, unless you have any other questions, I think we should go and break the good news to Hannah.”

Greenford waved them away with a gesture that suggested he’d tired of the whole affair and both doctors left without further comment.

Hannah, when they entered her room, was still stretched between the wall staple and the foot of her bed. She turned her head to stare at them in silent surprise, the questions evident in her eyes only amplified by their huge grins. Grey sat on the edge of the bed and sorted through the bunch of keys until he found one that fitted the lock on the top of her head cage and then assisted her to sit up in bed. Next, he found two small keys for the pair of locks that held her mask against her face and, having removed that, he could carefully lift the brank from her mouth.

Hannah exercised her tongue for a few moments before the questions began flying from her lips. “James, what’s happening? Where’s Mrs Brite? Why are you here so early and how did you get the keys?”

“It’s over, Hannah. At least, the worst of it’s over. Doctor Michaels has died and Doctor Weston is now in charge of your treatment. There’s much to talk about later, but for now all you need to know is that you're moving back into your old bedroom with the minimum of restrictions. Soon, you’ll be completely free, but for now there’ll be no more icy surprises or horrible branks. I’ll just remove the rest of your restraints and body armour and you can have a warm bath and get dressed; Mrs Brite is preparing a tub for you now in your bedroom.” He indicated the pile of clothes Weston was holding and Hannah burst into tears.

*

Three hours had elapsed since they first arrived at Greenford’s hall. Hannah had had her bath in the privacy of her own bedroom, dressed in her own clothes and eaten a hearty breakfast seated on her bedroom’s window seat looking at the garden. All three of them were still grinning fit to burst.

“You understand why we can’t discharge you until after your birthday, don’t you?” asked Grey and glanced at the chain locked around her left ankle. It trailed across the room and was locked to the base rail of her big, iron framed bedstead.

“It’s only another four weeks. I’m sure I can survive that long and now I have all my books and papers and the world to survey from my window.”

“And, if it’s what you want, in four weeks’ time you can have me,” said Grey quietly.

“What?” asked Hannah. Suddenly, the grin dropped from her face as the consequence of what Grey had said hit her.

“I’m proposing, Hannah. I would very much like you to be my wife.”

She burst into tears again and wrapped her arms about his neck so tightly he thought he’d choke. He looked at Weston standing behind her and held up his hands as if to say ‘Is this my doing,’ but Weston wasn’t fooled by Grey’s nonchalance. He smiled, very happy for both of them, and quietly moved away to give them more privacy.

“Can I take this as a Yes then?” asked Grey and Hannah nodded, once more incapable of speaking.

*

A further hour later and still there was an air of elated excitement in the room, but Weston had a job to do and thought he couldn’t delay the inevitable any longer.

“Miss Greenford,” he said primly. “As I'm sure you’d agree, you are still suffering from hysteria inasmuch as you're continuing to disregard your guardian’s instructions.”

“Of course I am. I'm going to marry Doctor Grey.”

“Quite. But there is an established medical foundation for your actions, whether it be causal or consequential, which, if left untreated, could result in congestion in your pelvic area and serious degeneration of moral fibre. As you know, that, in turn, could cause all sorts of problems including epilepsy and paralysis.”

Hannah was fully aware what the doctor was talking about and now he was suggesting that the disorder might possibly degenerate into masturbation. The solution was to revert to the tried and tested method of relieving the initial congestion using pelvic massage. Ultimately, this procedure achieved the same ends as masturbation, but, because it was conducted by medical staff under carefully controlled conditions and involved no carnal lust, it was very much safer than self-stimulation.

Hannah just grinned, but Grey was surprised.

“Surely you’re not still suggesting that Hannah is afflicted? She’s happy and in her own bedroom now; can’t we just leave her in peace?”

“I accept whole-heartedly that your forthcoming marriage will cure Miss Greenford of any residual disease, but the fact remains that at present she is still at risk.”

“I don’t mind, James; really I don’t. After all these months, what’s four more weeks to me and, after all, it’s you that’s my personal physician.”

“But Hannah…”

“Please. I don’t want to do anything that appears to be compromising Doctor Weston’s treatment.”

Grey turned to Weston who returned a look that suggested Hannah was wise beyond her years and the argument was lost.

“You’ll have to remove your underclothes,” he said and was surprised to see that Hannah was grinning.

“And how do you expect me to cope with underclothes when my foot is chained to the bed?” she said. He looked momentarily confused until realisation dawned.

“Oh… Er, in that case, let me just find some massage oil.”

“That probably won’t be necessary,” said Hannah, still grinning and she moved to stand in front of him as he sat on the edge of her bed. She was dressed in a floor length, red dress over a tight corset and white, high necked blouse. On her feet were matching red satin slippers with ribbons tied at her insteps with bows. The corset pinched her waist to accentuate bust and hips and, to his mind, made her more sexually alluring than when she was naked.

Now it was Grey who looked confused and embarrassed, but Hannah slowly pulled up the hem of her skirts until her stockinged knees were exposed. Grey slowly reached out his hands to touch the back of her legs and the girl released her hold on the garment to instead place her hands on his head.

He looked at Weston. “I don’t know whether I can do this,” he said weakly. “This is my fiancée… It doesn’t feel the same.”

“Would you like me to do it instead?”

“No!” said Grey quickly. “No… I can manage,” and Hannah began absently twirling his dark hair into little tufts. Weston gave a slight nod and, barely able to breathe, Grey slid his hands up the backs of her legs beneath her skirts. Half way up her thighs were the tops of her stockings held in place by silk garters reinforced with vulcanised rubber. His hands rose higher, now over bare flesh, until they were cupping the naked cheeks of her bottom. He looked up at her face and she appeared placid and composed, but her eyes were closed.

Again he glanced at Weston, who gave him an encouraging smile before turning to gaze out of the window at the autumn foliage. He moved his right hand around her hip to touch her belly and then down through the luxuriant growth of her pubic hair until his fingertips touched the soft folds of her labia. Hannah was right: she needed no massage oil. Gently he wiggled his two middle fingers to locate her passage and eased them within as he continued to stare up at her face.

Her eyes popped open wide and he heard a whispered, “Oh God…” before she suddenly clasped his head tightly to her breast and he could see no more.

*

“Er, that went well…” observed Weston standing next to the bed and observing them. “Yes indeed… Most efficacious.”

Grey lay under the billowing folds of her dress with Hannah toppled on top of his and still gasping for breath. Her knees had snapped shut like a clam to trap his hand inside her and his other was still on her bottom, hidden by the material.

“Miss Greenford. Hannah. Are you alright?” asked Grey as he attempted to wriggle free.

For an answer he received a kiss, deep, passionate and unrelenting while he tried in vain to untangle himself from the apparently limitless folds of her skirts.

Not for the first time did Weston inwardly question the commonly perceived wisdom that women did not experience sexual desire or pleasure. They were supposed to be simply fleshy receptacles for male lust and intercourse and only male ejaculation could fulfil all their erotic needs. The evidence displayed before his eyes contradicted that. Indeed, throughout her treatment Hannah had continuously caused him to question the precept and he had started observing signs, hitherto hidden, that other of his patients weren’t quite as impassive as they were supposed to be.

*

A week later Hannah was sitting on the window seat drinking tea from a bone china teacup while Greenford and his wife were discussing her in the drawing room.

“That’s it then,” said Greenford. “Next month she comes of age and marries Grey.”

“Has anyone said so?”

“They don’t have to; the signs are obvious.”

“Then that girl will have ruined us.”

“Hardly that, dear, but it will make a big dent in my finances at least in the short term. I will have to find some way to pay Tombs back expeditiously or else he’ll have me through the courts to our eternal disgrace. And that’s assuming that he’ll accept the fact that I am unable to complete our contract.”

“Surely he’ll see that you’ve done everything you possibly could; no-one could have done more.”

“I suppose you're right, my dear, but it doesn’t make the situation any easier. Where can I get a thousand guineas from? I’ve already tried every source I can think of. Another year and we would have been fine; my overseas investments will have paid out and the returns will have balanced the books. I’ll have to put the hill farm on the market immediately and hope Tombs is prepared to be patient until it’s sold.”

“Such a pity, Maurice. And there’s really nothing else we can do?”

“What would you suggest? Weston is now her psychiatrist and there’s nothing I can do about that.”

“Can’t you have her committed to an asylum for the next year? Everything would be nice and tidy then.”

“For hysteria? Despite my reservations, Weston does seem to be doing a good job in that respect. I have no reason to doubt his efficacy.”

“For nymphomania, dear. Michaels has already diagnosed it.”

“You know as well as I that his diagnosis was flawed. She’s showing no sign of that disease now and is unlikely to. Even if we get her committed, Grey would only get her discharged as soon as she’s twenty-one.”

Cecilia, listening at the door, was far from convinced that nothing could be done. What if she was committed to an asylum on evidence so substantial it couldn’t be questioned? Granted the problem was difficult. The trick with the massage oil wouldn’t work twice. This time, things would need to be planned carefully.

*

Three days later, Cecilia approached her father after breakfast.

“There’s something I need to tell you, father.” Her tone was austere but pensive. “It’s Hannah. Twice now I have disturbed her in the morning touching herself.”

“There… I told you,” said Mrs Greenford.

“Touching herself… You do mean…”

“Yes, father. Twice.”

“Oh dear. Perhaps old Michaels was right after all. I shall have to speak to her.”

“And what good would that do? She’ll only deny it,” said Mrs Greenford, but she had a gleam in her eye that suggested triumph was within her grasp. “We need to catch her doing it. Can you be extra vigilant, Cecilia? Try to observe her without her seeing and then call Mr Greenford or me. We can do this, Maurice. All we need is for more witnesses and then she cannot deny it.”

“I shall do what I can, father,” and she withdrew. Of course, there was no possibility of catching Hannah actually masturbating, but the worm had been released, the seed planted.

For the next week, Hannah was deliriously happy despite the chain about her ankle, unaware that all the while Cecilia was once again plotting. Twice more Cecilia reported to her father that Hannah had been despoiling herself, but that she’d stopped as soon as she saw Cecilia and each time Greenford had been in a state of worried indecision. This was no longer about the money. This time the girl was risking her future health. Should he alert the doctors neither of whom seemed to take Hannah's health seriously or should he support his wife in trying to get her committed to a proper institution where she stood a better chance of receiving adequate care?

His dilemma was settled in the most dramatic way possible a few days later…


Chapter 14    
Duncan MacDonald of Dumfries

There were shouts accompanied by a loud rapping on the door. “Mr Trenchard… Mr Trenchard… Wake up…” Grey lit the lamp and consulted his pocket watch; it was three in the morning. He struggled from his bed, donned his dressing gown and peered from his bedroom door. There were already voices at the front door one of whom was Davies, the Trenchard’s butler, and then Trenchard himself was making his way down the staircase.

Grey waited at his bedroom door, straining to hear what was said and then Trenchard was hurrying back up the stairs. “Grey…” he said when he saw him. “It’s Hannah. The young lad at the door is one of the stable boys at the Hall and he knew you were one of Hannah's doctors. He’d also heard the rumours about you and Hannah and thought you ought to know that something’s happened, but he doesn’t know what. There are men at the hall and a coach and when he asked one of the housemaids, she said Hannah was unwell and they were taking her to a hospital.”

Grey didn’t say a word, just darted back into his bedroom to dress.

“Davies. Get a horse saddled immediately… Better make that two.”

*

Grey and Trenchard arrived at the hall at the gallop to find a coachman standing beside a four-wheeled van. The horses were waiting quietly, tugging at the long grass growing along the sides of the narrow lane. The coachman looked at the two horsemen, but said nothing. Grey rushed into the house while Trenchard held the horses. Greenford was in the hall talking to another man dressed in a long riding coat and boots. Neither looked pleased to see their new visitor.

“If you and Doctor Weston had heeded what Doctor Michaels had said, none of this would have happened.”

“What? What’s happened?” asked Grey trying to catch his breath.

“Hannah has had some sort of seizure as a direct result of her hysteria. Cecilia found her with her body contorted and foaming at the mouth. For the last two weeks she has been regularly found pleasuring herself and it is obvious to me that her nymphomania has reasserted itself owing to your lax treatment. She has stimulated herself so much that her muscles are in almost continuous spasm.”

“I must see her at once,” said Grey agitated almost beyond reason.

“No, Doctor Grey. You must not. This gentleman is Doctor Dumont-Stokes of Helensdean Private Hospital and he concurs precisely with my own diagnoses. Hannah is being transferred this very night to the hospital and will receive Doctor Dumont-Stokes’ personal care to see her through this crisis.”

“Mr Greenford, I must protest. Miss Greenford is Doctor Weston’s patient.”

“Not any more. Doctor Dumont-Stokes has now assumed that role. If Doctor Weston has any problem with that arrangement, he must take it up with Doctor Dumont-Stokes in the morning.”

“I am a qualified medical doctor. It can be by no means certain that Miss Greenford’s ailment has been caused by hysteria; it could have numerous unrelated causes and require urgent specialized treatment.”

“Doctor Dumont-Stokes is also a medical doctor as well as being qualified in psychiatry and a specialist in women’s ailments. I have full confidence in his abilities and now, if there’s nothing else I would be obliged if you would vacate my house and leave us to deal with Hannah in a proper and appropriate manner.”

Grey stood staring from man to man to be met with resolute, hostile glares. He could do nothing and reluctantly turned and left. Outside, he explained all to Trenchard.

“I've heard of Helensdean Hospital. It’s a privately funded nursing asylum some fifteen miles to the north-west.”

“An asylum?”

“Well, yes. I think so. You'll have to ask Doctor Weston. He’ll know of it.”

It was then that there was movement from the house. Doctor Dumont-Stokes, Greenford, and two orderlies emerged, the orderlies carrying a rigid stretcher between them. Hannah was conscious and staring nervously about. She was wearing a nightgown with a straitjacket over top to wrap her arms about her body and there were straps around her body and legs holding her to the stretcher. She tried to speak when she saw Grey, but there was something in her mouth that prevented her.

“You’ve strapped her so she can’t move and what have you put in her mouth?”

Greenford just glared at Grey, but Doctor Dumont-Stokes answered civilly enough: “Her muscles are in spasm; we’ve restrained her for her own good. As for the wadding in her mouth, it’s just to stop her biting her tongue.”

“Hannah. It’s going to be alright. I’ll soon sort this out.”

“I’ll be much obliged if you would just mind your own business.” Greenford stepped in front of Grey to stop him approaching too close. “Hannah is no longer Doctor Weston’s responsibility and she was never yours.”

The stretcher was loaded into the back of the van and the two orderlies climbed in with it. The doctor climbed up next to the coachman who whipped up the horses and the vehicle moved up the lane at a brisk trot. Greenford watched the lanterns on the van’s rear quarters until they were lost behind the hedges, gave Grey and Trenchard a last contemptuous look and stalked back into his house. Grey noticed Cecilia then. She’d been standing in the shadows and now followed her father into the Hall. She was smiling.

The next day, Grey set off early for Brighton and arrived at the practice office at the same time as Weston. It didn’t take long to explain what had happened.

“They can’t do that, can they? You're Hannah's doctor; she’s under your care. Greenford can’t just let somebody else take her away.”

“Technically not,” said Weston, but he sounded unsure. “If it was a true emergency and I was unavailable, then he was within his rights, but the real point is that now she’s under the care of another doctor and incarcerated in an asylum with her guardian’s approval, it will be very difficult for me to do anything about it. They probably wouldn’t even let me in as a visitor.” He went quiet while he considered the situation. “Helensdean you say? That’s a small privately funded asylum near Coneyhurst. I don’t hear much about them, they keep quite a low profile, but I believe they have space for twenty or so patients.”

“I expect Greenford’s paying a fortune to have her treated there.”

“Well, perhaps not. I think it’s partly run as a charity. Some of their patients pay for the privilege and some financial support comes from rich patrons.”

“Is that normal? Do you know who these patrons are?”

“No idea and no it’s not normal; it’s very unusual. You're correct in thinking that most private hospitals charge their patients. I’ll make some enquiries around some of my colleagues, see if I can find out more.”

“I’d like to see her bedroom in Ditchling Hall too. I don’t trust Hannah's cousin anymore.”

“I don’t trust her either, but I fail to see how looking at an empty bedroom could assist us.” Grey gave Weston a look that suggested he didn’t know either, but Weston just shrugged. “Well, if it will make you any happier, we do have an excuse to revisit the scene of the crime; there are a number of items of our property there: some books, oils, even those old restraints that Michaels used on her are there somewhere. We could ask to collect them.”

“Perfect. Do you fancy a ride now?”

Greenford, fortunately, was out when Weston and Grey called and Mrs Greenford received them. When they explained that they just wanted to collect some property from Hannah's room, she allowed Mrs Brite to show them up. The old maid opened Hannah's door, stood aside and gave them a haughty look as they squeezed past her, and then left them alone.

The room looked sad without Hannah there. There was evidence of her presence all around: clothes laid out on a chair, her books beside the bed, even an empty teacup. The bed was just how she’d left it, sheets and blankets screwed up in an untidy heap against the wall, and it smelt of urine.

“The poor girl lost control of her bladder,” said Weston. Grey stared at the stain on the sheets. It was a dark brown colour. “That’s unusual,” said Weston over his shoulder.

“It’s certainly not normal. It’s indicative of strychnine poisoning and that fits well with her other symptoms: the nervous movements and muscle spasms, foaming at the mouth and the fact that with all that she was still conscious.”

“Well strychnine’s common enough. She could easily have accidentally overdosed on any number of different pills and potions.” He walked over to the sideboard where a ewer and a bowl of water still stood. There were a number of bottles behind the bowl, some cosmetics and some medicines, and he picked up each in turn. “Here we are: ‘Arlington Hemaboloids medication, Arseniated with Strychnine for use as a hematinic in iron deficiency anaemia. Take one to four teaspoons three time a day.’

“That would do it,” said Grey.

“I didn’t know Hannah was suffering from iron deficiency,” said Weston.

“She isn’t. That has no reason to be here.”

“I’ll tell you what isn’t here… All those restraints are missing: the head cage, upper body harness and belt. They’ve all gone. The doctor from Helensdean must have taken them.”

“I need to visit this hospital as soon as possible,” said Grey.

“Be my guest, but don’t be surprised when they won’t let you in.”

*

Grey rode over to Coneyhurst that afternoon. The hospital was a large country house set in extensive lawned gardens and surrounded by a high wall. The iron gates were locked fast and Grey had to ring a hand bell to gain the attention of the lodge keeper. He was a big man and wore a heavy trench coat despite the warm weather.

“My name is Doctor James Grey. I’d like to talk to Doctor Dumont-Stokes.”

“Do you have an appointment, Sir?”

“I didn’t know I needed one.”

“The doctor doesn’t see anyone without an appointment.” The man turned his back on Grey and walked slowly back into the lodge.

“Can you not contact Doctor Dumont-Stokes and ask if he’s available?”

“Not without an appointment, Sir,” said the man without even turning around and shut his door behind his retreating back. Grey gazed through the bars of the iron gates at the square stone façade of the hospital with its multitude of windows arranged symmetrically around the covered portico of the entrance door.

He felt a chill travel up his back. Hannah may not have even survived the night. If she had, somewhere in that building she was being treated for an ailment she didn’t have and Grey was at a complete loss as to how to help her.

He mounted and set off back to the south, to Brighton in the hope that Weston was having better luck.

*

At eight o'clock that evening, the two friends sat in a corner of an ale house in Brighton with foaming tankards of dark porter. Neither had much by way of good news.

“I couldn’t get through the gate,” moaned Grey.

“Well, I did warn you. I've found out a bit more about Helensdean Hospital. It was founded in 1838 by Edmund Stokes, a rich landowner who had made his money sheep farming on the downs. Some sources say that his wife went mad, but in any event, he started taking in paying patients. His son took over the business in 1872 after the old man died and changed things somewhat. First off, he changed his name from Stokes to Dumont-Stokes and acquired the title of ‘Doctor’, although nobody can say with certainty where he studied or in what disciplines.

“As I thought, the place is run as part charity and part paying patients. The paying patients seem to be above board; I've known several people who have spent time there and by all reports the place is comfortable and the patients well cared for, but visiting is severely restricted and only available to direct relatives. The charitable side of the business seems less transparent. To qualify for charitable care, one apparently needs to be relatively young, female and suffering from some form of hysteria. When Dumont-Stokes was questioned on this aspect some years back by the Lunacy Commissioners, he explained that the hospital specialized in treating hysteria and it just so happens that the ailment mostly affects young females who have passed puberty but have not yet married. That’s perfectly true; unmarried girls are, indeed, prone to contracting the disease by virtue of the fact that they have no spouse to naturally relieve any congestion, so it would seem that Hannah has been admitted to an appropriate institution.”

Weston paused to quaff his beer and then added: “The facility was inspected and deemed satisfactory two years ago, but these sorts of places are given a week’s notice of an impending inspection.”

Grey looked pensive. “I don’t like this at all. We’ll have to talk to Greenford and convince him he at least ought to visit Hannah to make sure all is well.”

“Well, that may not be so easy. I said the paying patients are allowed family visitors, but the charitable ones generally aren’t. If Greenford wanted to visit Hannah, he’d have to make an appointment for at least a week hence and even then, it’s liable to be cancelled or postponed. The place is like a fortress. The only people able to visit freely are the hospital’s benefactors and little is known about them.”

“What, you mean that if somebody donates sufficient money to the hospital, they get to see the patients?”

“It’s not a new idea. Until 1836, the Bedlam Hospital in London used to sell tickets to control visitor numbers. It’s not supposed to be done nowadays, but I suppose a benefactor is not like a normal hospital visitor and should be allowed to inspect the care his money has paid for.

“I’ve got an uneasy feeling about this, Weston. I need to assure myself that Hannah's not suffering needlessly and if that means becoming a benefactor, so be it. I shall become Duncan MacDonald from Dumfries, a rich bachelor with a penchant for helping hysterical young girls. How do you suggest I get an introduction to Doctor Dumont-Stokes?”

“Och, you’ll make a grand Scotsman,” said Weston in a strange accent. “As for an introduction, that’s easy. I’ll get one of my former patients and an ex-client of Helensdean to write to Dumont-Stokes with a suggestion you might be willing to donate a substantial sum. That should elicit a rapid response.”

*

A rapid response indeed. The letter was sent the next day and two days after that, Grey was in receipt of an invitation to visit Dumont-Stokes in his office at the hospital. The appointment was for two o'clock in the afternoon two days hence and Grey was quick to accept.

This time the lodge keeper was most civil when he saw the letter that Dumont-Stokes had written to Grey in his Duncan MacDonald persona and opened the gate wide with a low bow. Of course, he had no idea that Duncan MacDonald was the same person as Doctor James Grey who had tried to gain entry five days previously. He didn’t look anything like the same man with his new shock of red hair and thick sideburns, and he would certainly have remembered the coarse brown and green tweed suit and tam o’shanter Scottish bonnet.

“Mr MacDonald,” said Dumont-Stokes standing in the imposing doorway to meet his guest. “Please come in. We are always pleased to meet some-one with a passion for psychiatry.”

“Och. I’m just a wee amateur, but I like ta help when I can.”

“I understand you're on holiday in the area for a few weeks.”

“That’s right. I saw an auld friend of mine who you had occasion ta help some ten years ago and ‘e ken ma passion and suggested I might enjoy a visit ta ya hospital.”

“That’s right. He said you were particularly interested in helping young women suffering the effects of hysteria.”

“Aye, that’s right. I am what you might call a student of natural science. I get ta see a wee bit of treatment up in Dumfries, but doon here you’ll be much more advanced. It’s all mechanical restraints and heavy encouragement up north, very rudimentary. You have technology doon here.”

“Indeed we do, Mr MacDonald. Come. Let me show you some of our facilities.”


Chapter 15    
Helensdean

Dumont-Stokes led the way into the interior of the building and along a corridor to the back of the house where the wards were situated. The first room they entered was a long ward dedicated to the care of men. There were a dozen beds lined up in two rows of six against opposing walls, but the beds themselves were all unoccupied. The men, eight in all, were congregated in the centre part of the room, some relaxing in armchairs and reading books, some playing cards or chess and one man attempting to build a model castle from matchsticks. The room was quiet, more like a library than a hospital ward, and the men appeared happy and content.

“Very comfortable,” observed Grey. “Just like a hotel.”

“It’s the ambiance we try to replicate,” said Dumont-Stokes. “The next ward is the women’s one.” It was on the opposite side of the building and exactly matched the men’s ward. There were nine mature women and these, too, were on-the-whole quiet and occupied knitting or sewing. The exception was an older woman who was sitting on her bed muttering to herself.

“Mrs Blake hasn’t been with us very long. She got too much for her daughter to care for,” explained Dumont-Stokes. They exited the ward and the doctor led the way to his private office at the front of the house. No sooner had they sat than a matron brought in a tray with a pot of tea and two cups and saucers.

“So, Mr MacDonald. How do you find our hospital?”

“Well, to be blunt doctor, it’s not really what I was expecting. Now don’t get me wrong; it’s very nice and all, but there’s nothing here for me. As I said, my specialist interest is the treatment of hysteria. That’s where I want to invest ma money.”

“We do treat hysteria in young women, Mr MacDonald, but as I’m sure you're aware, their treatment is somewhat sensitive and we’re careful not to over-burden them with too many visitors.” His eyes were fixed on Grey, seeking confirmation that the meaning hidden behind his words didn’t elude Mr MacDonald. It did not.

“I was considering donating about a hundred guineas to your facility. I would, of course, need to witness your treatment methods to assure myself that your procedures are in accordance with my own ideas and passions.”

“Passions, Mr MacDonald?”

“Och, I get very passionate about the treatment of young lassies.”

Dumont-Stokes settled back in his chair with a satisfied smile on his face. “As a scientist, I’m sure you'll find our techniques particularly interesting. I like to think that this institution is at the cutting edge of empirical psychiatry and consider myself an experimental investigator as much as a doctor. The girls who are accepted here for the treatment of hysteria get the best and most advanced dedicated care and, incidentally, that care is supplied entirely free; the hysteria ward is financed entirely by charitable donations from private individuals much like yourself.”

“And in exchange for their donations, your philanthropists can visit yon ward to assess the fruits of their funds?”

“Precisely, Mr McDonald. As the Bible states in Proverbs 11:24, ‘One gives freely, yet grows all the richer; another withholds what he should give, and only suffers want.’” The doctor carefully sipped at his tea to give Grey time to absorb the nuances of what he’d just said before he continued. “Hysteria is a difficult speciality, Mr McDonald, as I’m sure you're aware, and the disease may present in many different guises. Many other institutions do little more than blunder about in the dark, but here our young women can benefit from advanced treatments directed at curing their conditions and not just aimed at removing them from society as if they were a mere inconvenience.”

“Well, doctor, you have peaked ma interest.”

Dumont-Stokes suddenly stood. “In that case, Mr MacDonald, let me show you our hysteria ward and then, if you're still of the same mind, you can write me out a cheque. Furthermore, if you care to come back tomorrow, say at about ten in the morning, you’ll be able to witness the various treatments first hand and we’ll be able to talk more about your continuing support.”

“That’ll be grand, doctor. Lead on.”

The doctor grinned and led the way back through the women’s ward, but then, at the back of the house, they went through a small door and down steps into the cellar. Here the walls weren’t painted white and there weren’t large sash windows overlooking the lush lawns. Here, the walls were stone and the corridors lit by gas lanterns.

They turned left along a dim corridor with lanterns placed sparingly along its right-hand wall. The left side of the corridor consisted of floor to ceiling prison bars that, as the doctors approached, resolved themselves into small cells and Grey’s heart sank as he neared the first; a dank, stone lined chamber containing nothing but a rudimentary bunk, a bucket, and a young woman. The girl was obviously still in her teens with haunting, deep-set eyes under a shock of matted dark hair.

She was naked and her arms were folded behind her back and strapped wrists to elbows. She drew her bare legs up under her and turned her face to the wall and a short chain linking iron fetters on her ankles clinked ominously as it was dragged over the edge of the bunk. Grey was struck by the apparent frailty of her body.

“Marion is our youngest patient,” said Dumont-Stokes quietly. “She was found masturbating by her father. He’s a religious man who says he watched in horror as she moved on her bed in a trance as if possessed by the devil and he feared for her soul.”

“Poor lassie,” said Grey in his Scottish persona. “You keep her restrained?”

“Of course. It’s important that these girls have limited scope for unimpeded movement and minimal distractions, even more so for Marion in view of her past behaviour; we don’t want her abusing herself here now, do we?” Dumont-Stokes couldn’t help but allow himself a little smile. “They're kept naked to encourage a sense of vulnerability and always fettered to promote a submissive attitude so that they become more susceptible to the treatment regimes. Marion is in many ways typical of our girls. We do what we can for her, but progress is slow. She’s been here nearly three months and her disposition doesn’t seem to be improving. She’s very taciturn and I would be despairing of her if it wasn’t for the fact that her decongestant therapy appears so efficacious each time she’s exercised.”

“Does it not occur to you that a wee time spent outside in the sunshine would be beneficial to the girl? She has nay more than ten feet by eight in which to exercise and nay natural light; it must be very disheartening for her.”

Dumont-Stokes gave a short laugh. “Ah, that’s the difference between us, Mr MacDonald. A professional psychiatrist would know that limiting external stimuli is crucial for the girl’s recovery. That’s why we keep the light levels so low down here.”

“It’s so sad seeing such a wee young lass shut away from the world.”

“It’s a sad ailment, Mr MacDonald; so sad, but as I said, we do what we can.” The doctor raised his voice so that the girl could hear clearly: “Good afternoon Marion. I trust you are feeling well?”

For a while, Grey thought the girl wasn’t going to answer, but finally she muttered, “Yes, doctor,” with a tremulous voice.

“This is Mr McDonald, Marion, and he’s interested to know how you are faring. Come over here and say hello to him.”

The girl was reluctant and slow to comply, but eventually she unfolded herself to stand and walked gracelessly towards the men with the hobble chain clinking on the stone floor. She stood a couple of feet from the bars with her eyes directed downwards and whispered, “Good afternoon, Mr McDonald.”

“Good afternoon, Marion,” said Grey. The girl was little more than 5 feet tall and obviously uncomfortable standing naked before a stranger with no way to protect her modesty. Grey’s eyes strayed to her small breasts with pink nipples that appeared to be erect. “Are you cold?” he asked despite the oppressive heat and the girl shock her head.

“The furnace is on this level so the temperature never drops significantly,” said Dumont-Stokes. “Are you still experiencing erotic inclinations, Marion?” he added.

The girl suddenly burst in a torrent of words that tumbled over themselves in their haste. “Oh, doctor. I won’t ever do that again. Please tell my father that I promise not to do that anymore. I only did it the once and I’m very sorry, but I want to go home. I don’t like it here. I want to see my mother and Alfie. Tell father that I’ll prey for forgiveness every night forever if he’ll let me come home again and I won’t ever touch myself or have any improper thoughts.”

“Oh Marion…” said Dumont-Stokes and held up his hand. “You know we can't just do that. Your actions were instigated by a disease and it’s essential that we effect a proper cure before we can consider your rehabilitation. My staff and I are working as hard as we can on your behalf, but you must be prepared to give us more time. Patience is a virtue, Marion. You must remember that,” and the doctor walked on along the passage to leave Marion alone with her thoughts. “Alfie’s her pet dog,” he muttered quietly.

They moved on to the next cell and Grey saw a pretty, fair-haired girl who regarded him with sad eyes. She, too, was sitting on her bunk, this time with a blanket wrapped about her shoulders and pulled her shackled legs under the coarse material as the men approached, but, unlike Marion, she appeared to have no other personal restraints. Dumont-Stokes explained that Angela was from an upper-class family and was found drunk and disorderly one evening after a party. Her father managed to convince an understanding judge that rather than tarnish the family name with a criminal conviction, she was suffering from a treatable hysteria. “We are working on the principle that her drinking was a result of an internal imbalance of fluids and are attempting to rectify the condition.”

He looked towards the girl and said in a louder voice, “Angela… Come and meet Mr McDonald.” The girl stood with the blanket still wrapped tightly about her body, but the doctor added: “Leave the blanket on the bed.”

She looked at the doctor and then at Grey before slowly unwrapping herself and dropping the cover back on the bunk in a heap. When she hobbled towards the bars, she had one arm crossed over her breasts and the other hand concealing her pubic hair.

“Angela. Tell Mr McDonald what’s wrong with you.”

“I think I'm addicted to strong drink,” she said in a quiet voice.

“You think?” queried the doctor before turning towards Grey. “You see, she won’t even accept her condition even when all the evidence is stacked against her. It’s a sad day when one so young falls under the spell of addiction in whatever form,” added the doctor. “Yet another mutation of a disease that can present in so many different ways,” and he moved on to the next cell.

Jennie: A small, waif-like girl in her early twenties. “She has been recently married, but her husband complains that she has been withholding his martial rights.  When he tries to unite with her, he says she at first becomes anxious and complains of headaches, and then when he becomes more insistent, she starts crying and does all she can to impede penetration. It’s been our task to make her more comfortable with her marital obligations.”

Jennie looked at the men and moved uncomfortably on her bunk. Like the others, she too was naked with shackled ankles and her arms were strapped behind her like Marion, but there was an extra burden: about her waist was a wide, leather belt with a second belt linked to it at front and back and pulled tight between her legs.

“The band holds an artificial erect penis in place. We’re using a form of exposure therapy to reduce her hysteria,” revealed Dumont-Stokes to justify her unusual restraints. The girl flopped down on her mattress and turned in an ungainly manner to conceal her naked bosom from her visitors, but the movement was taxing and caused her to emit an involuntary moan as she drew her knees up to her chest.

“Jennie…” called out the doctor, but the girl didn’t move.

“Let the lassie be,” said Grey. “It looks like she has more than enough to think about. As a scientist, I can see that there’s plenty logic in your reasoning here and I presume there’s an easy way ta tell if she’s cured.”

“Indeed. But we cannot rush these things. We will attempt a union in due course, once we are assured that the cure is permanent. A few more weeks, maybe a month or two, and I’ll invite her husband in for an exploratory conjugal visit. As I’m sure you already know, hysteria is a difficult complaint to cure. One may think it’s been beaten, but the symptoms can suddenly flare up again without warning. You can only really be sure you’ve succeeded when the girl becomes docile and submissive and no longer fights against her treatment, and even then, it’s usually months or even years before you have the confidence to release her back into ordinary society. Depriving them of clothes and the restraints help to promote a submissive and subservient attitude, of course, and this approach has been shown to reduce the treatment period considerably.”

The next cell held Agnes, a buxom girl in her mid-twenties who, to Grey’s surprise, smiled at her visitors. Her wrists had been locked into cuffs attached to either side of a wide strap about her waist and her legs, instead of being merely restrained with a hobble, were strapped together at ankles and knees. She was heavier than the other girls with a bounteous bust that bounced when she hopped towards them.

“Good morning, Agnes. How are you today?”

She pressed herself against the bars so that her breasts squeezed through the gaps. “My titties are itching, doctor. Please do something.”

“Now you know I shouldn’t be encouraging you,” said Dumont-Stokes. “You get quite enough attention already from the orderlies. They have their own tasks to do, you know, and can’t spend all day pandering to your little whims.”

All the time he was talking, Dumont-Stokes was scratching at her left teat with a fingernail whilst the girl was making soft cooing sounds. He dropped his hand and stepped back, but the girl didn’t move; just looked hopefully towards Grey who tried to ignore her.

“Goodbye, gentlemen,” she said with a husky voice as they walked on.

“What’s ailing yon Agnes?” asked Grey as they moved beyond earshot.

“To be honest, no-one is really quite sure. She shows no appetite for leaving here and for the time being our beneficiaries are content to continue with her financial support, so we accept her presence and continue with her treatment as if she is as indisposed as our other residents. It was her own idea to strap her legs together, you know.”

“Curious,” muttered Grey and Dumont-Stokes nodded in agreement.

The next two cells were empty and then they reached a corner in the passageway. The next section contained no barred cells, but, instead, a row of heavy oak doors. Dumont-Stokes stopped outside the first one.

“My next patient is Mary, a particular favourite of mine, not least owing to the challenge her condition presents. She has been admitted at the request of her husband, a Mr Shufflewright, who happens to be one of our longest standing patrons. Mary’s hysteria originates from her desire to seek a divorce and Mr Shufflewright is, understandably, disconcerted by her contentious and pugnacious attitude. He cannot account for her behaviour that presents itself as aggressive rebellion against his authority, but suggests, rightly in my opinion, that because it is associated with her marital status, it must be a form of hysteria that’s sexual in nature.

“Her problems can, therefore, be surmised to originate from the usual accumulation of toxic fluids, however, Mr Shufflewright has very generously agreed to give up much of his time to assist in the fluid’s dispersal. Marital relations are, of course, one of the most efficacious methods of dispersing these toxins.”

Dumont-Stokes paused with his hand on the door latch. “He owns stables and a smithy in Horsham and has been invaluable to this establishment over the years. His company has made much of the equipment we use here and we feel an extra responsibility to do whatever we can to ease his problem.”

“And what of Mrs Shufflewright? Mary? How is she responding to your treatment?”

“It’s too early to tell, really. We’ve only been treating her for a few months and she has not yet shown any willingness to withdraw the divorce request, but we shall persevere. I’m sure that once she comes to terms with the fact that Mr Shufflewright is so devoted to her that he’s willing to dedicate so much of his time to restoring her health, she will reconsider her imprudent actions.”

Still the doctor hesitated with his hand on the latch. “She’s not usually detained in this room; she’s normally lodged with the others in the ordinary cells, but we’re expecting a conjugal visit from her husband this afternoon, so we have relocated her to offer him some privacy.”

“A conjugal visit?” repeated Grey. “Aye, it must be gratifying to know you're relying upon nature rather than science for her cure.”

“Yes, indeed… Every three days; he’s as regular as clockwork.”

At that point, Dumont-Stokes lit the oil lamp he was carrying using a taper and an adjacent gas lamp and lifted the latch to enter the darkened room.

Immediately, there was an animal-like cry from the dark and it wasn’t until the doctor had lit a second oil lamp on the wall near the door that Mary was illuminated. She was sitting on a low stool in the centre of the room with her legs spread wide before her, her feet held apart by a three-foot-long bar fixed between her ankles. Grey estimated that she was in her mid-thirties and despite her restraints, Mary was revealed to be a woman of astonishing beauty. She was unusually tall with a lithe, shapely figure and full, conically shaped breasts with large teats. Her head was encased in an ornate brass cage, which made it difficult to discern much of her facial features, but long fair hair spilled around her shoulders.

Behind her, her arms were strapped together at wrists and elbows in a manner that obliged her to project her breasts to the fore. When she saw Grey, she squirmed awkwardly on the stool and then tried to stand, but she only managed a couple of inches before flopping back down again with another high-pitched cry.

“Now Mary, you know that that’s never going to work when you can’t straighten your legs,” said Dumont-Stokes good-humouredly. He approached her with the second oil lamp and Grey saw that what was actually keeping her seated were short chain links between a leather belt about her waist and wide leather bands strapped around the top of each thigh. The unusual arrangement effectively prevented her from unfolding her body to stand, but didn’t explain the presence of several other heavy iron chains amassed on the floor behind the stool. They seemed to serve no useful purpose and, intrigued, Grey moved behind her to see that links from the heap of chains were connected to her head cage, her wrists, and to the top of each of the thigh bands either side of her hips. There was also a single chain that rose to a wheel attached to the ceiling above her, traversed across the ceiling joists to pass through a second pulley wheel near the door, and thence down to a spool wheel fitted with a winding handle and ratchet mechanism.

Grey moved around her and met her startlingly blue eyes staring back up at him from a face that he could now see was dignified and finely chiselled with high cheek bones, a delicate nose and chin, and full lips.

“This is Mr McDonald who has come all the way from Scotland to see how we are helping you.”

Mary grunted and shook her head.

“Beautiful craftsmanship, is it not?” asked the doctor indicating the brass work locked about her head. “Mr Shufflewright had it made especially for her in his workshops.”

Grey noted the highly-polished bands that entrapped her hair and criss-crossed her face, dropping from her forehead to cross her cheeks either side of her nose before or passing under her ears towards the back of her neck. The cage also encircled her mouth and located the rubber plug that was rendering her speechless. Throughout, the metal was intricately engraved with swirling patterns of entwined vines that reflected the light from the lamps like the dancing flames of a fire as it conformed to the outlines of her face as if it had been moulded in place.

“George will be along shortly,” said Dumont-Stokes and she turned her head to look at him. Metal blinkers either side of her eyes inhibited peripheral vision and Grey saw that these, two, were extensively engraved. “You’ll like that, won't you?”

She met his patronising attitude with a cold stare followed by a series of muted grunts.

“Do you have something you’d like to say?” asked the doctor, to which Mary began nodding frantically. He reached out to grab the rubber plug that was between her lips, twisted it half a turn, and pulled it from her mouth, but she continued to look up at him with her mouth still wide open, her teeth held apart by an internal ring attached to the head cage by thin, brass rods at the corners of her mouth.

She turned her head to look back at Grey with drool dropping copiously from lips that were pursed to form a perfect ‘O’ and her expression was so suggestive that he had to turn away.

“I ‘owt ‘ont ta ee ‘im,” she managed with some difficulty.

“You don’t want to see him. Mary, that’s very ungracious. You must realise how much time he devotes to improving your ailing health. You know full well that he comes specially to help relieve some of the troublesome humours that are congesting you. We do our best, but we can only do so much and it is thoughtful of your husband to spare you so much of his time and energy.”

As if on cue, there was a knock on the oak door and an orderly poked his head around the frame. “Mr Shufflewright has arrived, doctor.”

“Oh good. Send him down, please.”

The head withdrew and Dumont-Stokes turned his attention back to Mary. “There. I told you.”

She stiffened and repeated her previous assertion: “Oh… I ‘owt ‘ont ta ee ‘im,” and then gave a long groan as the doctor ignored what she was saying and casually cupped one of her heavy, projecting breasts in his palm.

“I find physical contact often calms the patient and promotes a successful paroxysm. Don’t you agree, Mr MacDonald?”

Grey had to agree and nodded.

“So much of the science of psychiatry has to do with emotional responses.”

Even from his inexpert perspective, Grey considered that a gross understatement.

“A good psychiatrist should always take every opportunity to show the patient that he’s empathetic to her emotional state,” and he demonstrated his empathy by stroking her nipple with his thumb. Mary tried to twist away again, but his grip was too strong.

They heard footsteps approaching and the door swung open again.

“George… Good to see you again. Come in and meet Mr MacDonald. He’s visiting from Scotland and I was just introducing him to your wife.” The doctor released the teat and indicated Grey with a sweeping gesture.

“Mr MacDonald,” said the man in a rural Sussex accent and held out his hand. “Very pleased ta meet you.” He was about fifty years of age, a portly fellow with a ruddy, wind-blown complexion and a huge, feathery moustache that belied his bald crown. He was dressed in country tweeds, brown brogue shoes, and a heavy cape which he removed and hung on a hook behind the door. The riding crop he was carrying he flicked against his shin.

A few seconds behind George Shufflewright and accompanied by one of the orderlies was a young woman and he waved his hand expansively in her direction. “And my I introduce my personal assistant, Miss Ester Bridger.” She was a good ten years younger than his wife, but had the same golden coloured hair that contrasted well with the floor-length, red satin gown she wore. Grey couldn’t fail to notice that her gown displayed even more cleavage than Cecilia’s and, like Cecilia, she was also wearing a large jewel on a gold chain around her neck, this one ruby red to match the dress.

Ester smiled and dipped her head to Grey. Her face was flushed and her breathing rapid as, with a barely concealed grin, she turned her attention to Mary and moved to stand directly in front of her.

Mary seemed equally excited to see Ester: “Oh. End ‘er away…”

“Don’t be like that, Mrs Shufflewright. I’ve only come to lend you my support.” She stepped over the bar between Mary’s spread legs and bent forward to touch Mary’s tongue through her open mouth, oblivious to her own ballooning breasts nearly falling from the front of her gown. “It’s so nice that they’ve allowed you to be unplugged today.”

“Oh. Ow away. Yor a ‘itch…”

Grey watched astonished as Ester squatted and held her breasts, one resting in each hand with her teats caught under Ester’s thumbs.

“Oh… ‘itch, ‘itch, ‘itch…” cried Mary and tried to break free, but Ester’s grasp was too fierce and all Mary succeeded in achieving was to stretch herself.

Grey turned to Dumont-Stokes. “You allow her to touch the patient?”

“Of course. It can do no harm and often enhances the subsequent paroxysm. Ester frequently accompanies Mr Shufflewright and has known Mrs Shufflewright for a long time.”

Ester, now with a huge grin, looked at Grey. “And she does have such lovely big boobies…” and Ester demonstrated the fact by bouncing them energetically.

“Ahhh! I ate ‘ou. Go a-ay.”

George Shufflewright stepped smartly forward to take the plug from the doctor’s hand and pressed it back into Mary’s open mouth. “Now if you can’t be civil to poor Ester, we won’t let you speak at all and if you don’t like seeing her… Well, that can be remedied too,” and he snapped the brass blinkers either side of her eyes into their closed positions to leave her blindfolded.

Mary gave a long, muffled groan and Ester added in a conciliatory tone, “It’s all right; I know you didn’t mean it,” and she gave her teats a final little tweak before releasing her hold to stand.

“And how is the o’ girl this morning? Has she mentioned ‘you-know-what’ anymore?” asked Shufflewright. “I must say, she’s looking good.”

“Oh, I’m sure she’s been looking forward to your attentions, George, as she always does. There’s nothing like the personal touch when it comes to treating someone plagued by such a distressing disorder. I believe, however, she is still intent on seeking a divorce. I know how upsetting this is for you and I’d like to assure you that we’re doing all we can.”

“Umm; I feared as much. No improvement yet. Well, I’ll give ‘er another rogering to see if that ‘elps. Hoist ‘er up and let’s ‘ave a look at ‘er.”

Dumont-Stoke moved back to the door and began turning the handle and, to the accompaniment of loud clicking and clanking noises, the chain behind Mary started to rise as its other end wound steadily about the spool. The first indication that something was happening to affect Mary was when her arms began to rise slowly behind her back and then, as the doctor continued turning the handle, chains from her wrists to her thighs tightened and she erected like an umbrella to reveal the true nature of her restraints. Unable to unfold at her waist, her thighs formed an acute angle with her belly and her torso dropped forward as her hips were lifted, her waist was pulled down, and her vulva was forced back between her spread thighs. Furthermore, her arms were now swinging uselessly above her back and the chain to the top of her head cage had tensioned to lift her head so that she was obliged to peer blindly straight ahead.

Once Mary’s toes were barely touching the concrete and she was obliged to proffer her underside obscenely to the rear between her widely spread thighs, Dumont-Stokes stopped winding in the chain. The loud clanking ceased as the pawl mechanism dropped onto the ratchet for the last time to lock the spool and Mary was left swaying gently. Mary’s change of circumstance seemed to occur so seamlessly and was so profound that Grey was left breathless at the extent of her manipulation and then he saw the stool on the floor behind her.

“It’s another item that Mr Shufflewright has been good enough to manufacture especially for Mrs Shufflewright,” said the doctor. “He says it stops her slipping from the stool and helps to prepare her for the matrimonial coupling; gets her juices flowing so-to-speak.”

The stool was made from heavy gauge iron and in the centre of its circular seat was welded a substantial metal, ball-ended phallus glistening with lubricant in the subdued light. All the time Mary Shufflewright had been seated, she’d been trapped on the post and unable to lift herself from its intimate hold.

“She’s very slippery back here,” said Ester now squatting behind Mary.

“That will be the grease I used,” said Dumont-Stokes.

“Not entirely,” said the girl. “I think Mrs Shufflewright has been fantasizing about her husband.”

Mary gave another long groan and then a startled squealing sound as she began wriggling frantically from her supporting chains like a trapped fish.

“Ester…” called Shufflewright. “That’s enough now. You go with the orderly and wait for me in the drawing room. I have matrimonial duties that will occupy me for a while.”

“Well, don’t be long. You don’t want to spoil ‘er.”

“No indeed,” and he watched the orderly open the door for Ester, the girl giving Mary one last wry smile and then walking away with a coquettish wiggle. Shufflewright moved the redundant stool out of the way and inspected his wife more closely. “And as for you, my dear, I can see that you're quite ready for me.” He moved slowly around her, tapping his riding crop against the twin globes of her raised bottom and the sides of her breasts as they hung low beneath her chest like the udders of a cow.

He paused at her head and touched her cheek with his fingers. “If you're lucky, my dear, I’ll remove your mouth plug for a short while so you can tell me how much you appreciate my attention.”

The unfortunate woman gave another muffled groan and started shaking her head from side to side to indicate her displeasure, but with her body effectively suspended, all that really achieved was to draw attention to her breasts as they rocked beneath her.

“George,” said the doctor. “Come up to my office when you're done and we’ll share a claret. I have acquired a particularly fine vintage.”

“Delighted,” said Shufflewright and moved to stand behind his wife. “And now, gentlemen, if you’ll excuse me, I have duties I must attend to,” and he laid a proprietorial his hand upon her naked rump.

“Come, Mr MacDonald. We should leave these two lovers alone to their tryst,” but Shufflewright had one last question as they moved towards the door…

“Should I seat her afterwards?”

Dumont-Stokes considered this for a few moments and then said, “No… That didn’t go well last time you tried. It really needs two persons to align her properly. She’ll be fine hanging around for a while. Just leave her to air.”


Chapter 16    
Hannah

Dumont-Stokes started back along the corridor towards the staircase while Grey stood rooted to the spot, a terrible cold suddenly gripping his heart. All the while the doctor had been expounding on the treatment of his other hysterical women, Grey had been thinking about Hannah and now the doctor was proposing to return to the upper levels of the hospital without even mentioning her. Had she not survived?

He concentrated all his efforts into steadying his composure and then asked, in a voice he hoped sounded casual, “Is that all the hysterical lassies you have? I expected more.”

Dumont-Stokes turned and hesitated. “We do have one other patient, but she is currently undergoing therapy and I’m loathe to interrupt.”

Grey gave a long sigh of relief that Dumont-Stokes misinterpreted as regret for a missed opportunity of witnessing ground-breaking technology.

“Well, as you're a scientific man, Mr MacDonald, I’m sure the intrusion will be more than compensated by the benefits your experience might bring to your own asylums. I would, however, ask you to refrain from touching or speaking directly to the girl. She was brought here a few nights ago in a serious catatonic state as a result of spasms brought about by over-indulgence in onanism. So dire was her condition, that we thought at one time we might lose her, but her condition has since stabilized and we are now trying to gradually reduce her addiction.

“You must realise, though, that her situation is still grave and we must not excite her. Come… She’s this way in a special treatment room.”

The ‘Special Treatment Room’ turned out to be through the next door and was just like Mary’s except that it contained a long wooden bench at its centre and was better lit by several oil lamps. Hannah was strapped to the bench and, unsurprisingly, she too was naked. She slowly turned her head to look at the men as they entered.

She was lying on her back and had been refitted with the restraints that Dr Michaels had supplied: the metal head cage that held a brank in her mouth and the body harness that encircled her breasts and pinned her arms to her sides, but now the protective cups were omitted so that the iron rings, by squeezing her, merely caused her to project more than was natural. The harness had been supplemented by straps that held her torso securely to the surface of the bench, but left her legs relatively free.

“She has now been formally diagnosed as suffering from nymphomania…” said Dumont-Stokes.

“Really,” said Grey. “May I ask by whom?”

“Oh, that would be me,” said the doctor and gave Grey a self-deprecating smile. “I have had a lot of experience with the disease and once I was able to conduct a full examination, there was no doubt in my mind. The hysteria has encouraged the accumulation of toxins within her pelvis and this has resulted in irritation that the poor girl is now finding almost impossible to ignore. She has become addicted to satisfying this itch and this, in turn, is only making her condition worse. It is now up to me to break this destructive cycle and to do that, as you can see, I’m using the very latest technology: the power of electricity. Step closer, Mr McDonald, and I’ll explain the theory behind this treatment.”

Grey wondered whether she’d recognised him, but after mere moments, there could be no doubt. Her eyes followed him from the door and then suddenly lit up with a burning light that was almost searing in its intensity; his subterfuge was totally transparent as far as Hannah was concerned. He gave her a half-hearted smile and, with the hand hidden from Dumont-Stokes, a weak wave that was more of a warning than a greeting.

“She’s a pretty one, don’t you think?” asked the doctor.

“Och aye. Pretty enough,” answered Grey staring hypnotically into her dark eyes.

“Being unmarried, young Hannah here is not as lucky as Mary Shufflewright, but in any case she has passed well beyond the point where mere matrimonial ministrations would suffice. And that is where the technology of electricity can help.

“I, myself, have studied the great experiments of Golding Bird at Guy’s Hospital in ‘36 and am now considered to be one of the best qualified Medical Galvanists in Sussex.”

Grey, who was still staring at Hannah whilst trying to listen to the gushing doctor, wondered who it was that was doing all this considering. Dumont-Stokes had no such concerns and continued with his monologue.

“As you can see, this apparatus is designed using the basic principles of aversion therapy. Firstly, I offer the patient the prospect of self-stimulation that she, as a nymphomaniac, should find almost irresistible. You know, young girls have been known to use all sorts of implements to quell the irritation they experience, irritation that in a less developed scenario would naturally be alleviated by the attentions of a husband. In this case I have chosen to offer her the metallic dildo that you see between her legs. If she chooses to avail herself of the temptation, she’s rewarded with an unpleasant surprise, which, in turn, creates the aversion. The surprise is, of course, a painful but short-lived electrical shock where she was hoping for nothing more than satisfying friction, but, and this is the clever aspect of my design, I utilise the electrical energy passing through her legs from the shock to induce the muscles to spasm and cause a secondary stimulation. In time, she will begin to associate this secondary stimulation with the pain of the electrical excitation and, voila, the destructive cycle of itch and quench will be broken.”

All the time Dumont-Stokes was speaking, Hannah was motionless with her eyes fixed on Grey. She, of course, was more than conversant with the workings of the device that sent an electrical pulse from the metallic dildo through her legs to the metal shackles about her ankles. She was lying with her knees bent and splayed open by a wooden batten linking her ankle shackles. This batten, in turn, was attached at its mid-point to the long operating rod of the dildo and that rod was limited in its motion by passing through a ring bolt near its free end.

Grey’s attention was drawn to a small electrical switch mounted on the dildo’s rod a couple of inches from Hannah's crotch. The switch was operated by an extension probe backed by a weak spring that lightly touched her skin.

“It must be exasperating for a girl like Hannah to feel the promise of this device so acutely, but if she attempts to quench the itch it awakens, the switch is triggered and the electrical impulse released. That instantly causes her leg muscles to contract to create the secondary stimulation at the very moment that the pain of the electrical pulse strikes and, thereby, forever binds the two sensations together in her mind to create the aversion.”

Grey swallowed as the devious intricacies of the device were revealed. “But surely, the electrical energy could damage the lassie?”

“No, not at all… Allow me to demonstrate…” and before Grey could stop him, he touched the sensor between her legs to trigger the switch. Hannah's whole body seemed to jump as, with a shriek, her legs spasmed to jerk the dildo deeper and slap the sensor probe hard against her crotch. However, the spasm lasted no more than a fraction of a second and, with a long sigh, Hannah relaxed once more and the device reset.

“See,” said the doctor. “No lasting effect and, if you look here, you can see that the impact hasn’t even broken her skin.” He’d walked around the bench and was holding apart her labial lips with his fingers to prove his point.

Grey stared at Hannah's face. Her eyes were moist, but she held his gaze without blinking. “I must congratulate ye, doctor. It must be rewarding to ken that the girl is effectively teaching ‘erself to resist temptation.”

“Indeed it is, Mr McDonald. Or indeed it would be with any other girl, but with Hannah we have a problem. Whereas with all the other girls who have experienced this therapy, it worked well enough, with Hannah we realised that after a very short while, she wasn’t activating it at all.”

“But surely, that proves yon lassie’s cured?”

“No woman has ever been cured that quickly. It takes months of work to effect a proper cure. No… Hannah has proved to be a very strong willed girl and she was forcing herself not to submit to temptation, but to remain motionless and bide her time, thereby defeating the whole treatment regime. But I am not so easily thwarted, Mr McDonald. Instead, I have fitted a mechanical timer in addition to the manual switch so that she’s shocked every ten minutes even when she doesn’t activate the device herself. The aversion theory behind the therapy is unaffected: she experiences a painful electrical discharge at the same instant that her maniacal tendencies are excited and she inevitably associates the two.”

“I have to tell ye, doctor, that I’ve seen something similar before with the treatment of a wee lassie in Northumberland and the result was far from successful. Admittedly, the poor wee thing was cured of her onanistic tendencies, but her ability to walk afterwards was severely compromised.”

“Really…” muttered Dumont-Stokes as he peered at his electric device. Grey was looking at Hannah's eyes that had opened unnaturally wide, but relaxed somewhat with an almost imperceptible shake of his head. However, his ploy didn’t work…

“Even so, Mr McDonald, I believe the benefits outweigh the risks. I have arranged for her treatment to last no more than three hours a day and have adjusted the galvanometer so that she’s energised with the least necessary current; I feel I can do no more…”

“I have to say, doctor, that I’m unhappy about this. We are, after all, trying to cure the poor lassie, not torture her.”

“Mr McDonald. This is the very latest technology and the theory behind the treatment is sound. The girl has the very best care available. Now, if you’ll excuse me a moment, I’ll just wind up the timer,” and he disappeared beneath the table at her feet.

Grey took the opportunity to squeeze Hannah's hand and tried to smile, but his expression was more of a grimace. Nevertheless, her fingers responded with a squeeze of their own even though her face was incapable of assuming any expression. The phased clicking of the clockwork mechanism being rewound suddenly ceased and Grey dropped her hand as Dumont-Stokes rose from the end of the table.

“Perhaps you’ll feel differently once you’ve witnessed the device operate again; it shouldn’t be long now…”

Grey reluctantly lapsed into silence while Dumont-Stokes talked and they waited for the timer to trigger. “I understand that the girl was originally diagnosed with hysteria after she refused to acknowledge the wishes of her guardian. Apparently, she was refusing to marry a vicar and a very well-regarded one at that. Can you believe that? Sadly, despite being treated at home by a visiting psychiatrist, her condition deteriorated until she descended into nymphomania and became afflicted by seizures. Of course, her doctors didn’t have the benefits of our advanced expertise. Did you know that Benjamin Franklin discovered electricity over a hundred years ago; yes of course you did; you’re a scientist.” It was then that he noticed Grey staring at Hannah's face and the girl staring back. “She has a pleasing face, doesn’t she? Perhaps her nose is a little too narrow; it’s difficult to tell when she’s wearing that head cage…”

It was then that both men jumped when Hannah suddenly shrieked a second time and her legs muscles involuntarily contracted. Grey looked back to her face. There were more tears now in the corners of her eyes, but she gave him a slight nod to indicate that the experience was bearable. They both knew that there were only eight days to go before she was twenty-one; eight more days before Grey could seek her release without Greenford interfering. Hannah was telling him she could cope with that.

“Well, Mr MacDonald. That concludes the tour. I suggest we retire to my office to sample the claret and leave the young lady to wrestle with her internal demons. If you're satisfied with what you’ve seen, you can leave me a cheque and tomorrow have the opportunity of meeting Hannah and the others again when they experience their morning treatment regimes.” He turned his attention to Hannah… “Goodbye, my dear. Keep up the good work,” and he patted her arm. That was the extent of the doctor’s encouragement and he led the way from the room. “Mr Shufflewright will be joining us shortly and then I should arrange for Mrs Shufflewright to be dismantled so she can return to her bed to bask in the warm glow of her recent conjugal coupling. Today is turning into a good day all around.”


Chapter 17    
Institutional Decongestent

Grey was dressed as before and waiting at the gates of Helensdean at ten o'clock the next morning. He was not alone. There were ten other people waiting too, including George Shufflewright and Miss Ester Bridger. The others were all elderly men except for a young couple giggling and nudging each other and a much older woman dressed totally in black who stood by herself on the edge of the group.

The young couple intrigued Grey, particularly the girl. Why was she there? Did she realize what she was about to witness? She looked respectable and middle-class in her late teens or early twenties and she was well dressed in a heavy gown over the usual tightly laced corset, numerous muslin petticoats and a high necked, fine cotton blouse. Her hair had been creatively crafted in a high style that reflected the latest London fashion trend, as did her skirts that were spread behind her by a modest, low slung bustle. She hung attentively on the arm of similarly aged youth who looked uncomfortable in a bowler hat and a dark, three-piece business suit, and she giggled teasingly at her escort’s trivial jokes.

“Good morning, ladies and gentlemen,” announced Dumont-Stokes appearing quite suddenly from the lodge and unlocking the gates. “What a lovely morning it is. So good to be out on such a day.”

“It is for those able to enjoy it,” Grey muttered to himself thinking of the young women they were about to see locked in the cellars.

“Please follow me. As usual, we’ll begin the day’s treatment pattern in the hydrotherapy facility.”

The assembly trooped up the drive after the doctor and descended the stairs to the cellars, but instead of turning left towards the cells, they turned right into another passageway. They entered through the first door into a large room brightly lit by several gas lanterns. Along the right-hand side of the room was a raised walkway and to the left, three stalls at a lower level, each supplied with two standpipes and an array of hoses and other fittings.

Two hospital orderlies, anonymous men dressed in dark grey uniforms who could almost disappear into the surface of the dingy walls when they weren’t required, were working in the first stall. One was holding a chart and the other adjusting the height of the furthest of the standpipes using a large wrench to clamp the pipe in position.

Dumont-Stokes came over to stand beside Grey as he watched the orderlies go about their business. “I expect you’ll find our techniques far in advance to what you're used to seeing… We do pride ourselves on our technology.”

“Water therapy can be very calming,” said Grey, but Dumont-Stokes just laughed.

“That’s not the purpose of our facility. Here we’re combining two long-standing treatments; that of using internal quenching to wash out the toxins and control emotional body temperatures coupled with the more usual hydrotherapy treatments available at the best spas to initiate paroxysms. I'm very proud of this facility; it uses the best features of any in the country and has the advantage that once the girls are installed, the program can move through the various stages of treatment without a break, thus saving not only time and effort, but minimising the disruption normally associated with moving between different phases of treatment.”

Dumont-Stokes watched Grey with an amused expression as his guest tried to make sense of the facility before him.

“Put simply, the first stage is a warm water douche to cleanse the patient and prepare her for paroxysm; it has the opposite effect of cold-water quenching in that it excites the girl rather than suppresses her ardour. At the appropriate time, additional jets help to induce the paroxysm by, well… you'll see how. Finally, a cold water quench relieves any residual excitations once the paroxysm has passed. There is additional treatment that’s integrated into this standard programme, but it’s not applied to all the patients. It relates to the bowels owing to the fact that some forms of female hysteria seems to be connected with, if not altogether dependent upon, fluid balances in the colon. It may be a little uncomfortable, but many young women have had their health restored by such therapy.”

Before him, Grey saw that the orderlies were now adjusting the height of the final standpipe. “And your benefactors can all witness these treatments?”

“Mr McDonald, it’s obvious to me that you have entirely misinterpreted a basic premise of the treatments here. As you will no doubt be aware, if you talk to most of these women and they deign to favour you with a response, they will sound just as sane as your neighbours and therein lies the peril. One is tempted to think that they are, in fact, sane, but in reality, they are at their most dangerous because one never knows what they might do next. It is far better to wait until they have their spirit broken and adopt a passive-submissive state. It may take some years to attain, but at least then you can be sure that you have actually beaten the hysteria.”

It was not what Grey was expecting to hear and his unease was apparent to Dumont-Stokes.

“You must remember that I told you yesterday that our aim is to make the patients docile and submissive so that we can be sure that we’ve mastered the disease and with this equipment we can sometimes achieve that in a matter of months, a few years at the most, where other establishments may take several years. This condensed timescale is due in no small part to the help of our benefactors who devote to us so much of their time. You see, they not only supply funding, but usually actively assist with the treatments and, just as importantly, their presence encourages a sense of social degradation which, in turn, promotes an atmosphere of submission.”

“But…” stuttered Grey. “But they’re untrained. They could injure the wee lassies.”

“That risk is very slight and the benefits can be immense. I have already explained to you that treatment for feminine hysteria, particularly when the patient exhibits aggressive or contentious behaviour, is most efficacious when that patient feels submissive and vulnerable. It’s the reason why we deprive them of clothes and limit not only their freedom of movement, but also their ability to inhibit others from interacting with them. It’s not hard to see why this approach works so well; if the girl is deprived of everything that makes her feel secure such as clothes, a sense of propriety and modesty, and the ability to press or express her will, she cannot help but feel subservient in the presence of company. Furthermore and perhaps even more importantly, the resultant paroxysms are often considerably enhanced by the actions of our visiting benefactors. Some of them can be very imaginative and, of course, the patients have no way of limiting either the scope or the duration of any stimuli their visitors may apply, particularly if they are inhibited from speaking.”

“I'm nay at all sure I can fully support this approach, doctor. It would be easy for a visitor to get carried away.”

“Oh, the orderlies keep a lookout to ensure no-one gets over-exuberant and, to date, we have never had serious cause for concern. There has been the occasional bruise or abrasion, but it’s inconsequential when weighed against the benefits.”

Dumont-Stokes looked to Grey for his approval and Grey felt it prudent to nod knowingly. And then the door opened behind them: “Ah, here comes Marion now.”

The girl walked passively with her arms still restrained by the straps behind her back and taking short, fast steps between two large women nurses to keep pace with her ankles hobbled, until she saw Dumont-Stokes.

“Please, doctor. I really do promise not to do it anymore…”

“Now Marion, you know that’s not good enough. We must ensure that the seminal fluids that collect in your pelvis are relieved and washed away before they cause real distress. It’s all for the best I assure you.”

“But I don’t have any of those fluids now; they’ve all gone.”

The doctor smiled indulgently. “You know perfectly well that’s not true. One only has to observe your paroxysms to realise that.”

She looked down and Grey thought she was going to cry, but she sighed deeply and allowed the nurses to lead her forward. They took her over to the rearmost standpipe in stall one and she stood looking down at it with resignation. Grey saw then that it wasn’t just a plain pipe as he’d imagined; it was, in fact, similar in proportions to an erect penis and finished with a rounded top reminiscent of the male glans and ridges on its shaft that looked almost like veins. In one important respect, the phallus did differ from its human pattern: around the lower lip of the glans was a ring of holes through which the water was ejected.

One of the nurses spread a lubricant that looked suspiciously like lard over the phallus while the other held the girl by her arm. When the lubricator was satisfied, the two women lifted the girl off her feet and, to the accompaniment of a shrill shriek from the girl, set her down over the pipe. Grey saw at once the importance of setting the correct height beforehand and Marion was left balancing on the balls of her feet. She was now trapped and swivelled from side to side in vain while the nurses pulled her ankles as far apart as her hobble chain allowed and clipped retaining chains to her fetters to hold them in place and stop her turning excessively on her mounting. Finally, one of the woman hooked a chain hanging from the ceiling to the straps holding her arms behind her back and tensioned it to remove the slack.

“It’s to stop her flopping forward as is often the case when the paroxysm hits,” said Dumont-Stokes. The girl looked at her audience with wild, frightened eyes and, as the nurses moved away, all but the old woman in black approached her intent on doing what they could to assist with the paroxysm by their own versions of a medical massage. Grey noted that Shufflewright’s mistress, Ester, was leading the group and, unsurprisingly, was proving particularly expert in the application of stimuli. The young couple were there, too, with the girl rather tentatively touching Marion’s back, but the young man leaning over her shoulder to steal a kiss while clinging limpet-like to one of her breasts.

Dumont-Stokes saw the look on Grey’s face as he watched Marion close her eyes and swing her shoulders from side to side in an attempt to defeat the visitors’ charity. “Don’t be too concerned for her; she’s soon going to have to share their attentions with Agnes.”

Agnes, freed from her leg straps and fitted with the more usual hobble, was led into the hydrotherapy room like Marion between two large nurses and, like Marion, seemed placid and resigned. Unlike Marion, there was a smile of excited anticipation on her face.

“Oh Agnes,” muttered Dumont-Stokes. “It’s almost as if she actually enjoys the treatment, however unlikely that may seem.”

The doctor proceeded to instruct Grey on women’s sexual physiology, a diatribe he’d already heard from Weston. “Women are naturally impassive creatures and derive no actual physical enjoyment from marital coupling. Unlike a man who experiences lust and passion followed by a sexual orgasm, a woman derives her gratification from knowing she has received the man’s seed and the possibility of motherhood. A woman’s paroxysm is sometimes compared to a man’s orgasm, but in reality, is nothing more than a nervous spasm induced by the pelvic manipulation inadvertently provided by her husband’s movements.”

“Indeed,” said Grey. “That is the commonly perceived wisdom.”

“These treatments, although of curious interest to our male benefactors…” Dumont-Stokes almost winked at that point. “Yes… Curious interest, but they mean nothing more to these poor hysterical women than any other medical procedure.”

Not for the first time did Grey feel a sense that something was amiss with that statement. He’d bedded several women in his army career as any red-blooded soldier is expected to do, Indian and Arab women in particular, and there was little doubt in his mind that these women enjoyed the experience just as much as he had. They had no marital responsibilities, they weren’t obliged to participate, but entered into the coupling with an enthusiasm that was rare to find in British women. It was too much to believe there was actually a physiological difference between the races and that left him with the uncomfortable conclusion that current medical thinking was all wrong.

He was shaken from his contemplation by Agnes’s scream as she, too, was lowered onto her slippery douche pipe. No sooner had her legs been spread and the safety chain hooked to the straps at her back than most of the merry band of visitors abandoned the modest charms of Marion for the more bounteous attributes of Agnes.

The third stall was soon occupied by Jeannie, the small girl who’d been so recently married. Grey wondered about the mentality of a husband who would submit his new wife to such treatment, but perhaps he was desperate for the carnal rewards he’d promised himself. He’d heard of cases where the woman was unable to fulfil her matrimonial duties and perhaps this treatment plan might just work. He knew that the principle had proved successful in similar cases when a person had an irrational fear of spiders, say, or heights. Continual exposure to the creatures or situation would often dull the reaction to such an extent that it no longer bothered the patient. Perhaps it would work in this instance. He hoped so as he watched the nurses unbuckling the straps about her waist and crotch that held the entrapped dildo in place. No sooner had it dropped from her body than it was replaced by the bulk of the metal post as she was dropped into position. The poor girl was to be given no respite.

With the girls installed and the three stalls now occupied, it was time to begin the therapy. The audience all moved back to a safe distance to avoid getting wet and a nurse went along the line turning on the faucets. Strong streams of warm water started gurgling from the heads of the douche pipes and all three girls suddenly became very animated. They could do little to alleviate the effects of the flow other than to keep moving on their imbedded posts to avoid the water pressure building inside them. That way, they were left with only two concerns: firstly, that the flow tended to ripple down the shafts in bubbles of moving water and produced unusual sensations particularly when it exited and made the girls’ inner labia flutter and beat against the shafts; and secondly, the movements necessary to limit the pressure of the water kept them jumping up and down on the shafts with not only the additional stimulation of the metal penises pumping in and out, but also, to the delight of their audience, the unsupported motions of their breasts. Agnes was particularly susceptible.

After a few minutes, Dumont-Stokes announced it was time to turn on the jets and three orderlies approached the other standpipes with three hoses. They connected the couplings to the top of the pipes and rotated the valves to turn on the flow and three powerful jets of water hit the girls between their legs. The water sprayed from their skin in fan shaped cascades that sparkled in the gas lights and added additional urgency to their movements.

Now the watchers split into three groups and gathered around the three hoses. One of the orderlies surrendered his apparatus to the young man who knew just where to aim to make Marion jump even higher and applied himself to the task with merry chuckles. Ester commandeered Jennie’s hose and the final one was relinquished to a series of older gentlemen on a rota system who then directed their attentions principally at Agnes’s heavy breasts which flopped from side to side under the impact of the spray. George Shufflewright, although present, seemed content to watch Ester enjoying herself.

It didn’t take long for all three girls to enter a state of continuous paroxysm and their screams mixed with the infantile glee of their tormentors echoed around the stone walls. They had little choice but to keep moving on their rigid posts while all the while their toxic secretions were teased from them to be washed harmlessly away with the therapeutic waters.

In time, the orderlies returned and turned off both the hoses and the standpipes and the three unfortunate young women sagged in their bonds to recover what composure they could. They knew, however, that their ordeal was not quite over. They’d each been driven to a watery paroxysm, but now their ardour needed to be cooled and the modern method of doing that was again with water.

The orderlies turned another set of valves and once more the water started to flow through the standpipes and their integrated phalli, only instead of the warmed water from the hot water cylinder, this time the water dropped from a cistern in the room above that was cooled by ice. The cold pushed the warm through the pipes until the women were suddenly hit by a freeze where moments before they had felt the heat of forced passion. Once more their screams echoed from the stones, but this time there was a subtle difference in their intonations; the cries were higher in pitch and more irregular in their delivery.

After a minute or two, the flow was stopped and the women returned to their cells in the same state in which they'd arrived. Jennie was the last to go after being refitted with her personal phallus and crotch strap so that she’d eventually become more accustomed to her new husband occupying the same location. She stumbled slowly away between the accompanying nurses with her hobble chain denying her the ability to relieve the pressure between her thighs.

“Well Mr MacDonald…” said Dumont-Stokes when the women had been led away. “What d’you think of out treatment methods?”

“Interesting,” said Grey. “But one wonders how much of the procedure is based on science and how much is merely to entertain your benefactors.”

Dumont-Stokes smiled. “Ah, we need your money Mr MacDonald, yours and that of these other good people. Hydrotherapy for hysteria is a well-researched technique with a proven track record. Most of the modern asylums are using it in some form or another. In this asylum we have optimised the use of technology to benefit from a seamless procedure that induces paroxysm to decongest the women’s pelvic areas whilst at the same time cleansing them of all feminine seminal fluids to minimise the toxic effects. Finally, we cool the area to discourage further accumulation of fluids. The fact that we allow our benefactors the opportunity to participate in these unfortunate women’s recuperative procedures does no harm to the women, tends to make their treatments more efficacious, and attracts more funds than would otherwise be the case.”

Dumont-Stokes looked at Grey expecting approval, but for Grey that was a step too far. “Well, perhaps when you’ve witnessed the rest of our daily procedures, you’ll see the wisdom of our techniques.” The doctor gave Grey another smile, this one somewhat forced, and moved on to his other guests.


Chapter 18    
Hannah is Washed

Grey turned at the sound of a cultured voice behind him and a man dressed as an upper-class butler held out a tray of red wine in fine cut-glass goblets. He took one and nodded his thanks. The orderlies had already reset the height of the stand pipes and as he sipped the rich wine, the door swung open again and Angela entered between two nurses. She was marched over to the stall and soon installed on the post so recently vacated by Marion. She looked from face to face as if searching for someone and with horror, her gaze locked onto the two younger visitors among the doctor’s guests.

Grey saw the visiting girl give Angela a small wave. The girls knew each other. They could even have been at the same party that was the root cause of Angela’s downfall and Grey wondered how such a trivial quirk of fate could result in so dramatic a change in circumstances. Whilst her friends continue to enjoy their youth with their young consorts, Angela could be incarcerated for years, her time spent primarily providing salacious entertainment for the richer classes until her hysteria was deemed ‘cured’.

As the nurses left Angela, so the distinguished local altruists gathered around her while her two young visitors hung back, the girl glancing about the room to ensure she was not being observed. Grey pretended to be absorbed elsewhere and then watched as the girl made a small, surreptitious gesture with her thumbs, rubbing them across her own breasts as she bit her lower lip and gazed at Angela’s naked body. Angela was watching her over the heads of her other visitors and shook her head with open mouth and a pleading expression in her eyes before suddenly twisting and crying out. Hands were not only gripping her teats, just as her young visitor had foretold, but were exploring all of her body as she writhed vulnerable and defenceless on her post, wriggling like a hooked worm. But even as her movements became evermore frantic, Grey noted she was careful not to cry out presumably for fear of being forcibly silenced.

The door reopened and Mary was pushed into the room. Her arms, too, were folded and strapped behind her back and two nurses held onto her forearms as a third drove her stumbling blindly forwards as she struggled with her feet tangled by the hobble. She was still wearing the ornamental brass cage about her head to retain the plug in her mouth and her blinkers had been closed, presumably to make her more docile, but her restraints were doing little to calm her. She was squirming and trying to kick right up to the moment when she was lifted off her feet and dropped down onto the lard-slickened profiled head of the standpipe.

Suddenly, the fight seemed to leave her and she stood breathing hard while her ankle cuffs were clipped to the side chains to prevent her turning and the chain above her, instead of being hooked to the straps about her arms, was linked to the ring on the crown of her head. Then an orderly flicked open the brass blinkers and she stared at those gathered about her. Her eyes settled on Ester and burned with a fierce hatred as the girl clung onto Shufflewright’s arm and grinned back.

Grey was once again surprised by her classical beauty. For the first time he now saw her standing erect and gazed as if hypnotised at her full, pointed breasts, her narrow waist and wide hips, and the long, straight bones of her thighs and calves. Her hair shone in the dim light and cascaded down her back in loose ringlets from beneath the bands of her ornamental head cage, paler than the polished brass. Despite all her trials and indignities, he could well understand why a man would fight to retain such a woman, but to have her committed was surely just spite.

George Shufflewright and Ester ambled towards her as the orderlies and nurses left and the remaining visitors hung back to give the couple space. Mary would have dropped her head if her restraints had but allowed it; as it was, she could only avert her gaze.

“Ready for your therapy?” asked Ester innocently. She looked at the fair down on the woman’s pubic bone and, immediately below it, the thick steel standpipe rising from the concrete floor. Mary was balanced on the balls of her bare feet and tried to swivel away from her tormentor, but only succeeded in screwing herself lower onto her post.

“Yes, of course you are…” cooed Ester. “You know, in some ways I envy you your tits. They're so attractive the way they project themselves and they're so sensual with these big nipples. I’m sure Mr Shufflewright likes them. It must have been awkward moving about with them, though; when you were still able to, I mean. They are quite bulky, aren’t they?”

All the time Ester was talking, she was holding Mary in the palms of her hands as if she was weighing her and all Mary could do was to try to ignore her.

“The attraction soon wears thin,” murmured Shufflewright. “And yours are pretty enough, my dear. Come, let’s leave her to derive what benefits she can from her treatment,” and, as seemed to be his habit, he snapped the leather tip of his riding crop against the side of a teat to cause her to emit a loud squeak and set her breasts swinging.

Shufflewright and Ester withdrew and were replaced by half a dozen others intent on assisting the woman with her treatment plan. An elderly man was first to touch her as, standing close, he lifted his hand to stroke her cheek between the metal straps of the head cage. She stood motionless, staring at him, and then cried out with a long, animal-like sound and squirmed ineffectually when his hand dropped first to her stomach and then slid lower.

As one, the few remaining visitors left Angela and picked their way across the concrete floor to Mary. Angela’s two young visitors at last saw their opportunity and wandered casually over to her; Grey moved nearer to hear what they were saying.

“Angie…” said the dapper young man. “You look so…” he gazed at her seeking an appropriate adjective. “So attractive.”

“You keep your hands to yourself Edward Masters,” she said.

“Don’t be stupid, Angie. We paid a lot of money to visit you today and anyway, the doctor says that touching you will do you good,” and he slipped his hand down over her abdomen to cup her pubis.” Angie jumped with the contact of his fingers and she stared at him with eyes that betrayed the shock that she felt with his intimate touch. “If you’d let me do this at the party, I wouldn’t have thought to spike your drink and you wouldn’t now be insane.”

“I’m not fucking insane,” she managed between ragged breaths as his fingers continued their examination unhindered.

“Well you look mad to me.”

“Ignore him, Ange,” said the girl and Angela looked at her with pleading eyes as Edward slipped his other hand behind her. She jumped and cried out with a tiny shriek as the boy found the secondary goal of his quest, but the girl continued oblivious to Edward’s invasive explorations. “We’ll get you out, Ange, but I can’t see how we can do that before you're twenty-one.”

Angela seemed not to hear as the boy’s hands hijacked all her attention, but then the sense of the girl’s words crept into her consciousness. “Cora,” she gasped. “That’s fifteen months away. If I have to put up with this for the next fifteen months, I will go insane.” She gasped again and turned an astonished expression towards Edward. “Please stop, Edward. Please don’t do that; take your finger out… Oh God...”

“God’s got little to do with it,” said Edward and Grey saw him lift Angela off her feet between his two hands and then let her slide back onto her phallus.

“Don’t blame Edward, Ange. Doctor Dumont-Stokes said it would be good for your treatment if we can assist with your paroxysm. He told us it helps to decongest your fanny. Anyway, look on the bright side, sweetie. You know we’re all thinking of you; we all love you.” Now the girl touched her, cupping a breast in her palm and then leaning forward to kiss her on the lips.

“Oh Cora. Please don’t.” She gave a little wriggle, but with her body so comprehensively constrained by the post, failed to dislodge either Edward or Cora.

“I’m only trying to help,” said Cora and gave the tit a squeeze.

“Yeah…” grinned Edward. “Does that tickle?” and waggled his fingers some more to make her squirm.

“Oh God,” muttered Angela quietly and closed her eyes as her young friends continued their ministrations until, more by chance than design, Edward discovered a particularly sensitive spot and she jumped high on her phallus with a shriek, only to slip back.

“I don’t want all this attention,” she said breathlessly. “I want to go home. Everyday I’m frigged on this fucking post and every night the nurses toy with me like I’m a doll or something just because one of them used to work for my father.”

“Can’t you complain to the doctor?”

“And get fitted with a brank like the others? No thank you.”

“Well, we’ll do our best to see you enjoy yourself this morning,” said Edward and Angela’s eyes swung imploringly back to his. He patted her crotch again and again she jumped, sliding up her post until she was on tiptoe and then slowly slipping back down again to reseat herself.

Grey’s attention was drawn back to Mary when he heard a high-pitched shriek. Two men squatted before her intent on inspecting her vaginal cleft, spreading it with their fingers and touching its folds. A man was clutching her breast and Grey was mesmerized by the man’s hand squeezing and manipulating her soft flesh so that her nipple was rhythmically pumped out to form a long pulsing cone by the pressure.

Suddenly the spell was broken by the sound of the door opening again and then Hannah was there, walking passively between her handlers as they led her to her allocated stall. Her legs were now hampered by a hobble and ambulation was slow. The rest of her restraints were unchanged: the upper body harness still pinned her upper arms to her sides and spread her wrists wide either side of her hips, and it still encircled her breasts in iron rings to cause them to project unnaturally. And, like Mary, she was also inhibited by a brank retained by the iron cage around her head, the same cage that Michaels had inflicted upon her.

She stood patiently staring down at the phallus while one of the nurses stroked it up and down to liberally coat it with a thick layer of lard until she was lifted, flying through the air to land on the top of the shaft. She did cry out then, low and pitiful as she slowly slipped down its ridged sides to be immobilised by its relentless hold. They pulled her legs apart until the hobble chain was taut and affixed the side chains and then, again similar to Mary, attached the chain above her to the top of her head cage to keep her upright.

Hannah surveyed the hospital’s guests with frightened eyes until they fell upon Grey and there they locked. Immediately, he felt guilt just by his presence. Here he was clutching a glass of wine and gazing at his love while she was tortured and humiliated. And what did she do to deserve such treatment? Only to have the misfortune to fall in love with him. What did she expect him to do? Did she think he could rescue her?

Her gaze didn’t falter even when a pair of respectable, middle-aged gentlemen stood to either side, each with one hand on a breast and the other on a buttock. The rings around each breast constricted them and turned them into ideal hand-holds.

“Stand back, please,” said one of the orderlies to the young couple gathered around Angela. He was pushing a small trolley upon which was a large glass jar and a length of Indian rubber hose. There was also an implement that Grey assumed was another dildo, but the orderly held it up and squeezed a lever at its base and its tip opened out like the petals of a flower, its operating splines linked by a thin, flexible membrane.

“It’s my own invention,” said Dumont-Stokes with a conspiratorial tone beside Grey. “Stops the enema being ejected by the patient before it’s done its work.”

“Enema?” asked Grey.

“Yes indeed. These three patients are all to have high volume enemas, although for three different reasons. Angela’s is to balance her bodily fluids in an attempt to break her alcohol addiction. It seems to be working because she has shown no yearning for strong drink since being admitted. Hannah, the girl in stall three, is a nymphomaniac and we’re attempting to purge her of the visceral matter decaying in her gut that’s contributing to her sexual abnormality. And Mary, well I have to admit that the science there is less clear-cut. It’s in response to a request from her husband. He suggests that it will make her more docile and submissive, more like the wife she should have been, but so far it doesn’t seem to have had that effect. However, we shall persevere. I have no doubt we shall eventually achieve worthwhile results.

Grey looked back to Angela. She was staring at her friends with wide eyes and an open mouth. The orderly had inserted Dumont-Stokes’ invention into her anus and opened it to lock it inside her. He was now busy connecting up the hose from the injector to the water jar. When he was sure the hose was secure, he filled the jar with water and placed it on a high ledge at the side of the stall.

Grey turned back to Dumont-Stokes. “Do you use iced water?”

“I see where you're coming from, Mr MacDonald. Rectally injected iced water was popular and is still used in many places, but we have ceased the practice here at Helensdean. We had an unfortunate incident a couple of years ago when a young woman suffered severe thermal exposure. The treatment apparently cooled her body temperature to a dangerously low level. Nowadays, the water is merely cold. Today it’s about forty-five degrees Fahrenheit.” Grey relaxed slightly with the news. “It’s a measured gallon,” added Dumont-Stokes and Grey stiffened again.

“Isn't that a little excessive?”

“Oh no, I don’t think so. Any less may not reach all parts of the gut.”

Angela shrieked when the orderly turned the valve on the water hose and she started filling up. Her friends just stood stock still and gawked at her with amused expressions.

In the next stall, Mary was swivelling her hips about the post in an effort to thwart the man with the anal probe, but her wild motions were in vain and he soon stood with a triumphant look on his face holding up the other end of the tubing.

Grey moved quickly to stand next to Hannah, massaging her bosom so he didn’t attract unwanted attention. She couldn’t speak, but her eyes said everything.

“Next week,” he whispered and she gave a small nod. “Next week you're twenty-one and I shall get you discharged. We shall soon be married.”

She nodded again, this time more vigorously. “Be strong, my love.”

Their romantic interlude was interrupted by an orderly who knelt behind Hannah to push a rectal injector into her and click it open. He stood, grinned at Grey, and then attached the other end of the hose to a water jar. While he was engrossed filling the jar and lifting it up onto its shelf, Grey held Hannah's hand and she gave it an encouraging squeeze. It should have been him encouraging her, but he felt too sick.

She gave a small whimper and he realized that the valve on the water hose had been opened. They looked at each other and Grey stepped away. All three women were now squirming as the water slowly filled their intestines and their bellies expanded. It took over ten minutes for the full gallon to fall from the jars on the shelves and settle inside each recipient, ten minutes during which the women could do nothing but writhe from side to side to try to minimise cramps and watch their bellies grow. A gallon of water weighs ten pounds and by the time the jars were completely empty, the squirming was considerably reduced as the water sloshed from side to side and their abdomens drooped as if they were each six months pregnant.

Cora and her escort moved back to Angela, Cora to lay a hand against her taut belly and Edward to lay his on the smooth curve of her naked bottom. He wiggled the injector lodged in her anus and an orderly called out: “Oy. Don’t touch the equipment.” Edward acknowledged the man with a half-hearted wave and placed his hand firmly back on her cheek.

Cora pressed the side of Angela’s body and the water moved inside her. Angela moaned and Cora grinned. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Doctor Dumont-Stokes explained to us that he’s balancing your internal fluids to break your alcohol dependence.”

“But I don’t have alcohol dependence,” she whimpered.

“You may say that now, but it’s best to be sure. I think you're nearly full up. The man’s coming back.”

Cora moved back, but not without giving her friend a conciliatory pat. Her belly sounded hollow and her skin was smooth and taut. Before Angela was committed to the asylum, Cora wouldn’t have dreamt of touching her, but now things were entirely different. Angela was insane with a form of hysteria; she wasn’t a real person anymore; she was a patient, and the doctor had told them all that physical stimulation can actually be beneficial to her recovery. Nobody needed to be told that twice.

That was the point at which an orderly visited each woman in turn to close the valve at the base of her injector to lock the water within her before detaching the hose.

“Water on,” called out Dumont-Stokes and the watchers scuttled back to a safe distance where they wouldn’t get wet whilst the orderlies manned the valves. Warm water gushed from the phalli on the standpipes to excite and cleanse just as before, but now those phalli were pressed by the weight of the colonic charges. The pressures generated by the water flow were greater because the women’s bodies hugged the impaling posts so much tighter and the women had to work harder to dispel the trapped pressure, jumping frantically to pump themselves with the metal pipes. Now, not only were their breasts amplifying their antics, but their bellies also bobbed in unison.

Grey watched Hannah twisting and sliding on her post. She’d got her eyes closed and the water was bubbling from her in great spurts to right and left, palpitating her labia as if driven by the shuttle of a weaving loom. And then the orderlies turned on the main water jets from the second standpipe and a solid stream hit her between her legs. She screamed and screwed up her eyes even tighter against the spray.

“I saw you looking at her,” said Dumont-Stokes to Grey. Grey turned to him with an expressionless gaze. “I don’t blame you. She’ll make somebody a fine wife one day if we can cure her of her nymphomania.” Still Grey made no response. “You may be interested to learn that after luncheon, it will be Hannah's turn to sample our latest technological advance. It’s a development of George Taylor’s steam driven ‘Manipulator’, although ours is both more powerful and more effective. We use it on hysterical patients where the cause can be attributed to sexual abnormalities such as masturbation or nymphomania, although I have to admit, it’s a very effective decongestant with all our patients… especially Mary. Yesterday, we needed to use extra straps to keep her still.” Dumont-Stokes gave a little chuckle… “Now I know what you're going to say and I’d agree with you, but her husband argues that her contentious behaviour and persistent requests for a divorce are indirectly sexually motivated. She may even have become infatuated with another man, we cannot tell, but we can safely cover that eventuality with this technology and it certainly cannot do any harm to be sure.

In any case, George tells me that it’s so satisfying for him and Ester to watch his wife being so comprehensively decongested and he insists we fully explore every avenue in our search for a cure. But I digress. Three o'clock in the treatment room next door. I'm sure you'll find the spectacle interesting. Oh look…” he added. “She’s experiencing a paroxysm now,” and pointed at Hannah.

At that instant, Hannah screamed and started swivelling her body from side to side on its pivot apparently oblivious to the mass of water also sloshing from side to side inside her abdomen. She was trying to evade the water jet being directed at her crotch by an elderly gentleman in a dark suit and top hat.

“Excuse me,” said Grey to Dumont-Stokes and stepped over to the man. “Spray her breasts, if you would,” he asked politely.

“Good idea,” said the man and raised the aim of the jet away from her crotch. Hannah was still twisting her torso as the powerful jet pummelled her chest and made her breasts dance, but at least the frantic movements of her hips abated.

Dumont-Stokes waited until all three patients had experienced their paroxysms and the resulting spasms had died before calling for the hoses and standpipes to be turned off. Then an orderly went from stall to stall. He was careful to stand well to the side while he depressed the levers that closed the injector retention collars and the injectors were instantly ejected from their hosts along with powerful streams of discoloured water.

“Eww!” Grey heard Cora say as Angela rapidly deflated and soiled the concrete immediately behind her. Mary and then Hannah followed suit in quick succession and Grey noticed that Hannah had closed her eyes again and turned her head away in shame, but at least she was now more comfortable.

Angela and Mary both squealed together as icy water flowed from the tops of their posts to cool their passions and cleanse their legs and Grey instinctively turned to Hannah, but there was nobody manning her standpipe valves; it was as if they were ignoring her. He watched the other two women being dismounted and led away and the merry band of hospital benefactors boisterously follow them; all but the old lady dressed in black who stood staring at Hannah from the doorway.

“Come,” said Dumont-Stokes. “There are refreshments awaiting you upstairs.” Orderlies were busy using the water jets to rinse the concrete behind the posts and wash the soiled water into the drains. Grey glanced back to Hannah still trapped on her post. “Hannah is waiting for the orderlies to prepare her for her afternoon session. We’ll see her again later.” He ushered Grey towards the doorway. “And you, Mrs Carter. You’d like a nice cup of tea, wouldn’t you?”

The old woman muttered something that Grey found totally incomprehensible and then shook her umbrella in Hannah's direction. The doctor gently took her arm and turned her away. Grey thought she’d resist, but after a few steps she turned her head towards the doctor and her face broke into a broad, toothless grin.


Chapter 19    
The George Taylor ‘Manipulator’

The group congregated in a long, sunlit dining room upstairs where platters of sandwiches with various fillings were arrayed on tables under the windows and waiters hovered with decanters of red wine. Grey watched Dumont-Stokes lead the old woman to a chair at the far end of the room and present her with a plate of food before sitting beside her. She was still grinning and patted his knee. Grey took a goblet of wine from a passing waiter and surveyed the rest of the assembly. The men were gathered in two groups and were chatting amiably between themselves, the nearest group discussing horse racing at Brighton race course. The two younger visitors were seated around a small table and he made his way over to them.

“Good afternoon. I’m Duncan MacDonald from Dumfries.”

“We suspected you were Scottish,” said Edward and Cora suppressed a giggle; the tweed suit and tartan Scottish bonnet were a bit of a giveaway just as Grey intended.

“Would you mind if I joined you? I’m just on a wee visit and don’t know anyone.”

“Of course,” said the young man and stood to pull up a chair for Grey. “Just checking out the local tourist attractions, eh?” he added.

“Nay, not exactly. I’m involved in the business myself so it’s more about researching different methodologies. I find this place intriguing.”

“You can say that again,” said Edward. “Talk about a madhouse. The whole place is insane.”

“Aye,” said Grey. “It’s unusual nowadays to treat patients with so much physical restraint. I’m surprised the commissioners allow it.”

“We don’t know anything about that,” said Cora. “We just came to see our friend.”

“Ah yes. Miss Angela. And how do you find her?”

“She’s looking good to me,” said Edward with a grin and Cora gave him a kick under the table.

“It’s all your fault she’s here at all,” said Cora with some vehemence.

“How so?” asked Grey.

Cora gave Edward a cool look. “We were all at an evening dance in Brighton and Edward thought he stood more chance of getting his way with her if he spiked her drinks with neat gin. It all went wrong when she wandered off without anyone noticing and a policeman found her asleep on the promenade.”

“So, she was arrested?” asked Grey.

“Charged with being drunk and disorderly, although I don’t see how being unconscious could be considered disorderly." Grey still looked confused. “She’s here because her stupid father decided it was better to have a daughter who suffers from hysteria rather than one with a criminal record. I heard him telling someone that most of the girls in Brighton are affected one way or another, so he made an arrangement with the judge to have her committed until she was cured.”

“Didn’t she explain to the judge what had happened?”

Cora looked ashamed. “She didn’t know. She doesn’t normally drink at all and couldn’t understand how it happened, and gallant Edward here didn’t tell me what he’d done until she was already here.”

“What do you intend to do next?” asked Grey guessing that the answer was going to be nothing.

“We’re going to petition to get her released once she’s twenty-one,” said Edward with conviction.

“Yeah… Fifteen months,” said Cora despondently.

“So?” exclaimed Edward affronted. “What can I do about it now? She’s not blameless, y’know. If she hadn’t been such a stuck-up cow at the dance none of this would have happened.”

“Have you considered telling the judge the truth?” asked Grey innocently.

Edward looked shocked. “That’ll just get me into trouble.”

“I doubt that. What are they going to charge you with? Being too generous with the drink?”

Edward looked sheepish. “Edward, you must,” said Cora. “We didn’t know they were going to be doing this with her.” As Cora’s words sunk in, a grin spread across Edward’s face. “And you can put that thought from your mind too. If you don’t go to the judge and tell him the truth, I shall never speak to you again.”

“Cora…” bleated Edward.

“Tomorrow,” she added with finality. “And I shall come with you to make sure you don’t forget anything.”

“Let me know what happens,” said Grey handing Cora a paper on which he’d written Trenchard’s address. “You know, if you were to leave now, you could get to Brighton by mid-afternoon,” suggested Grey.

“I want to see the steam pump,” said Edward, but Cora had already risen.

*

Grey spent a boring two hours listening to prattle about racing tips and stock market values, neither of which were of the least interest to him and he ended up sitting by himself reading the latest edition of The Times.

At two-thirty, Dumont-Stokes invited what was left of his audience back down to the basement and Grey was pleased to see that Shufflewright and his mistress had decided to absent themselves from the afternoon session. The small group walked past the hydrotherapy room and through the next door into a much smaller room that was completely lined with white ceramic wall tiles. In the centre of the room was a high, metal topped table and kneeling on the table was Hannah.

Grey was not surprised to see that she was still naked with her head encased in the cage, but her upper body harness had been removed and her breasts had taken on a more natural shape although now, of course, they were hanging freely below her chest. Her wrists, elbows, knees and ankles were all strapped to the table’s surface and her neck was locked into a fixed hoop supported a foot above the table top by a rigid metal spar; it was that that was holding her so effectively in position.

As Grey watched, a young nurse draped a leather belt over her back and buckled it tightly about her waist. Then she threaded a cord under the belt and through a metal ring bolted to the table top. When she pulled the ends of the cord together, Hannah's midriff was dragged down and her hips tilted to push her pubic bone and vulva out behind her. A small group of men standing at that end of the table muttered their appreciation and more than one reached out to touch her.

Dumont-Stokes was standing by the wall and peering through a circular six-inch hole into the next room. “How’s it looking?” he asked.

“Two minutes,” came the muffled reply.

“Well, don’t rush it. Make sure we’ve got a good head.”

“Right-o. Four minutes.”

Dumont-Stokes turned to the men playing with Hannah and grinned. “We need a good head of steam,” he explained. “Don’t want to run out of puff…” He moved over to Grey. “They’ve all seen this before, but I'm assuming it’s new to you.”

“I have absolutely nay idea what you're doing.”

“It a variation of Taylor’s ‘Manipulator’ he patented eight years ago, but this one’s much more powerful than his original. The massaging mechanism is steam driven, but for obvious reasons we have to have the steam generating apparatus in the next room.

“It’s operated by a steam engine?”

“Yes indeed, a modest development of the Boulton-Watt double acting steam pump. I had it specially designed and installed four years ago and, I must say, it’s been one of my better decisions. It doesn’t tire, you see; just keeps going on and on as long as necessary. Do you know that if you just leave it running, it can actually generate multiple paroxysms; my record so far has been five, but we don’t tend to do that nowadays because it tires the women too much; they tend to start fainting after two or three. Ah! Here’s the business end coming now…”

A man in the next room was pushing a long shaft through the hole in the wall on the end of which was a semi-rigid, nodule encrusted, rubber dildo backed by a five-inch diameter, hard rubber collar. The dildo was waving about in the air while the engineer connected it to the actuating rod of the engine and then was still, protruding into the room about four feet and angled down to rest on the edge of the wall’s aperture. A nurse was quick to spread the same thick lard over the intricate surface of the rubber.

Abruptly, Dumont-Stokes was all business. “Stand back, please gentlemen. We need to move the table. Four orderlies stood at the corners of the table while the young nurse stood behind directing the dildo shaft. As one, the men picked up the table and backed it towards the wall. Hannah's sudden cry told Grey they were close and her long wail confirmed the dildo was being correctly housed as the table was edged back even further. Grey saw her head suddenly buck and knew the collar was now pressing her forward against the neck clamp and could go no deeper.

The orderlies put down their burden and the invited benefactors gathered round Hannah's hind quarters to inspect the device that their monies had bought and the patient who was about to experience its benefits.

Hannah was pinned tight like a suckling pig on a spit. She tried to move, but found she could only rock her hips slightly from side to side at the expense of swinging her dangling breasts about under her chest. Dumont-Stokes noticed her efforts and casually cupped one of the soft, tapering cones.

“Beautiful girl, isn’t she?” he repeated more to himself than anyone else. “You know,” he said unexpectedly. “It makes me feel good to know that I can help such a poor, ailing creature. When I hear her animal-like cries as the induced paroxysm takes hold, it seems to make everything worthwhile.” He continued to fondle her breast absent mindedly toying gently with its nipple and giving it little tugs.

“Steam up…” came the cry from the adjacent room and the doctor was startled from his reverie.

“Steam up. Stand well clear gentlemen.” And then through the hole, “Slow ahead.”

“Slow ahead,” came back the muffled response.

There was a loud hiss of escaping steam and the dildo shaft slowly retracted through the hole. It moved back about four inches and then there was another hiss and it reversed direction to begin re-housing the greased rubber dildo within its soft, human sheath. Hannah was pushed forward against the hoop when the collar pressed against her vulva and the engine chuffed again.

It was beginning to move faster now, dragging the dildo from her and reseating it with insistent regularity. Every so often there was a thin cloud of steam through the hole in the wall and the room was beginning to reek of hot oil and wood smoke. The engine was now in its stride and the wheezing of the double acting cylinder followed Hannah's urgent cries in perfect time.

Chuff… Chuff… Chuff… Chuff…

Each stroke knocked her forward and pushed not only the air from her lungs, but caused her breasts to sway below her chest, their motion mimicking but lagging the motion of the dildo.

“Open the throttle a little,” shouted Dumont-Stokes through the hole, straining to make himself heard above the rising din.

“Half ahead it is,” from the hole. There was another cloud of steam and smoke wafting into the room and the engine note increased in volume and began to beat faster.

Chuff, Chuff, Chuff, Chuff

Whereas most of the visitors gathered behind Hannah, Grey moved to stand before her head. It was on the same level as his and was bobbing up and down as her pubis was repeatedly struck by the rubber collar. Her eyes were wide as she stared at his face and her hands grasped at the air with every strike. He wanted to hold her hands, to tell her not to worry, but was aware Dumont-Stokes was watching him.

“I love you…” he whispered and she closed her eyes.

They stayed like that for some minutes, time during which Hannah felt her composure slowly slipping away as her body was relentlessly assaulted by the pistoning intruder.

“Pressure’s rising,” called out the engineer.

“Open her up then,” cried Dumont-Stokes and again there was steam in the air whilst the dildo slowly increased in speed to 150 strokes per minute. Hannah lost her battle and cried out with a long wail as the spasms wracked her body, but the steam engine ploughed on regardless.

Dumont-Stokes looked particularly satisfied. “One can tell when a paroxysm is in progress,” he said to Grey. “The woman’s teats swell and harden immediately prior to the paroxysm during a period we call paroxysmal gestation and then, when the paroxysm occurs, they suddenly become hyper-sensitive,” and he stroked a palm under one of Hannah's hard and engorged nipples as it jumped about below her chest. As demonstrations go, it was impressive and Hannah squirmed frantically trying to evade his fingers.

“Aren't you stressing the poor wee girlie beyond endurance?” enquired Grey when the steam engine showed no signs of slowing.

“Do you think so?” asked Dumont-Stokes. “If we stop the engine now it will trigger the steam safety valve and that always upsets the sheep in the next pasture.”

The dildo was still moving within Hannah at speed and she was still screaming. “I think if it’s between the sheep and the girl, you ought to favour the girl.”

Dumont-Stokes considered the situation carefully and then looked at the group of gentlemen gathered behind Hannah's legs. Finally, he shrugged and called out to the engineer: “All stop…”

“All stop,” came the echo and the piston started to slow. Suddenly there was a great hissing sound followed by a loud rumbling as the pressure vessel vented to atmosphere through the vertical steam pipe. A cloud of steam, warm and wet, blew through the access hole to rapidly disperse the assembled gentlemen with curses and grumbles.

Once the condensed steam had settled or vaporised again and visibility was restored, all that remained was a constant hiss and loud ticking noise from the next room, and a strong smell of hot engine oil pervaded the entire area. Grey listened to the engineers next door muttering instructions to each other and occasionally knocking levers with hammers to keep the simmering beast under control.

“Well…” Dumont-Stokes gave Grey a long sigh and a broad grin. “You have to admit that was more effective and much more exciting than manipulating to paroxysm by hand. I’m sure Hannah agrees. She must be greatly relieved after that.” He gave her a sharp slap on her bottom that could have been almost affectionate if it hadn’t been so carelessly considered. “If you’ll excuse me, I need to check the engine. Safety first and all that.”

He left the room and Grey heard him talking next door. The hospital’s investors were still busy examining the dildo’s intimate fit within Hannah, so Grey moved back to her head and took a hand. She lifted her face to regard him, but she was obviously exhausted and struggled against the weight of the iron head cage. “Just a few more days, my love. I need to talk to Weston and the commissioners to effect your discharge, but I shall be back as soon as I can.”

Hannah grunted and nodded her head and Grey touched her lips clamped about the brank with his fingertips. She closed her eyes and pressed her cheek against his hand.

“Not long…” he repeated and then Dumont-Stokes re-entered the room.

“Stand aside, please gentlemen,” he said moving behind his patient at the instant the dildo on its shaft was yanked from her so fast she yelped and her vulva gaped wantonly. “That concludes today’s treatment programme,” announced the doctor. “Please be so good as to retire upstairs where you will be offered more wine and the opportunity to provide additional financial support for our efforts with further donations.”

The men trooped upstairs for the wine and Grey was about to join them when he noticed Mrs Carter, the old woman in black, standing alone in one corner. Suddenly, with an ear-piercing scream she raised her umbrella and lunged at Hannah, striking her across her back. Grey darted forward to prevent a second strike and Dumont-Stokes stepped between them.

“Now, now, Mrs Carter. You know you're not supposed to do that.”

“Trollop…” she shrieked in a strange, high voice. “Trollop, trollop, trollop…”

“Yes, but you needn’t concern yourself. I will cure her without your intervention.”

“Trollop…” she squealed again as the doctor turned her towards the door and passed her to a nurse to escort away.

“She comes every day and every day it’s always the same. I suppose I shouldn’t really allow her in, but she donates a fortune to help these poor unfortunate girls. I reason that they probably gain more from her money than it costs them in the occasional bruise.”

“You could have her admitted and win her money through fees rather than donations,” suggested Grey, but Dumont-Stokes just chuckled. Grey was about to press the point when he noticed an orderly carrying a bucket of iced water and a hand pump towards Hannah.

“Come,” said Dumont-Stokes and led Grey from the room to join the others in the upstairs dining room.

Once everyone was furnished with a goblet of red wine, the doctor started describing the Weiss electric-mechanical vibrator he’d so recently acquired and suggested that the assembled gentlemen may soon have the opportunity to use the device themselves. Grey’s mind drifted and he gazed out of the window at the bucolic scene with the broad pastures spreading out like an undulating green sea and all the sheep huddled together in the far corner.

“The Weiss is primarily a medical instrument designed principally to alleviate pelvic congestion, although other medical practitioners are finding it can be beneficial with conditions such as general muscle fatigue. However, as an aid for the psychiatric practitioner, it’s proving invaluable by relieving him of the chore of manual massage. For those of you who have yet to try manual massage, let me assure you that proper application on a frequent basis will leave you with a painful and sometimes life-limiting conditions. But there’s no need to take my word for it; let’s ask Mr McDonald…”

Grey spun round surprised by the mention of his name to be greeted by a roomful of faces all staring at him expectantly.

“Mr MacDonald...” said Dumont-Stokes. “I believe from our discussions that you’ve had experience of manual massage. Perhaps you’ll be good enough to advise these gentlemen of your impressions.”

“Weel…” he said in a long Scottish drawl. “Ah have, on several occasions, had the task of manually creating a paroxysm in a wee young female and can confirm that the exercise can be protracted and exhausting. Ah ken, too, that for physicians and midwives who do the task frequently, the risk of damage to digits and wrist is very real and the pain can last for many weeks.” He paused for a few moments whilst he gathered his thoughts. “This device… it will save a lot of toil and helps the lassies no end…”

“Thank you, Mr MacDonald. Most enlightening. And gentlemen, if you’d like to contribute towards the purchase of this device and experience its effectiveness for yourselves, please make yourselves known before you leave.”

Grey left shortly after that himself. He was disturbed that Hannah's treatment was so restrictive, demeaning, and intimate, but relieved she appeared to be enduring without any signs of permanent physical harm. He’d heard stories about procedures in some asylums that could leave a patient in agony or worse still, permanently disfigured or incapacitated.

He was in two minds about Dumont-Stokes; the man was obviously taking advantage of his patients in order to drum up funds for the hospital, but on the other hand, he genuinely seemed to believe he was working in their best interests. That’s not to say that Grey agreed with all the treatments, but he’d feared much worse. For instance, he’d heard that a common procedure in many hospitals employed distraction therapy for patients diagnosed as addicted to masturbation; their heads were shaved and the skin coated with blistering oil. Thereafter, they were much more concerned with rubbing their scalp than their genitals.


Chapter 20    
The Ultimate Solution

Grey relaxed in Trenchard’s drawing room. It had been a stressful few days for all involved and he felt more optimistic now than when they’d got Hannah moved to her own bedroom. There were only a few days now until her birthday when she would be twenty-one and beyond Greenford’s reach. He’d seen the local ‘Asylum Visitor’ with Weston earlier that day, a retired psychiatrist called Edson who lived in the village of Portslade a few miles west of Brighton. He was effectively the Commissioners’ agent for that part of Sussex and agreed in principle to have Hannah released into Grey’s care on the understanding that he would be taking her for his wife.

It was accepted fact that marriage was an almost sure-fire cure for most sorts of hysteria. The fact that Hannah had been diagnosed with nymphomania caused some concern, but Weston had done his best to explain that in his opinion it was a misdiagnosis and Grey had added that there was strong evidence to suggest that the real problem was nothing to do with a mental aberration, but instead could be traced to an accidental overdose of strychnine. He would have liked to say that her committal was engineered and the overdose wasn’t accidental at all, but thought it best to keep things simple.

It helped, too, that Edson had heard of the famous Major Grey from the newspapers and was much more interested in discussing the Afghan war than Hannah. Between the three of them, they agreed to visit Helensdean on the day of Hannah's birthday and Edson had assured them both that if her health was as they’d suggested, there would be no reason not to discharge her from the hospital that very day.

Yes, it had been a good day and all that remained to do now was wait a week until her birthday…

*

The next morning, Grey walked into the village partly for the exercise and partly for a packet of cigars. He half expected to meet Cecilia at the shops, it seemed to be her favourite pastime, but instead he saw Greenford. He arrived in his coach just as Grey was leaving the tobacconist and there seemed to be no way to avoid the encounter.

“Good morning,” said Grey stiffly whilst nodding his head and Greenford did likewise. Formalities satisfied, Grey stepped smartly away down the paved path.

“Doctor Grey,” called out Greenford and Grey reluctantly turned. “Doctor Grey. Am I to presume that you still intend to marry Hannah at the earliest opportunity?”

Grey paused. There was little point in denying the fact. “I shall. She’ll be twenty-one in six days’ time and after that your responsibilities for her welfare cease.”

“So, you’ll be arranging her discharge from Helensdean?”

“Of course. I can hardly wed her there.”

“Does it not concern you that she’s suffering from a mental disorder and you’ll be taking her away from the very care she needs?”

“She does not need any care that place is offering. Have you any idea what they're doing to her?”

“I know Dumont-Stokes and he’s a good, caring physician. I am convinced that whatever he is prescribing is for the best.”

“Well, I'm afraid I disagree and I cannot remove her from that place soon enough.”

“And there we’ll have to agree to differ. As you say, my responsibilities will cease and yours will begin, but I have to admit to being very concerned about her future wellbeing and I wish you would reconsider.” Grey just stared at him, tight lipped. “Well, I hope you realise what you're taking on. I have done my best for the girl, but my brother would be saddened to know that you're proposing to deprive her of the very treatment she so urgently needs.”

It was obvious to Grey that nothing he could say would penetrate Greenford beliefs, so he nodded and bid the man farewell again. But Greenford had not finished: “You may be interested to learn that I have withdrawn my insistence that Hannah should marry the Reverend Tombs.”

“I am gratified to hear it,” said Grey. “Although, of course, the matter becomes irrelevant next week after she comes of age.”

“Indeed, but even so, my decision may help to ease her. I am not blind to the fact that it has caused her some distress and for that I am sorry, but that does not excuse her intransigence over the matter. Be that as it may, I do wish for her speedy recovery and, if you insist on removing her from the hospital, I heartily hope that marriage serves to cure her.”

Grey stood staring at him. Was he trying to say sorry for what he had caused? Trying to repair the relationship at this late stage. Grey wasn’t sure, but he was prepared the give the man the benefit of the doubt. “Thank you.” He inclined his head. “I shall pass on to Hannah what you have said at the earliest opportunity.”

Greenford nodded wearily and turned away to leave Grey pondering over a side of the man’s character he was unfamiliar with.

*

Greenford did wish to build bridges with his ward while there was still time. In a few days, she would likely be married to Grey and there was nothing he could now do to prevent that, but at least he could try and explain to her that he was only trying to do what was best for her. It wouldn’t be an easy task because it wasn’t true; he was always trying to do what was best for Cecilia, but that’s not to say that Hannah's welfare wasn’t considered as well. Tombs would have made her an admirable husband, moral and God fearing, and as the wife of a vicar she would have had social standing and guaranteed security in an uncertain world. Perhaps her life may not have been quite as exciting as it’s likely to be with Grey, but Greenford was fully aware that the excitement of romantic love doesn’t last and long-term security is a much better aspiration.

However, that wasn’t to be. Tombs wasn’t easy to placate and the price he exacted was high indeed, but the matter was now settled.

He should tell Hannah himself; go and talk to her before Grey whisked her away. He prided himself that he was a man of action and now he would demonstrate the fact. He returned to his coach and instructed the coachman to proceed to Coneyhurst.

*

“Do you have an appointment, Sir?” asked the lodge keeper.

“My ward is a patient here; I wish to speak to her.”

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible without a proper appointment.” The man turned his back on Greenford and started back towards his door.

“Wait,” shouted Greenford. “Please inform Doctor Dumont-Stokes that I’m at the gate. I'm sure he’ll grant me entry.”

“I very much doubt that, Sir. May I suggest that you write to him with a proper request?”

“Aren't you even going to tell him I'm here?”

The man looked at Greenford and then at the drive up to the house. “I can’t keep walking all that way every time some arbitrary visitor turns up at the gates.”

“I’m not arbitrary. My ward is here.” The man smiled and turned away again. “Wait… I’ll pay you.” The man turned back, his smile still fixed to his face.

*

“I’m sorry, Mr Greenford, I’m afraid a visit to see Hannah is out of the question today. She’s in the middle of her treatment program and I cannot disrupt it.”

Greenford and Dumont-Stokes sat in his plush office with the broad pastures as a backdrop through the wide windows.

“Oh dear, that is a pity. I may not get another opportunity.”

Dumont-Stokes looked confused. “You merely need give me a week’s notice of your intended visit. I could arrange it now if it’s convenient.”

“No, you don’t understand. Hannah is twenty-one in six days’ time and I will no longer have any responsibility for her welfare. Doctor Weston and Doctor Grey are now obtaining the necessary papers to effect her discharge and Doctor Grey then intends to marry her. In a week’s time, she will no longer be at this establishment and nor will she be available to meet with me.”

Dumont-Stokes looked stunned. “Don’t they realize that she’s suffering from nymphomania? They’ll be destroying all our hard work and condemning the poor girl to a life of debauchery.”

“What can I do?” asked Greenford pathetically.

“Well, nothing, Sir. I can see that, but there may be a way to retrieve the situation. A small surgical operation could cure her completely by removing the irritation that paroxysms can create and thereby neutralize the source of her addiction. The risks to her health are slight and it will leave her completely unaffected in so far as marital intercourse with her husband and childbearing are concerned.”

“But why have you not already done this?” asked Greenford.

Dumont-Stokes smiled. “It’s an operation that has recently fallen out of favour owing to some distressing circumstances at the London clinic of Doctor Isaac Baker Brown when it was wrongly and inappropriately applied. However, the operation itself has never been doubted as a cure for masturbation and nymphomania and it is now being enthusiastically embraced in America where great success has been claimed. I might add, also, that it is fully endorsed by the church who claim that its benefits are indisputable.”

“And you are able to perform this surgery before her discharge?”

“Indubitably,” said Dumont-Stokes. “We do still have a chance to cure her before she’s whisked from our hands.”

“Then I give my blessing. Cure the poor girl and both she and her new husband will thank us.”

Dumont-Stokes watched Greenford’s coach make its way back down the long, straight drive and then called for his chief medical orderly.

“Inform the usual benefactors that there will be a surgical procedure to cure a girl of nymphomania in five days’ time, but tell them, however, the operation is expensive to perform and any attendees will be expected to contribute a generous donation to the hospital. We may yet gain a small bonus from her before she’s taken from us.”

“And what about our Scottish visitor? Shall I include him?”

Dumont-Stokes considered the question carefully. “No… I don’t think so. He seemed not to fully embrace our more invasive treatments and I doubt that this would be to his liking. Anyway, there’s unlikely to be enough space in the theatre.”


Chapter 21    
Surgeon-Major James Grey reacts

Trenchard smiled down at the girls standing on his doorstep and staring up at him. “There are two young ladies here wanting to speak to a Mr MacDonald.”

Grey grinned and pushed himself from the armchair. “Good day, ladies,” he said at the door.

“Oh. It was Mr MacDonald we wanted to speak to,” said Cora.

“Och weal… He’s nay in character at present. If ye give me a wee while, I can dress up for ye.”

Cora gazed at him and then enlightenment dawned. “You're Mr MacDonald,” she squealed.

“The very same,” said Grey. “My real name is Doctor Grey and I must say I am mightily pleased to see Angela here with you.”

Angela stood staring at him for some seconds and then threw herself at him, wrapping her arms about him and hugging him. He tried to disentangle himself and then noticed that she had tears running down her cheeks.

“Thank you.” Her voice was almost inaudible because her face was pressed tight to his shoulder. She lifted her head and tried again. “Thank you. You saved my life.”

“You should never have been there in the first place,” said Grey. “I'm only too pleased to be able to help.”

“But why the subterfuge?” asked Cora.

“Because they wouldn’t have let me in if I’d gone as myself. I was checking up on a friend of mine and it was the only way I could see her.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Cora. “Hannah… I saw you talking to her.”

“That’s right. My fiancé. She’s being discharged tomorrow,” he said happily. Cora stared at him with round, bright eyes and her mouth gaping open. “What’s the matter?” he asked, suddenly anxious.

Cora glanced at Angela for support and then back at Grey. “You don’t know, do you? I got a letter from Doctor Dumont-Stokes a couple of days ago inviting me to attend a surgical operation at the hospital. It said that he was going to demonstrate how a young woman could be permanently cured of nymphomania by an operation he referred to as a clitoridectomy. Hannah was the only girl there with that condition.”

Grey felt faint and snatched at the doorframe for support. “When?” he asked in a weak voice.

“It’s today at two o'clock. We nearly didn’t come today because we thought you might be there…”

He glanced at his pocket watch. It was well past twelve. He stumbled back through the door, ignoring his visitors and shouting commands as he staggered up the staircase. “Trenchard. A horse… I need a horse immediately…”

*

It was quarter past two o'clock when he arrived at the gates of Helensdean on an exhausted horse and rang the hand bell frantically. The lodge keeper appeared in his usual desultory manner.

“Open the gate,” demanded Grey, an instruction totally bereft of the usual courtesies.

The man peered at him. “I know you, don’t I? You're that Doctor Grey that I wouldn’t let in last time and if you still haven’t got an appointment, I still ain’t letting you in.” He turned his back on Grey an ambled back towards his lodge.

Behind him there was a loud explosion and he flung himself to the ground as the lock retaining the chain shattered. Grey holstered his Army Colt and leaned down from his saddle to pull away the remains of the broken chain, the gates swung open, and he spurred his horse forward to a gallop as the lodge keeper curled himself up into a tight ball on the damp grass.

*

“Now gentlemen, you see before you a young lady about to be freed of the hysterical afflictions that so often bedevil her sex. Hannah is a nymphomaniac. Before she was committed here, she was discovered in the final stages of a nervous spasm that had locked all the muscles in her body and could have killed her. It was caused by her unremitting lust and resultant onanist tendencies. If left untreated, she will either destroy herself by constant masturbation resulting in idiocy, paralysis and death, or, in a fit of unbridled licentiousness, thrown herself at any and every male unlucky enough to cross her path.”

He paused to give his audience time to gaze upon the unfortunate girl. Hannah was unconscious, drugged by a chloroformed cloth held against her mouth. She was on her back with her legs spread wide and strapped to supports that held her ankles above the heads of the gentlemen benefactors to leave her vulva gaping to display the delicate ruched folds of her inner labia. A nurse had already shaved her and her pubis was smooth and hairless above her clitoral hood.

“If you gentlemen would mind moving back a little, I can show you her problem with more clarity.” The seven altruistic men moved away and Dumont-Stokes took his place beside Hannah’s genitalia. “As I was saying, a fallen woman intent on foisting her charms,” and he rested his hand on her vulva so that there was no mistake which charms she was intent on foisting. “Foisting her charms on each and every male unlucky enough to encounter her. Fortunately, there is a safe and easy remedy for her condition called a clitoridectomy and this, gentlemen, is the clitoris.” He spread her labia with his finger and thumb to tease the little pale bud from beneath its protective hood. “This is the cause of all her ills and the source of all her unnatural lusts and discomforts. It irritates and distresses her to such an extent that she cannot help but manipulate it either by using an unsuspecting male or merely with her own fingers. Once it’s removed, her woes will cease and she’ll behave just like any normal woman. She will experience no side effects other than an end to the distressing irritation that’s causing her addiction. The operation is both humane and effectual. She can marry and will be able to provide undiminished pleasure for her husband and, if God permits, bear children.”

There was a general murmur of approval through the gathered dignitaries as they gazed at Hannah's toxic clitoris.

“And now, gentlemen, I shall demonstrate how the operation will proceed.”

He picked up a pair of hooked, locking forceps from a steel tray and gripped her clitoris about its base, pulling it out about an inch from the surrounding tissue. “I shall take this cautery iron,” and he picked up a triangular shaped knife from the tray in his other hand, “And sever the adhesions under the clitoris until it is completely detached.” He moved the blade around the base of the little organ to demonstrate the extent of the excised tissue. “The heat from the hot iron will burn through the tissue and seal the resultant wound to leave a clean void in the area. Having removed the clitoris, I shall continue by removing the nymphae, these thin flaps of skin either side of the vulva, cutting them away using the cautery iron before wiping the flat surface of the hot iron over the rest of the labia to nullify the nerves and ensure I haven’t left any residual irritation. And that, gentlemen, will be a complete cure for the poor girl’s affliction.”

He passed the cautery iron to a waiting orderly who held it over a gas burner on an adjacent table until it glowed a bright red. Carefully, Dumont-Stokes repositioned the forceps and pulled again at the soft flesh. The orderly passed the now glowing iron back and the doctor inspected it to make sure it was hot enough.

His audience moved back a step as he turned with the burning iron and bent to his task. He gave the forceps a little pull to stretch the delicate organ further and then looked up sharply when, right on cue, the door burst open and Grey stepped into the room.

“STOP,” shouted Grey with a voice that sounded unnaturally loud in the small, tile-lined room. Dumont-Stokes slowly unfolded from his stooped position and carefully handed the iron back to the orderly.

“Doctor Grey, is it not? The young lady’s fiancé, I believe.” Dumont-Stokes smiled benignly. “Come to inspect my handy-work, eh?” His smile faded when he took account of Grey’s posture and stern expression, his steely eyes staring disconcertingly from beneath the wide brim of his black fedora.

Grey stepped further into the room and his demeanour caused the assembled gentlemen to move back against the walls to give him more space. “Surgeon-Major James Grey, late of the British Army Medical Corps attached to the 2nd Battalion King’s Royal Rifles in Afghanistan, Companion of the Indian Order of Merit, and holder of the Conspicuous Gallantry Medal.”

Dumont-Stokes stiffened when he noticed the butt of the Army Colt protruding from a shoulder holster under the lapel of Grey’s coat.

“Have you touched her yet?” asked Grey, his voice menacing and barely under control.

The doctor shook his head and then recovered his composure enough to confirm the fact audibly.

“Then I suggest, doctor, that we confer privately in your office before this matter goes any further.”

At that moment, the lodge keeper burst into the room behind Grey holding a long-barrelled shot gun, but stopped when he saw the pallid look on his employer’s face. Dumont-Stokes gestured that he should lower the weapon. Grey hadn’t moved an inch and still stared unblinkingly at the would-be surgeon.

“Of course,” said Dumont-Stokes and detached the forceps from Hannah to replace them on the tray. He drew himself up to his full height, still some way short of Grey, and walked uncertainly past him and through the door.

Grey glanced about the room to address all who were in it. “I would rather no-one approach the young lady,” he said, his mild tone failing to hide the menace in his voice, and then followed Dumont-Stokes through the door.

Once in his office, Dumont-Stokes became bolder. “I’m not sure how you managed to gain entry, but you should be pleased that I’m taking the necessary steps to cure your fiancé.”

“I am not at all pleased that you propose to mutilate her with a discredited operation in an attempt to cure her of an ailment she does not have.”

“I have documented testimonies declaring she’s an onanist and a nymphomaniac.”

“And I have evidence to suggest that those conditions were maliciously induced using irritant compounds and strychnine. The only symptom that can reasonably be diagnosed is a proclivity to disobey her guardian when he tries to marry her to an aging clergyman and that I shall cure myself by marrying her tomorrow.”

“I…” Dumont-Stokes looked about him for inspiration. “I know nothing about these things.” Evidently deciding that attack was his best defence under the circumstances, he tried to reason with Grey. “But surely it is still better to be safe rather than risk her health in later life.”

“You are still angling to butcher her?” Grey asked in astonishment. “I shall make you a promise, Sir. If you damage that young lady in any way, I shall be obliged to do the equivalent damage to you. If you were to persist with this clitoridectomy, I should remove the head of your penis and cauterize the stump to ensure you have absolutely no feeling left.” Dumont-Stokes stepped back in alarm. “Then, after you truly comprehend the extent of the damage you’ve caused, I would feel compelled to kill you by strangling you with my bare hands; my conscience would not allow me to leave a cruel and callous man such as you alive to inflict yet more misery on the world.” The doctor slumped back in his chair. “I trust I make myself clear.”

“Perfectly, Doctor Grey,” he said feebly.

“Good. In that case I shall return in the morning with the Commissioners’ Agent and the necessary papers to allow you to discharge Hannah legally into my care. I presume I can leave you to ensure that she’s dressed and housed comfortably for the night in preparation for her departure tomorrow morning.”

Dumont-Stokes nodded and Grey gave him a small bow before turning towards the door. Then he turned back. “Please don’t be tempted to try the same operation on any other women; I would still be obliged to act accordingly…”


Chapter 22    
Marriage Solves All

Aweek later, Alice and Trenchard sat in the lounge of the Royal Brighton Hotel with Weston waiting for Grey and Hannah.

“Ah, Doctor and Mrs James Grey,” said Trenchard with glee as they descended the stairs. “And both looking suitably exhausted as any newly-weds should.”

“Now you know that’s not true,” said Grey, but Hannah just grinned.

“Well, I’m just glad to see you both looking in such good health,” said Weston. “I’m sorry, did I say the wrong thing,” he asked as Hannah's smile slipped from her face.

“No, you didn’t. It’s just that the experience is still so fresh and the memory still tends to catch me unawares sometimes. One moment I’m fighting for my life as a nurse is holding a damp cloth over my mouth and the doctor is telling me that everything is going to be alright because he’s going to de-sex me. The next moment, I wake up and I’m wearing a nightdress and lying in a feather bed in a sunlit room. I searched frantically to see what he’d done, and he hadn’t done anything; I hadn’t been cut at all.”

Grey put his arm round her shoulders as tears appeared in the corners of her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I feel such a fool keep bursting into tears.”

“It’s alright, dear,” said Alice. “Here, come and sit down.”

“James has told me he spoke with the doctor and persuaded him to cancel the operation.”

Trenchard looked at Grey and grinned. “Yes,” he said. “I believe he did.”

*

It was a little later that Grey and Weston found themselves leaning on an ornate balcony rail and peering down towards the green sea beyond the promenade. Cigar smoke curled in the still air and the sounds of laughter drifted through the open doorway from the adjacent drawing room and mingled with the soft sound of the distant surf.

“Tell me,” said Grey to Weston. “How was your visit to Helensdean with the Commissioners?”

“An interesting place. We spent a long time there, but I regret that the consequence is not all good news. They reviewed the circumstances of the remaining four hysterical women, but have declined to discharge any of them immediately. Young Marion they said was properly committed on the word of her father for persistent masturbation, but suggested that some sort of chastity device would be preferable to keeping her arms restrained and that such a device could be just as easily managed at home by her father. Decongestant therapy too could equally well be dispensed in her own house by a visiting physician. You’ll be pleased to hear that Dumont-Stokes emphatically ruled out any form of surgery.”

Grey smiled. “A girl of her age should be at home with her family and not providing salacious entertainment for old men. Even with the inconvenience of an iron chastity device about her loins and restrictive night time cuffs for her wrists, the girl would be much happier in her own bed.”

“Mary, the woman who wants a divorce…” Weston continued. “They considered her case carefully and determined that she was indeed suffering from a sexually derived hysteria. Apparently, they had been partitioned by her husband, Mr George Shufflewright, who had assured them that he was doing all he could to effect her speedy recovery. As his wife, she is, of course, still his responsibility and they believe he is justified in trying to save their marriage.”

“He’s not doing that; he’s taking his revenge on the poor woman. It’s nothing but spite.”

“Be that as it may, they have given her continued incarceration and treatment their blessing after she declined an offer to be released into her husband’s care and allowed to return home.”

“What?” exclaimed Grey with astonishment. “She declined a discharge?”

“It wasn’t exactly a discharge. She would still be legally certified insane and Shufflewright would hold the committal papers, but he had declared that he was now prepared to care for his wife within the home. He’d even arranged nursing care for her.”

“Don’t tell me… Ester Bridger?”

“How did you know? He assured the commissioners that she’d receive the most ardent and assiduous attention and that he’d take steps to ensure that she couldn’t pose any sort of threat to the community, but she outrightly refused. In fact, she became so vehement in her decision and was making so much noise that the commissioners endorsed the continued use of her head cage after initially considering it was unduly restrictive. She certainly does have a strong will…”

“The poor woman,” muttered Grey. “She can’t win either way. Either she’s retained in the asylum and is subjected to her husband’s manipulation of her treatment through the influence of his ‘altruistic’ donations, or he has her restrained and imprisoned at home under the control of his callous mistress and God knows what would happen to her then.”

“I agree it’s sad and little is likely to change, but I can’t see a solution to her dilemma; even if she withdraws her intention to divorce and the committal notice is lifted, Shufflewright and his mistress would make life intolerable for her to the extent, I suspect, of retaining her restraints.”

“Would he be legally entitled to do that?”

“Of course. She’d still be his wife and be subject to his will in all matters. If he chooses to keep her naked and in chains, it’s no-one’s business but his own.”

Weston took another puff of his cigar before addressing the next case. “Jennie, the young newlywed. They concluded her committal, too, was justified. Furthermore, they were impressed by the scientific basis for the exposure therapy employed by Dumont-Stokes and even suggested he might try increasing the size of the dildo he’s locked into her. Dumont-Stokes, to his credit, argued that it was designed to match the girth and length of her new husband. Incidentally, there are plans for a conjugal visit within the next few weeks when her husband will attempt a marital coupling. I doubt that a single successful union will be enough to effect her discharge, but will indicate that they're on the right path.

“And finally, there’s Agnes. Dumont-Stokes could come up with no strong argument to detain her in the hospital other than the fact that she appears to like it there. That fact, in itself, was deemed sufficient evidence that she was suffering from some variant of hysteria and her continued incarceration was endorsed.

“The Commissioners were critical that the patients seemed to be excessively restrained when not actually undergoing treatment on a specific facility, all but Mary that is, but they were generally impressed with the technologically advanced facilities available. So many institutions make no effort at all to cure their patients and are just happy to keep them imprisoned until the funds stop coming in. You have to admit that Helensdean are at least making an effort. The commissioners particularly complimented Dumont-Stokes on the multi-functional hydrotherapy suite and the steam manipulator, that piston driven dildo pump, even suggesting that time should be set aside so that both Marion and Mary can experience the manipulator daily to relieve congestion and Jennie to better acquaint her with the sensations likely to be encountered with her husband. Agnes, it appears, has not experienced the device, but told the Commissioners that she thought it could prove beneficial to her condition.”

“And what about the fact that they were all denied clothes?”

“What of it?” asked Weston with some confusion. “It’s a common therapeutic practice intended to encourage a docile and submissive attitude in the patients.”

“So, no-one has yet been discharged and nothing significant has changed other than to increase the frequency of the treatment?”

“I suspect that little Jennie might be pronounced cured within the next few weeks and there’s always the chance that Marion’s father will accept the responsibility of caring for his hysterical daughter, but otherwise no; it’s business as usual. In fact, I received this communication from Doctor Dumont-Stokes this very morning…”

Weston withdrew a folded sheet of paper from his pocket and handed it to Grey. It was letter espousing the advanced facilities available for the treatment of hysteria in young women at the ‘Helensdean Asylum for the Insane’ and noting that the facility was financed entirely by charitable donations. It went on to say that the advanced technology employed at the hospital was fully supported by Church Authorities and Asylum Commissioners, and that the hospital was in the fortunate position of being able to consider new admissions. Finally, it invited perspective donors to contact Doctor Dumont-Stokes with a view to inspecting the facilities.

Weston looked at Grey’s sour expression. “You can’t change entrenched practices overnight. You might not like their treatment practices, but the diagnoses that have been applied to these women can be traced back four thousand years to the ancient Greeks.”

“Then it’s about time they were reconsidered. Furthermore, I shall be writing to the Commissioners about Mary. I don’t see why a marital dispute should result in the woman being pronounced mad and subjected to such demeaning and invasive therapy.”

“You're not the one she’s in dispute with,” said Weston, but Grey didn’t find the remark amusing. “You do know that fifteen years ago, Baker Brown used clitoridectomies to cure women seeking divorce. He claimed he successfully cured five different women by that method.”

“I have heard that and suspect that the threat alone has been responsible for curing many more, but you told me that Dumont-Stokes is against the procedure.”

“Vehemently,” said Weston. “But that’s not to say that Mary won’t be transferred to another facility with different ideas.”

Grey stubbed out his cigar and turned back through the doorway only for his anger to melt away in the presence of Hannah's broad grin.

“Hannah says you're going to live in Portsmouth,” said Trenchard.

“Indeed. I've accepted a position at the new Naval Hospital. I start as soon as we return from honeymoon.”

“We’re going to Paris,” added Hannah, now quite recovered from her tearful interlude. “We’re catching the packet from Newhaven tomorrow afternoon.”

“I’m sorry to hear you're moving so soon,” said Alice. “I was hoping that Hannah would stay with us for a while longer.”

“It’s very kind of you, but I would rather be far away from here until I'm feeling stronger. But as soon as we get our own house, I hope you’ll all come and stay with us. I believe the Isle of Wight is beautiful and the Solent very invigorating.”

“It’s a date. Mark us down for next April,” said Trenchard.

“Will you be seeing Cecilia before you leave?” asked Alice.

Grey looked at his new wife. “I suppose so,” she said. “She is almost my sister after all.”

*

The next morning, their carriage threaded its way up the London Road between the towering slopes of the South Downs. Their cases were carefully stowed on the back and Edith, newly appointed as Hannah's maid, sat grinning at them from the opposite seat. Once they’d negotiated the pass, the driver turned to the right and followed the narrow track to Pyecombe just a short distance from the main road. The trees were still in full leaf in mid-September, but the autumn would soon turn the woods ochre and then grey for the winter. The vicarage still looked foreboding nestled in the shadows of the narrow ravine with the tall beeches hemming it on three sides and the rooks wheeling in intricate patterns overhead.

Bendall was working in the garden and shambled off to find Tombs. The vicar, when he appeared stepping slowly from the dim interior of the house, stared up at Grey and smiled.

“It’s Doctor Grey, isn’t it? I remember you.” He didn’t seem to recognise Hannah at all and paid her no attention even though she was standing next to Grey.

“Good morning, vicar. You're looking well. How are you enjoying married life?”

The vicar’s smile faded. “Don’t talk to me about marriage. If I’d have known what trouble it would cause, I’d have th’ayed a happy widower. I’ve barely had a wink of thleep with the worry ever thince the wedding. First of all, thee wails when I try to bed ‘er. That’s not right is it? The bible thays a wife should thubmit to her husband’s demands. Ephesians 5:22-24 tells us: Wives, thubmit yourselves unto your own husbands, as unto the Lord. For the husband is the head of the wife, even as Christ is the head of the church: and he is the thaviour of the body. Therefore as the church is thubject unto Christ, so let the wives be to their own husbands in everything. Everything, it says, but thee wouldn’t even open her legs when I demanded it of her. Or Peter 3.1: Likewise, ye wives, be in thubjection to your own husbands, or Colossians 3.18: Wives, thubmit yourselves unto your own husbands, as it is fit in the Lord. These edicts mean nothing to ‘er. In the end I had to get Bendall to tie ‘er to the bed and then I find it’s all for nought and I am unable to effect a thatisfactory coupling after all these years.”

Grey looked at Hannah who was staring back with wide eyes. “I’m sorry to hear you're experiencing difficulties,” said Grey lamely.

“Difficulties? No, not anymore. I have realized that the Lord doesn’t want me wasting my efforts on the pleasures of the flesh and I’ve put all thoughts of it from my mind. I was, however, much concerned that Mrs Tombs would become congested and hysterical as a result and have had to take th’eps to protect ‘er. But was thee grateful? Not a bit of it. Thee even tried to run away and Bendall had to run after ‘er to bring ‘er back.”

“Where is she now? May we speak with her?”

“Thee’s in the kitchen. Tell ‘er I’m worried about ‘er. If thee gets any worse, I’ll have to have ‘er committed. I can’t look after a mad woman.”

Grey and Hannah picked their way gingerly down the dark corridor.

“James, this can’t be right. She’s so young to be trapped in this… this hell.” She looked about her at the dingy walls and cobwebbed ceiling joists. “How could father have allowed it?”

“It’s only what they’d planned for you. And don’t forget that Cecelia poisoned you twice; once with the Croton oil and then with Strychnine. She could have killed you. She’s earned all of this by her behaviour and I, for one, have no sympathy for her.”

They turned a corner in the dark corridor and the small galley kitchen was revealed with Cecilia standing by the sink. She turned when she heard them and looked about like a frightened rabbit about to bolt, but eased when she realized it was Hannah and Grey.

“Cecilia,” said Hannah gently. “Are you alright?”

There was a chain padlocked to a manacle about her left ankle linking her to a post, part of the building’s structure, and when she moved Hannah and Grey couldn’t help but be aware of the soft clinking sound it made as the metal links dragged across the stone floor. “I tried to run away and now he keeps me tethered,” she muttered almost too quietly to be audible. She was barefoot and wearing a grey, shapeless frock that was stained and soiled, but failed to fully disguise her youthful curves.

“Cecilia, I’m so sorry.”

“Father said it was for the best that I take your place, particularly as I’d told him I was starting to suffer from hysteria just like you. He told me that I should marry quickly.” She gave a big sniff. “I couldn’t do it… I couldn’t let him touch me with his bony fingers.”

“I'm sorry…” said Hannah again, but Cecilia didn’t seem to hear her.

“He tried to rape me. That half-witted giant stripped the clothes from me and tied me to the bed for him to use.”

“Cecilia, it can’t be rape if he’s your husband and, anyway, he says he’s not going to do that anymore,” said Grey.

“No. He couldn’t and now I can’t either. He was worried that without ‘marital attention’, as he put it, I’d be tempted to touch myself so he’s provided me with an iron girdle,” and she wrapped on her belly with her knuckles. There was the dull ringing sound of a heavy metal chastity belt. “He has the key on a chain around his neck,” she added and turned back to the small window that looked out to the damp entangled briars and the dark trees beyond. “I've got nothing. He’s taken it all: my clothes, my freedom, my happiness. He’s even locked my body beyond my reach and is working on taking away my mind.”

Grey looked at her, a despondent figure in a dim, lifeless kitchen “Cecilia, we can do nothing. Try to fit in with his way of life, but you need to be careful; he says that he’s considering having you committed to an asylum.”

Cecilia turned dull, listless eyes on Grey. “I know, he’s told me so too. An asylum would be a relief. Look what I have now. I could sit in the sunshine with the other ladies working on my embroidery instead of being forcibly chaste and chained to a sink. And the doctors would be kind; they'd feed me and care for me.”

Despite everything she’d done, Grey felt for her, felt her desolation.

She continued in the same dull monotone. “He told me that the church helps to sponsor the local asylum that looked after Hannah, Helensdean, and that it specializes in treating young women.”

Hannah stared at her in shock and then turned away so that she wouldn’t see her face and Cecilia continued unaware of the effect of her words. “He says they have the very best facilities in the whole of Sussex and a large team of volunteers who help to look after the patients. That can’t be bad, can it? Anything must be better than this.”

She became distant again, her eyes falling once more on the damp vegetation through the window. Unconsciously, she slipped her hands down her body, sliding her palms over the soft swelling of her breasts beneath the coarse material until they rested on the outline of the metal shell encasing her hips. “Tell me, Doctor Grey,” she said in a quiet voice without looking at him. “That thing you did to me, you and Doctor Weston… Do you think they’ll do that at the asylum?”

He looked towards Hannah, but all he saw was her back. When his gaze returned to Cecilia, she was staring at him waiting for his answer. Her eyes were very bright, but her features expressionless and betrayed nothing. He couldn’t tell whether she was dreading another encounter or would now welcome the attention.

“Very likely,” he said and she turned back to stare silently through the window.

*   *   *   *   *


The History of the Victorian obsession with Feminine Hysteria and Masturbation

This story is fiction, but virtually every aspect of it is based on fact whether that be the prevailing attitudes towards women in 1880 Victorian England, the state of knowledge regarding physical and mental health, or the technology and apparatus they were using. In case you don’t believe me, what follows is a brief treatise on hysteria and related conditions in the Victorian era.

The Paternalistic Society and the Women’s Disease

One of the most important aspects of Victorian life was the premise that a woman was inferior in many ways to a man and should defer to his will in all things. She was not permitted to question the judgement of either her father or her husband and to do so was only one of a multitude of symptoms of the mental disorder described as hysteria. Indeed, hysteria itself was ‘invented’ by the ancient Greeks who considered women’s irrational behaviour to be the result of a ‘wandering womb’ and it is only when she conceives that her condition is stabilized. The very word ‘hysteria’ is derived from the Greek word ‘hyster’ meaning uterus and became a synonym for ‘madness’.

Incidentally and quite unrelated, an 1856 medical dictionary offers an unusual translation of the Greek root of the word clitoris: “a servant who invites guests.”

So, hysteria was a women’s mental disorder and was diagnosed with a spectacular assortment of symptoms including lassitude, irritability, depression, confusion, palpitations of the heart, headaches, forgetfulness, insomnia, muscle spasms, stomach upsets, writing cramps, ticklishness, weepiness, blindness, paralysis and being difficult or rebellious. In fact, because it wasn’t actually necessary to show any evidence of insanity, many inconvenient women were committed just on the word of their father or husband. All he had to do was to persuade two doctors to sign the certificates of insanity.

Any woman who rebelled against Victorian domesticity risked being declared insane and committed to an asylum and she generally had no right to contest or appeal. For instance, in 1860 Elizabeth Packard, the wife of the Calvinist preacher Reverend Theophilus Packard, was committed to the Illinois state hospital where she was locked away with the violent and hopelessly insane for 3 years. Her hysteria was evident because she questioned his extreme theology. She was eventually released owing to the efforts of her son when he came of age.

Another example would be Edith Lanchester who was admitted against her will in 1895 in England simply for refusing to marry. She was declared insane by reason of ‘over education’. Virtually anything could get you committed and refusing to marry or wanting a divorce were common symptoms.

The asylums themselves were usually private houses, often run by non-medical men who did little more than keep patients locked away. With their living coming from the profit, there was little incentive to discharge patients who could be detained.

The Disease of Hysteria

The second century anatomist Galen identified a second cause for hysteria (the first was the wandering womb). He claimed that it resulted from the retention of ‘female semen’, a substance that was stored in the womb and mixed with male semen during intercourse. This excess female semen would enter the blood and corrupt it. By the latter half of the nineteenth century, this peculiar condition was still the accepted explanation for women’s irrational behaviour and could only really be cured by regular sexual relations with her husband. If the woman was unmarried or widowed, the female semen congested and turned venomous within her causing all sorts of unwanted effects. Clearly, it was essential that an affected woman needed to have the congestion relieved and in the nineteenth century, the accepted method of relief was for the doctor to use pelvic massage to induce a ‘hysterical paroxysm’ (read orgasm). At this time there was no suggestion that a paroxysm was in any way sexual; the doctor was merely producing a crisis of the disease, just like the breaking of a fever.

It wasn’t until the twentieth century that European and American men believed women experienced sexual feelings at all - either desire or pleasure. Previously, they were expected to submit to their husband’s will and men believed that intercourse culminating in male ejaculation fulfilled all their erotic needs. Whereas the man felt passion and lust and had orgasms, the woman would be driven by a desire to please her mate and derive her satisfaction from knowing that not only had she done her duty, but that she may then conceive children. The female paroxysm was considered nothing more than a nervous spasm resulting from the procedure, but unrelated to emotions or pleasure.

This interpretation is somewhat complicated by the Victorian’s attitude to masturbation and, in particular, female masturbation, which doctors knew to be caused by the search for personal gratification, but more on that later.

Asylums and the Treatment of Hysteria

Before the nineteenth century little could be done to treat mental patients. Furthermore, it was assumed that their condition was as a consequence of something they’d done. The result was that they were either locked away in attics or remanded in lunatic asylums in chains and strait jackets to be gawked at by visiting tourists. They were generally housed in long dormitories or cells and sometimes kept naked as well as restrained. The upper body harness included in this story is an adaptation of the one James Norris wore for ten years in the Bethlam Royal Hospital in London (better known as Bedlam) to chain him to a post in the 1820’s. The other restraints the unfortunate Hannah was burdened with, the iron bar with the integral manacles, the brank to stop her talking and the face mask to stop her biting have also all been used in nineteenth century asylums.

Casual visitors to these asylums were initially encouraged as a way of attracting donations to offset running costs. In fact, asylum tourism became so popular the London Bethlem Hospital had to sell tickets to control numbers. It would be good to think that the visitors were touched by a sense of social conscience, but in reality, most of them were only interested in seeing something strange.

In 1845, the Lunacy Act changed the status of mentally ill people to patients and created the Lunacy Commission – a board of eleven Commissioners to review and inspect asylums to ensure the law was properly enacted. After this act, committed patients lost their right of access to the courts to challenge their detention and, instead, it was reviewed by the Commissioners or County Visitors.

As a result of the Lunacy Act, in the latter half of the nineteenth century asylum tourism and mechanical restraints were discouraged, the chains and manacles being replaced by chemical agents like opiates to keep the patients calm and docile. The Lunacy Commissioners watched and audited the small, private asylums to ensure they complied with the latest humanitarian guidelines and did not abuse their patients by displaying them to visitors, but there were few Commissioners and they were not renowned for their efficacy. Many of these private asylums relied on charity to keep running and, as suggested in this novel, it must have been tempting to turn the treatments of the patients into spectacles for the prospective benefactors in order to attract more funds.

It would be wrong to believe that manipulating women’s genitalia was the only weapon Victorian doctors had in their arsenal for combatting feminine hysteria. Other popular cures included complete bed rest which comprised seclusion, bland food, refraining from mentally taxing tasks (like reading) and sensory deprivation. Also, as hysteria was thought to be associated with an excess of feminine seminal fluids that could subsequently contaminate the entire lower abdomen, it seemed reasonable to decongest the woman both vaginally and colonicly with injected water. When the hysteria also included masturbation or nymphomania as one of its symptoms, the water was usually iced to cool the condition.

By the early 19th century, physician-assisted paroxysm was firmly entrenched in Europe and the USA and proved a financial godsend for many doctors. At the time, the public viewed physicians with tremendous distrust and medicine was, at best, primitive. Most doctors had no scientific training and their standard treatment, bleeding, killed more people than it helped. However, thanks to genital massage, hysteria was one of the few conditions doctors could treat with apparent success and it produced large numbers of grateful women who returned faithfully and regularly, eager to pay for additional treatment. Pelvic manipulation was a reliable and socially acceptable procedure. Doctors or midwives applied vegetable oil to women’s genitals and then massaged them with one or two fingers inside and the heel of the hand pressing against the clitoris. But there was a down side for the professional: the procedure was extremely tiring with doctors claiming that it could take up to an hour to achieve paroxysm and was liable to produce painful repetitive strain injuries to their wrists.

Fortunately, there were alternatives to manual massage. Hydriatic massage was one where a powerful water jet was aimed at the patient’s crotch, but this therapy required a substantial investment in apparatus that was beyond the reach of most clinics. Without their own facilities, both patient and doctor had to travel to the spas incurring transportation costs, spa fees, lodgings and meal cost and this restricted the market to the upper middle class and above.

Other alternatives included a clockwork "percuteur", essentially a wind-up vibrator available before 1870, but it was underpowered for massage purposes and had a distressing tendency to run down before treatment was complete.

In 1869 and 1872 an American physician, George Taylor, patented steam-powered massage and vibratory apparatus. The ‘Manipulator’ was a steam powered pumping dildo that required the steam engine to be housed in an adjacent room and the actuating rod to pass through a hole in the wall. Another of his inventions was a large table with a cut-out in the centre through which protruded a steam powered vibrating ball. He recommended both these contraptions to treat feminine pelvic disorders, but warned physicians that the women should be supervised to prevent ‘overindulgence’. Note that some references on the internet confuse the names of these two devices.

The first electro-mechanical vibrator to be internationally marketed to physicians was the British model designed by the physician Joseph Mortimer Granville and built by Weiss in 1880. It was battery powered and hence was portable, although the battery did weigh 40 lbs. Like the modern versions, this device came equipped with several interchangeable heads to fit different parts of the body.

Vibrators rapidly became the ‘must-have’ accessory at the end of the nineteenth century and were advertised extensively in magazines and catalogues to encourage ‘women’s health’. It was not until Sigmund Freud and others started to explain psychiatry in a scientific manner in the early twentieth century that Victorian values and ideas were seriously questioned. About the same time, the medical treatment of feminine hysteria using the age-old practice of pelvic massage was dropped by doctors like a hot potato once vibrators started featuring in early pornographic films.

Curing Masturbation

Like feminine hysteria, the Victorians seemed obsessed with masturbation. It was apparently the cause of so many different ailments it would be difficult to list them all. As an example, John Harvey Kellogg, the ‘inventor’ of corn flakes, a food he intended to be bland so that it wouldn’t excite a diner’s amorous fervour, was well-known for his opposition to masturbation and came up with a list of 39 symptoms that help to identify a masturbator. He himself belonged to the Seventh-Day Adventist Church and was a celibate who never consummated his marriage.  He believed that the masturbator was both physically and morally corrupt and in 1877 wrote the book ‘Plain Facts for Old and Young’ in which he lists the tell-tale signs of self-pleasuring and they included early signs of consumption, failure of mental capacity, untrustworthiness, easily frightened, wantonness, round shoulders, paralysis, lack of development of the breasts in females, eating clay, slate-pencils, plaster and chalk, and, of course, hysteria in females.

Masturbation in females seemed to be a particular problem and must have caused some confusion when a girl was committed to an asylum because of it only for the doctors to try and cure her by doing the same thing. It was reasoned that her actions were not driven by the search for pleasure per se, but by an addictive need to control a troublesome irritation.

In order to defeat masturbation, the Victorians were probably the real inventors of the metal chastity belt for both males and females, but they had many other ways to defeat the affliction which were much more horrendous. For boys, circumcision was meant to be effective because removing its protective prepuce caused the penis to become less sensitive and this persisted into the latter half of the twentieth century in the USA. Distraction therapy was also a favourite and used blistering oils on a shaven scalp to distract a person from touching his or her genitals. Alternatively, the oils seemed to work just as effectively when applied directly to the genitals. Kellogg himself recommended phenol (pure carbolic acid) applied to the clitoris; the area immediately became much too sore to contemplate any sort of leisure activity.

For girls and women, cauterizing the clitoris helped dramatically as did, apparently, removal of the ovaries, but the ultimate cure was clitoridectomy where the clitoris and sometimes the entire labia were cut away. This made perfect sense in the Victorian era when females weren’t meant to feel aroused anyway and the clitoris would be considered just a dangerous irritation and distraction that could cause masturbation and, in more serious cases, nymphomania and madness.

Clitoridectomies were first used to treat masturbation and hysteria on a mass scale by Dr Isaac Baker Brown between 1859 and 1866. He was convinced that masturbation led eventually to madness and would perform clitoridectomies on all sorts of patients from 10 years old including epileptics, paralytics and even a woman with eye problems. He operated 5 times on women whose madness consisted of their wish to divorce and in each case the patient was cured and returned humbly to their husbands after surgery.

In 1866, Baker Brown described the use of clitoridectomy as a cure for several conditions, including epilepsy, catalepsy and mania, which he attributed to masturbation. In On the Curability of Certain Forms of Insanity, Epilepsy, Catalepsy, and Hysteria in Females, he gave a 70 per cent success rate using this treatment.

The clergy were enthusiastic supporters of the operation and Baker Brown’s book got a rave review in the Church Times of 1866. However, about this time he started to receive negative feedback from his medical colleagues and he was expelled from the Obstetrical Society of London in 1867 on the grounds that he tricked some of his patients into undergoing surgeries. Some authorities put it more forcibly and said it was his routine practice to perform a clitoridectomy on an unsuspecting and chloroformed patient whatever her symptoms.

The following is an extract from the British Medical Journal 1867: 407-8 and describes Baker Brown’s operation:

“Two instruments were used: the pair of hooked forceps which Mr Brown always uses in clitoridectomy, and a cautery iron such as he uses in dividing the pedicle in ovariotomy… The clitoris was seized by the forceps in the usual manner.  The thin edge of the red-hot iron was then passed around its base until the organ was severed from its attachment, being partly cut or sawn, and partly torn away. After the clitoris was removed, the nymphae (the labia minora) on each side were severed in a similar way by a sawing motion of the hot iron. After the clitoris and nymphaea were got rid of, the operation was brought to a close by taking the back of the iron and sawing the surfaces of the labia and the other parts of the vulva which had escaped the cautery, and the instrument was rubbed down backwards and forwards till all the parts were more effectually destroyed than when Mr Brown uses the scissors to effect the same result.”

Although Baker Brown’s career never recovered from his expulsion, the operation itself was not discredited and it was almost certainly conducted by other surgeons after 1867 in the UK and by 1880 his ideas were beginning to be accepted enthusiastically in the US. John Kellogg is known to have conducted at least one clitoridectomy.

Surprisingly, in 1936, Holt's ‘Diseases of Infancy and Childhood’ still recommended the cauterization of the clitoris as a way to cure female masturbation and in 1995, the Council for Scientific Affairs for the American Medical Association noted that, “Currently, clitoridectomies of US women and girls are infrequent, but in rare instances they are inappropriately prescribed as treatment for controlling masturbation.”

Summary

As you will have realized, I haven’t uncovered evidence to support all the scenes in the novel, but that’s hardly surprising. What the evidence does show is that in the nineteenth century, Victorian men generally held the attitude that the natural disposition for a woman is to be passive and submissive, and anything else would suggest that she was suffering from a curable condition. Furthermore, the women themselves would likely collude with this interpretation because to do otherwise would leave them open to the suggestion that they were hysterical.

This puts Queen Victoria’s invocation to her female subjects to ‘Lay back and think of England’ in an entirely new light and it is easy to see why Victorian women would seek to hide their sexual responses, although it makes one wonder what was actually going through their heads when their men were so obviously misinterpreting their reactions.

This novel has subjected its unfortunate heroine to prevailing medical procedures whilst naked and restrained when it would probably have been more normal to treat a woman in a more ‘decorous’ manner better suited to her delicate nature. However, human beings are very imaginative creatures and, whilst it’s true that Victorian women were considered to be without sexual responses, the same cannot be said for their menfolk. It would be a stretch of the imagination to suppose, for instance, that given the task of controlling a supposedly mentally disturbed young woman and driving her to the point of ‘paroxysm’ using a steam powered dildo, certain individuals wouldn’t exploit the situation to provide a money-making spectacle.

The apparently universal misdiagnosis of any form of dissent by Victorian women led to some curiously erotic and, in some cases, horrendous attempts to correct their behaviour. Fortunately, despite my best efforts to humiliate my heroines in my novels, Western attitudes have, in general, matured. This is not the case, however, in all parts of the world and often women have to live with mutilated bodies because, at best, their societies frown upon them enjoying sex and at worst, to prevent them from being able to indulge in intercourse at all. UNICEF has estimated that 200 million women, I’ll say that again, 200 MILLION women and girls alive today have undergone ritual full or partial clitoridectomies and the United Nations Population Fund has estimated that about 20% of those 200 million have been infibulated – an ‘operation’ where their clitoris and labia are cut away and their vulvas are surgically sewn closed to leave only a tiny hole for urine and menstrual blood. When they marry, their new husbands are able to ceremonially cut open what’s left of their genitalia like opening a Christmas present.
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Extract from the book "The Struggle for Freedom"

Sarah is studying history at college, but she’s bored. Her boyfriend has found a solution to life’s tedium: he’s off to join Islamic militants, but warns her that it wouldn't be a good idea for a Western white girl to follow him even if she did wear a burqa and pretend to be a Muslim.

Sarah finds her own solution on the internet in the form of a very attractive Corsican Freedom Fighter and convinces her friend, Ellie, that a short holiday on Corsica may be just what they need. It doesn’t take long for things to get out of hand and rather than fighting for the freedom of Corsica, one of the girls is soon fighting to keep control of her own body whilst the other seems intent on adding both to her restraints and her indignities.

At this point in the story, both girls are encamped with the Corsican Democratic Freedom Front in a hill farm on the side of a mountain. Sarah has established herself as leader Antone’s new girlfriend whilst her friend, Ellie, would much rather go home and is being held against her will in case she reveals the location of the camp to the authorities. Slowly and for one reason or another, Ellie’s privileges and liberties are being eroded and here we find her kept topless and hobbled, chained to the kitchen during the day and to a bunk outside Antone’s bedroom at night. She’s expected to cook for the group that includes three other couples apart from Antone.

Generally, although often disturbed by uninvited advances from the group’s male members, Ellie is treated with if not kindness, then at least consideration, but here we find her the butt of a cruel joke.

*   *   *   *   *

Later that week, Ellie was in the kitchen just finishing the preparations for an evening meal. Behind her, scattered apparently randomly across the large room was everyone else. There appeared to be no reason for their presence; the weather was warm and dry outside and they seldom chose to sit indoors even at the hottest times of the day. Neither were they all doing the same thing: Sarah and Antone were seated at the table just behind Ellie whispering quietly; Jean, Henri and Nazaire were playing cards in a corner, but their progress seemed unusually slow; Odile was sewing and Suzanne and Marion were just chatting quietly. Ellie was peeling carrots and staring out of the window and directly above her, balanced precariously on the edge of an exposed ceiling joist was a tarantula. It was a big spider as European spiders go, a female with a body length of about 3 cm and a leg span that could have straddled a coffee mug. It was dark silver-grey with thick, hairy legs and it was dead.

Even when alive, this spider posed no serious threat to humans with venom that was no worse than a bee sting. Widow spiders, common in Corsica, were a much greater risk, but this one looked the part. Nazaire had found its corpse round the back of the hut and Jean had balanced it on the edge of the joist as a joke whilst Ellie was outside collecting plates. The tension in the room was almost palpable. The audience had been assembled more than thirty minutes and were waiting impatiently with barely controlled anticipation, but still the spider had not dropped.

Finally, able to stand the suspense no longer, Jean stood on a chair and banged the side of the joist with his fist. The joist shuddered, Ellie half turned to see the cause of the commotion, and the spider dropped onto the half-peeled carrot in her hands. She screamed, threw carrot, spider and peeler at the window, and spun away so fast her tethered ankles caused her to sprawl back against the table to send chairs crashing across the room.

Suddenly, there was huge cheer as most of the audience jumped to their feet with glee. The exceptions were Odile who had continued sewing completely unfazed by the stunt and Nazaire whose expression had not changed. Antone, although he had condoned the crime, also refused to become embroiled in its consequences and stayed silent.

Ellie was curled up and shaking on the floor almost apoplectic with terror and looked about with confusion at the grinning faces encircling her. Jean knelt beside her and reached out a hand to help her up.

“It is dead, Ellie.”

Her eyes continued to display no sense of understanding and Jean shook her shoulder to break the trance.

“Ellie, it is dead. It was a joke.”

“A joke...” she repeated slowly. And then, “What was it?”

“It is a spider, Ellie. A dead spider. It can’t do you any harm. It’s called wolf spider.”

The show over, people began moving back into the sunshine leaving just Jean and Ellie on the floor and Odile in the corner with her sewing. Slowly and painfully, Ellie unfolded her limbs and Jean pulled her to her unsteady feet. Her hands were still shaking and she shuddered when she saw the corpse of the creature against the window. One of its legs had completely detached and the others were either spread flat or curled beneath it.

“See,” said Jean triumphantly. “Dead.”

“That was not a joke,” said Ellie weakly. “It’s horrible.”

“It is just a dead spider,” retorted Jean and walked through the doorway chuckling.

Ellie stared for a long time at the creature without moving and then carefully poked it with then tip of a knife, prodding it until it was laid flat on the window board with its seven remaining legs arranged in a star pattern. Behind her, Odile stirred and gathered up her sewing. She paused beside Ellie and studied the beast, then turned to face her.

“Non!” she said emphatically. “Non...” and she waggled a finger at her to reinforce her point. Then she followed the others out into the sun. Ellie turned her attention back to the spider.

*

It was seven and the assembly had reconvened for dinner. The sun was still well above the horizon and the air warm and filled with the sounds of buzzing insects. Nine people sat around the table; Ellie nearest the kitchen and Odile on the farthest end. Each had a plate of stew before them and a glass of red wine. Jean and Henri were chatting happily with Suzanne and Marion, Antone was discussing something of importance with Nazaire, and Sarah was concentrating on eating. Odile was sitting stock still with a severe look on her face staring at Ellie who was just sipping her wine. Nobody had actually said so, but the way most people were eating suggested the stew was good…

Antone lifted his wine glass and caught sight of Odile’s expression, then turned to Ellie to see what Odile was looking at. Ellie turned her lackadaisical eyes on him and sipped some more wine. He gazed at her defiant expression for some moments before understanding dawned. Then he stared down at his stew, moving the food about with his knife. It wasn’t easy to tell, but some of the sprigs of rosemary appeared hairy.

With a roar, he jumped to his feet and flung the dish to the ground. Startled by his explosive reaction, everyone else except Odile and Ellie then carefully inspected their food.

“What is it?” asked Sarah. “What’s the matter?”

“She’s cooked it,” he bellowed. He snatched at Ellie’s arm to drag her to her feet spilling her wine as she struggled with her entangled ankles and, unable to spare the time for her to hobble back to the hut, lifted her bodily and carried her under one arm. Ellie made no attempt to struggle.

*

“That was horrible,” said Sarah a couple of hours later. “I was nearly sick.” She was carrying an old chamber pot that she placed beside the bunk. “Antone says you’re to use this and not make a mess on the floor.” Ellie clutched the blanket tightly about her neck and, although her eyes were fixed on Sarah, she said nothing. Sarah looked round the room noticing the short chain locked to the framework beneath the bunk and Ellie’s skirt and pants tore apart and thrown on the floor.

“You’ve really done it this time, you know. Antone’s furious. It’s a wonder he didn’t beat you.”

Ellie raised the edge of the blanket to show Sarah her hip and bottom. Both were striped with what looked like strikes from a leather belt. It was also evident that she was wearing metal handcuffs.

“Well it’s no more than you deserve. I’d have done it myself given half a chance. He says you’re to stay here until he can decide what to do with you.”

“You don’t like it when the rotten joke’s played on you, do you?”

“We didn’t try to poison you.”

“Fried tarantula legs are considered a delicacy in some parts of the world.”

“Nowhere I want to visit. Sleep well. I think you’re going to be here for some time,” and Sarah left to re-join her new friends.

*

The next morning, Antone sat with Odile eating toast. Ellie was noticeable by her absence.

“You’re looking surprisingly cheerful this morning,” noted Odile.

“I think I may have solved all our problems with Ellie: how to provide her with the protection she seeks to keep her chaste and free from Nazaire and Henri’s attentions; how to stop her flinging herself at Jean; and best of all, how to ensure that she does what I tell her, no more and no less. I have allowed her much too much freedom and she now believes it’s her right to censure us as we might censure her. This situation is shortly to be corrected; I will remind her in a manner she cannot misconstrue of her status within this camp. Meanwhile, she stays locked to the bed until I’m ready. Sarah can feed her bread and water.”

“You know, some might say that what she did to you was no worse than the trick you all played on her.”

“There is a big difference, Odile. She is our captive, not our jailer.”

Antone set off early down the path to speak to Bernard. There were things he needed and they could only be supplied from Bernard’s workshop. Soon after noon, Sarah visited Ellie with the hard, local bread that Antone had specified and a jug of water. Ellie asked if she could visit the latrines, but Sarah shook her head sadly.

“I don’t have a key. Use the chamber pot.”

Ellie wasn’t sure she believed Sarah any more. “What do you think Antone’s going to do when he gets back?”

“I don’t know. I suspect you won’t like it very much. He was talking about some sort of chastity device. He says you’ve been carping on so much about Nazaire and Henri trying to get into your knickers and, at the same time, trying so hard to seduce Jean that he thought he’d lock you out of bounds. How does that sound, sweetie? No more nooky.”

“I was not,” was her immediate response, and then she considered the other things Sarah had said. “I wouldn’t mind that at all,” she said prissily. “No, not in the least.”

In the evening, Sarah was back with more bread and at ten she was there with Suzanne.

“Antone’s not coming back tonight so me and Suzanne are going to have a girls’ night in. Would you like to play?”

Ellie shook her head but Sarah tore the blanket from her anyway. Suzanne peered down at Ellie as she curled up completely naked with her ankles chained together and linked to the bottom rail of the bunk and her hands cuffed together and covering her crotch.

“Well, you can’t anyway. In any case, I don’t think I’d like to put any of my anatomy near your mouth with you in your present mood,” chided Sarah. “But fortunately, I don’t have to. You see, I’ve got these plump little lips to provide all my, um, stimulatory needs,” and she touched Suzanne’s mouth with her fingertip. “And these plump but far from little nipples to suck if I so desire.” With that, she spread the front of Suzanne’s shirt apart and tweaked one of her thimble sized nipples. Suzanne stood impassively if a little unsteadily owing to the wine with her chest thrust out and let Sarah suck the teat into her mouth whilst pressing her face deep into the soft flesh. Ellie snatched the blanket back and turned her face away.

The sun was high in the sky when Sarah and Suzanne reappeared and sauntered away for breakfast leaving her still attached to the bunk for another day. She had no visitors apart from Sarah who stayed just long enough to supply food and no longer.

That night at about midnight, Antone walked past on his way to bed with Sarah, but said nothing. Sarah said, “Good night.” Her smirk didn’t bode well. Ellie spent a restless night. Whatever Antone had planned would happen the next morning.

The next morning finally dawned, the birds sang, the sound of the cicadas subsided and the sun climbed high in the sky. Antone and Sarah walked past Ellie, Antone silently and Sarah offering a suspiciously cheerful greeting, and went to breakfast. The sun climbed higher and the stifling heat began driving away the cooler night air.

At what must have been midday, Ellie heard footsteps outside the door. When it opened, she was distressed to see that Antone was accompanied by Nazaire who carried a holdall that he dropped just inside the door.

“It’s time for you to get up and start working again. You have rested long enough.”

He pulled the blanket from her body and started tying a length of cord to the links of her handcuffs. Then he passed the cord to Nazaire and unlocked her ankle chain from the bed.

“What are you going to do?” She glanced at Nazaire. “My skirt… Your tore it; I need a skirt.”

“No, Mademoiselle, you don't.” He’d adjusted her hobble to a more manageable five links. “Now put your shoes back on; the stones outside can be sharp.”

“Sarah said you were going to give me a chastity belt. I can’t go out like this. Please, I need a skirt.”

Antone gave Nazaire a small nod. Nazaire tossed the cord over a ceiling joist and heaved. Ellie was dragged from the bed and hauled up until she was hanging by her wrists with her feet dangling. Suddenly, the fact that she was naked didn't seem so important any more.

“Ah, Ellie. Always choosing the hardest way.” Without haste, Antone collected her sandals and sat on the floor next to her legs to buckle them to her feet. Meanwhile, Ellie stared up at her wrists and tried to close her mind to the pain of metal cuffs digging into her skin. There was a jolt and she felt the floor beneath her feet again as Nazaire slackened the cord. Her arms were still pulled upwards, her body stretched taut as a wire, but at least her weight was no longer on them. Nazaire tied the cord off to a convenient peg by the door and then knelt beside the holdall.

Ellie was now staring at Antone with her mouth opening and closing like a fish. The speed of events had taken her completely by surprise. He touched her arm and then allowed his hand to slide down and across her chest. Her breasts were pulled tight by the positions of her arms and felt nothing more than soft mounds on the curve of her rib cage, but her nipples were unchanged: hard rubbery teats that flicked between his fingers as his hand glided over them. “Oh, Mademoiselle. You are such a beautiful creature. Such a pity you don’t think like your friend.” Then his hand slid lower over her belly and wispy pubic hair until he was cupping her pubis.

“You feel vulnerable, don't you Ellie? Unable to control any unwanted attention. That was never my intention. Your virtue was never at risk; it was all in your imagination.” His fingers moved slightly and she twitched. “You have been a trial to us all ever since your arrival. You cause injury to my friends and falsely accuse them of wanting to rape you and now you’ve tried to poison us all in the most hideous manner. Well, Mademoiselle, I have devised a solution to all our problems. You will no longer be troubled by thoughts of my friends invading your person uninvited; that will become impossible. And just so you don’t think you can do as you please, you will also have a constant reminder of your status in this camp. You must never again think you can take liberties with impunity.”

Antone removed his hand and stood back to look at her. With an awful sinking feeling, she realized that his temper was far from mollified. Odile had tried to warn her, but she’d been too indignant at the time to take any notice. Still, if his intention was to lock her in a chastity belt, then that was fine by her...

“In essence, Sarah was right. I’ve decided to equip you with a device that will render you completely safe, immune from any threat of unwanted coition. Your secret little tunnel is going to be completely impregnable. That’s what you want, isn’t it, Ellie? You want to be invincible?”

He touched her again, this time forcing his fingers within so that he held her pubic bone in a vice-like grip she couldn’t shake. She wanted to scream, but was too afraid. Yes… At that moment she wanted to be completely impregnable. The last thing she wanted was to be impregnated. She nodded vigorously, unsure where this was leading.

“Good. In that case your wish is about to be fulfilled.” He removed his hand and she let out a long sigh. “We’ll get to my little device in a moment. First, I have a collar for you. It’s a small thing, but I think important.”

Nazaire handed him the collar: a hinged steel band with a ring welded to the front and tabs for a retaining padlock at the back. With the padlock snapped into place, the collar was secure. Next Nazaire gave him a larger metal band with a short, thin chain hanging from its mid-section.

“And here it is. Bernard has done a fine job, don't you think?” Ellie found herself nodding again like an automaton.

Antone passed the band behind her back and closed the sides together over her belly before engaging the tab of one with the slot in the other. It was wider than a normal belt, 10 cm or more with turned edges that prevented them cutting into her flesh. It fitted her waist exactly and she wondered briefly how he’d obtained her measurement, but then remembered that he had Sarah. Their bodies could have been cast from the same mould. She could feel the chain dangling down between her cheeks.

“And now my little mademoiselle, now you will receive what you desire and no more than you deserve. And please remember this: if you scream, I shall have to gag you.”

From his bag of tricks, Nazaire pulled a steel bar. It was about 60 cm long and 4 thick, with a rounded bulb at one end above a row of smooth, wavy grooves turned into its shaft like the handle of some medieval weapon. The other end consisted of a long plain shaft with a ring welded to its tip. For a few moments, Ellie was completely at a loss as to its purpose and then she noticed one other detail: about 18 cm from the rounded tip and just where the profile went from wavy to plain was a large, circular hole the same diameter as the chain. She screamed; she couldn't help herself.
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