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Author’s note

This book is, of course, a work of fiction, but is based on the real attitudes Victorian men had towards their womenfolk. The customs and laws of the time are all real; as are the medical diagnoses and many of the treatments used to ‘cure’ feminine hysteria and masturbation; this latter ‘disease’ being particularly abominable to the medical and religious communities of the time, especially when it affected women and girls.

Daughters and wives were vulnerable to being diagnosed with these conditions and incarcerated in lunatic asylums, and the symptoms associated with these diseases were so vague that they risked being certified merely for disagreeing with their fathers or husbands. In fact, several records exist of women in the UK and US being forcibly imprisoned in an asylum for many years for seeking to divorce their husbands, but that’s not the worst that could happen to them.

Enjoy, but be grateful that we now live in more enlightened times.


Chapter 1: The Wedding

The priest peered at the girl as if he was trying to look beyond the material and deep into her soul, and she shifted, moving her weight from foot to foot in her unease.

“And do you, Emily Elizabeth Hart, take thee, Miles Earnest Cartwright, to be your wedded husband, to have and to hold from this day forth, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love, cherish, and to obey...”

She glanced back at her younger sister Clara, her bridesmaid for the occasion, and received an encouraging smile in return.

“I do.”

“I now pronounce you man and wife,” said the priest with the same mirthless expression. She looked at Miles and was gratified to see that he, at least, was smiling even if his father, the Reverend Benedict Cartwright, wasn’t.

“Come,” he said and taking her hand, led her back through the nave. The pews were sparsely populated by a few friends of Emily’s who had made the journey from their home village, but neither she nor Miles had family in the area except, of course, for Clara and Miles’ father, who had just married them.

They emerged into bright sunshine. May Day, 1884, and Emily was now Mrs Cartwright, wife of a local horse breeder with property in the area. Together with her own inheritance, Woodhouse Stables, they were now a family of means and should be able to live comfortably, but there was still so much she didn’t know about him. It seems silly to say it, but Emily had never even seen Lower Bridge Farm where Miles lived. He’d approached her father a month ago asking his permission to marry his daughter, but she barely knew the man. Before that, they'd spoken briefly at a market in Sommerton and she’d watched him mount a very handsome mare beside another man called William Barnaby whom Miles had introduced as his stockman. Since then, she’d only seen him attending Sunday services at St Mary’s and, of course, after he’d spoken with father.

St Mary’s was her local church, but not his, and she’d wondered why he’d suddenly chosen to ride the seven miles just for the weekly services when his own father’s church was much more convenient. Then it had all become clear.

“My dear, you need a man to help you run this place. You're twenty-five now and should be thinking of marriage, especially now you're soon to be mistress of this farm.”

“Please don’t speak like that father; I can't bear it.”

“But it’s true and you’ve got to face up to it, and Miles Cartwright seems the ideal candidate. He has his own property, he breeds horses so is familiar with the business aspects, and he comes from a religious family: his father is the Reverend Benedict Cartwright of St Agnes in the Wolds. On top of that, he’s healthy, not too old for you, and, to my eyes, appears passably handsome. A better husband would be difficult to find.”

“But we know so little about him.”

“What more do you wish to know. He has chosen you for his wife and it is my greatest wish to see you happily married and your future secured before this diabolical disease takes me. Please, think hard on this Emily. A young, single woman like yourself cannot be expected to manage stables like ours alone.”

As she looked at her ailing father, he moved in his bed and couldn’t avoid showing signs of the pain that was slowly overwhelming him. He’d cared for her and Clara by himself for the last sixteen years ever since her mother had died in childbirth, and now he was going too. He couldn’t beat the cancer that was now in his bones and the sight of him in agony was almost too much for her. She loved him so much and would do anything to ease his final days; was this too much for him to ask? Of course, it wasn’t and she’d written Miles a letter accepting his proposal and urging a rapid ceremony whilst her father still lived, but it wasn’t to be. Her father had passed two weeks ago.

“We’ll adjourn to the Kings Arms so I can treat your village friends to a celebratory drink,” said Miles steering his new wife by the arm through the lychgate and onto the village green.

“That’s very generous of you, Miles,” she said smiling up at his face. Father was right; he is a handsome man in a rugged sort of way. Tall and strong with a presence that few men would question. His hair was still thick and dark, his eyes deep-set and penetrating, and his jaw square and clean-shaven. She judged him to be in his early forties, but like so much about him, she wasn’t sure.

Miles returned her smile, albeit in a small way, and noted that he was now a rich man. His comment caused the smile to drop from her face as his words took on a life of their own. What was hers was now his; not his to share, but his to do with as he wished. Miles was now the owner of Woodhouse Stables and all the property that went with it, including, in a very real sense, Emily herself. She was not now legally entitled to own either property or money, or to sign contracts in her own right; everything now belonged to Miles. According to the law, she even needed his permission to travel, and, of course, she could not deny her new husband sexual relations because a wife is presumed to have given permanent consent upon marriage.

Miles looked down at his wife and his smile broadened.

✽    ✽    ✽

For a time, the village inn was a lively place with ale flowing freely. Emily sat alone at a table and watched the merriment of the local villagers gathered around Miles with fawning appreciation and well-wishes, each offering Emily a smile and a nod of acknowledgement without actually engaging in conversation. Clara was there too with Oscar, a local boy from one of the farms on the hillside above Cinderfield. They’d been seeing each other from earlier in the year. Father had known about the budding relationship and didn’t altogether approve: Clara was, in his eyes, still too young to think about a permanent bond and he made Emily promise to look after her younger sister, but at sixteen, Clara was high on teenage hormones and not easy to control. She was almost as tall as Emily and had inherited the same flawless beauty from their mother as Emily herself had. The main difference between them, apart from their obvious maturity and hair colour, Clara was fair while Emily’s hair was a rich, auburn colour, was their characters: Emily was quiet and studious while Clara was an extrovert and possessed an unruly streak.

“Well, Mrs Cartwright, looking forward to tonight?”

Emily looked round with the sound of Clara’s voice behind her shoulder, the humour with its veiled reference to Emily’s forthcoming marital coupling evident in her tone.

“You'll get your first taste of what it feels like to be a real woman and looking at Miles, it seems you might be in for a wild time.”

“What goes on between my husband and myself should be no concern of yours.”

Clara grinned. “You're going to be screaming later when he slots his cock into that tight, little virgin tunnel of yours. I bet you’ve never even let anyone touch you yet, have you? Never let anyone give you an orgasm?”

“Women don’t have orgasms.”

“Yeah, right… That’s what all the doctors say; all the men doctors. I'm sure you know that’s not true just as I'm equally sure you do it to yourself every night.”

“Clara… How can you say that. That’s so dangerous. Women have been committed for less.”

“I don’t believe it… I don’t believe it’s dangerous and I don’t believe it’s anyone’s business but mine.”

“Well, don’t let Miles hear you taking like that; his father is a vicar and you know what the church says about such things. I'm supposed to look after you until you're twenty-one and I wouldn’t be doing my job if I let you go blind.”

Clara just laughed. “Well, you can rest easy now because it’s not your job anymore. It’s Miles who’s now legally responsible for me, not you.”

Emily just stared at her sister. She was right, of course: it was now Miles who was her legal guardian and at that moment, she looked up at him standing in a circle of his new friends and caught his eye. She watched as his gaze flicked between her and Clara and it was as if he could tell exactly what she was thinking.”

✽    ✽    ✽

It was five o'clock when the carriage crunched up the drive to Woodhouse Stables to deliver its three occupants to the imposing entrance door of the main house. It was a fine, red-brick edifice on three floors with five main bedrooms, five smaller rooms on the upper floor for servants, and impressive reception rooms as well as a dining room, a small library that George Hart, Emily’s late father, used as an office, and a small private drawing room. The kitchen was in the back of the house with the well positioned conveniently close to the rear wall. The privy was further away, near the stream that bordered the garden. Hart had been considering installing plumbing for running water with a new, flushing indoor toilet, but his condition worsened before any plans could be instigated.

The small group alighted to be met by Emily’s house staff, Ida the cook and Martha her housemaid, standing by the entrance door to greet the newlyweds.

“Mr Cartwright, sir,” said Ida and tried her best to curtsy, holding onto the door frame to steady her portly figure. “Madam,” she added smiling at Emily.

Martha, standing beside her, was still a teenager and made a much better job of the gesture, murmuring, “Sir… Madam…” while bobbing.

“What have you prepared for dinner?” asked Miles looking at Ida.

“Roast Lamb, sir, followed by a sponge cake trifle, sir.”

“We dine at seven.”

“Very good, sir.”

Miles walked into the house, followed by Emily who smiled weakly at Ida, and Clara; the sisters standing behind Miles as he cast his eyes about the dark-panelled hall with its wide, ornate staircase.

“The withdrawing room is straight ahead with the dining room to its right and the kitchen behind,” said Emily. “Perhaps you would like some refreshment, sir?”

“I wish to see the bedrooms.”

“Of course. The master bedroom is to the left at the top of the stairs with the other bedrooms arrayed around it.”

“This will do nicely,” said Miles surveying the late George Hart’s bed chamber. It was a large room dominated by a high, oak-framed double bed complimented by a dark oak dressing table, two large wardrobes, a side table, a day settee, and various cabinets. He moved to the window and stood for some time gazing at the dozen or so Shire horses grazing peacefully in the warm evening and at the wooded hillside beyond. The stables themselves were out of sight, being positioned to the right of the main house behind a tall hedge.

“Tell me again how many horses you have here,” he said turning towards Emily who was waiting patiently by the door.

“Sixty breeding mares, forty yearlings, and three stallions. There are also twelve working horses we have to haul the wagons and work the feed crops, and four riding horses.”

Miles nodded slowly. “Five now my own horse has been added to the stock.”

“May I ask how many animals grace your farm?”

“None.”

“None, sir…”

“My farm is lying fallow at present. I've decided to move in here and will send for my housekeeper and valet in the morning. My housekeeper will require the use of a room. Do we have enough?”

“There are two guest rooms on this floor and three spare attic bedrooms for staff, and then there’s always my old bedroom.”

“Your room is to the left?” and Emily nodded. “And I presume the room to the right is Clara’s. My housekeeper can have the room next to yours.”

“As you wish.”

“Now then,” he said and his mood subtly changed. “We have some business to attend to, so start by removing that gown.”


Chapter 2: Chastity Breach

Miles stood looking at his new wife expectantly. Emily, however, hesitated. She glanced behind her at the bedroom door not quite closed and then at Miles, looking impatient with his hands clasped behind his back. This wasn’t at all how she imagined her marriage would start.

“Do you have a problem with my instruction?”

“No, sir,” she murmured and began unfastening the hooks and eyes down the front of the bodice while Miles settled into an armchair to watch. The bodice opened, but still Miles showed no signs of assisting and Emily withdrew her sleeves and folded the garment on a chair.

Miles studied her standing before him still wearing her white bridal skirt, multiple layers of underskirts, and an embroidered white, under-bust corset over a thick cotton chemise that was tight about her chest.

“An under-bust corset,” he said with surprise.

“I find it more comfortable, sir.”

“And do you always wear that thick chemise beneath the gown and corset?”

“I do, sir. I… er… I wear it for the sake of modesty. The more traditional corsets have more of a hold. They extend higher up my chest and without one… Well, I feel somewhat exposed. But they're just so restricting.” Emily was floundering at this point and finding the explanation difficult. “If I'm honest, I… I just don’t understand how other women can possibly wear them.”

“Exposed?”

“Perhaps not exactly exposed, although a full corset does serve to disguise my profile. Without it, the chemise adds structure… It helps… It helps to support me. I'm sorry, sir; I'm finding this conversation very difficult.”

Miles wasn’t about to let the subject drop. “And you believe you require that extra support?”

Emily swallowed. He was her husband after all. “Without a high corset or the thick chemise… well, I move.” Miles was still motionless, but a small smile was creeping into the corners of his eyes. “I move when I walk. My breasts move. They move inside my gown to the extent that other people might notice the motion.”

“I see. It’s a feature I've noticed with lower-class women who go without corsets altogether. It’s actually something that I find quite attractive and I think from now on you ought to dispense with the chemise.”

“In that case, sir, I shall return to wearing the more traditional corsets.”

“Emily… You're not listening to me. I require you to continue with your existing fashion as far as your corset goes, but to dispense with the chemise. Is that clearly understood?”

“You want me to…”

“I insist on it.”

“In that case, sir, then yes, I will, of course, do as you ask.”

“Good. Now then, slip your arms out of that heavy-weight vest and let’s have a look at your tits.”

Again, the hesitation, but she soon recovered, pushed the straps from her shoulders, and rolled the tight-fitting garment over her breasts and onto the top of the corset. Miles stirred himself and moved close, close enough to take a breast in his large palm and squeeze. Emily gasped and stepped back a pace, but Miles wasn’t about to relinquish his grip and grinned when she had to step forward again. He did then release his hold, but instead gripped the front of the chemise with both hands and ripped it open as far as the top of the corset.

“Stand still girl,” he growled and she watched him take a pocket knife from his waistcoat and cut away the loose material hanging over the corset.

“There… That’s much tidier. Now we can get a proper look at yer tits.” They projected over the top hem of the corset rounded and comely, and Emily tried to hide her embarrassment by studying the portrait of her father behind Miles’ shoulder.

“Unusual teats,” he observed.

“Yes, sir. It’s a family trait.”

“Really? So, your sister is the same?”

Too late, she realised she’d divulged information that Miles didn’t need to know. Clara’s breasts were indeed blessed with generous nipples and puffy areolae, although not as generous as Emily’s, and not the same nut-brown colouring of those features, possibly because she was fair compared to Emily’s darker hair.

He gripped her again while Emily stood her ground and closed her eyes, this time taking a breast in each hand and rolling their nipples between his fingers and thumbs.

“Yes… Very nice. Heavy but firm. You may continue with the skirts,” and he sat down again.

She bit her tongue and unfastened the outer skirt of her gown that dropped gracefully to the floor around her feet. Miles made no comment, so she did the same with her underskirts, carefully stepping out of them to stand in her silk knickers beneath the corset, silk stockings tied with blue ribbons, and her lace-up black leather shoes.

“You wear knickers?” he said accusingly.

“Yes, sir; knickers or drawers, sir.”

“Then I forbid it. They are unhealthy and you shall not wear them again. Remove them now.”

Again, she had to remind herself that she was now his wife and he was quite within his rights to disrobe her so casually, but that didn’t stop her wanting to cry under his dispassionate gaze.

“Stand closer and spread your legs,” he demanded and she moved to stand before his chair with her arms hanging loosely by her sides, her secrets available to another for the first time in her adult life. Miles studied the thatch of dark hair below her belly and then slowly reached out a hand to touch her with a finger. She gasped but didn’t move other to close her eyes again. Her first touch and she found the experience excruciatingly embarrassing and exciting at the same time. For a long time, Miles didn’t move his finger, and then very slowly, he began to roll it between her labia. She felt his fingertip touch the mouth of her vagina and then, quite suddenly, his finger was sliding easily between her folds and slipped deeper into her slot to touch her clitoris. She squealed and jumped, but Miles wrapped an arm about her hips to enfold the cheeks of her bottom and stop her moving back.

“You get wet very easily; just how it should be when you're about to be fucked for the first time.”

All four of his fingers were now rubbing her, spreading her copious lubricant and disturbing the little nub of her clitoris that was rapidly engorging. She felt her legs growing weak as her breathing became fast and light and was glad of Miles’ hand behind her for its support. He rose and she fell against him to whisper, “Kiss me,” and wrapped her arms around his neck.

Miles didn’t return her passion, although he did kiss her lightly on the lips before turning her toward the bed.

“Come… We have a maidenhead to destroy and a marriage to consummate. Remove your shoes and climb up onto the bed.”

“Should I remove my corset?”

“No need…” and he boosted her up onto the high mattress. Emily looked a little disorientated with the speed of events and just sat looking at him with her legs straight out in front of her.

“Come on, girl. Look lively. Hands and knees in the centre of the bed.”

It was not a very romantic arrangement for Emily’s first taste of love, but Miles didn’t seem to notice. He was sitting on the edge of the bed to remove his own shoes and then stood to remove trousers and underwear. Emily looked back at him over her shoulder as he climbed up behind her. He was still wearing his shirt, waistcoat, and socks, but he was in a hurry. It was easy to see the reason for his impatience: the penile erection proudly upstanding between his legs. She’d never seen one before and was momentarily taken aback by its size. It looked much larger than she supposed she could accommodate and she gave a quiet cry of anguish before Miles slapped her on a cheek of her bottom and told her to drop down onto her elbows. She did so, losing sight of the organic weapon that was about to impale her as her head dropped below her shoulders and her hips rotated to push back her vulva. And then, not what she was expecting…

Miles was inspecting her. She could feel his fingers spreading her labial lips, stretching them open to reveal her clitoris and the gaping mouth of her vagina. He was checking to see if she really was a virgin and, apparently assured, he moved closer and she felt the head of his penis nudging her. He was wiping it between her labial lips to coat it with her own secretions.

Her throat felt dry. She dropped her forehead onto her hands as she felt his glans in the neck of her passage and gave a low moan as he edged inside, only to be halted by her maidenhead. He gripped her waist, unnaturally compressed by the corset, and withdrew a couple of inches. Three heartbeats and then he plunged forward.

Emily screamed as he tore through her maidenhead and his groin slammed against her vulva with the root of his cock crushing her clitoris while the organ itself pressed up into her body, stretching her vaginal walls to fill her for the very first time and knocking against her cervix.

He withdrew and then re-entered at speed to push her violently forward a second time. She felt her breasts moving below her chest, flapping forward to skim her nipples across the bedcover as his thick shaft reamed through the mouth of her vagina and her clitoris was given its second strike.

She screamed as each thrust stimulated the sensitive nerves at the mouth of her tunnel every time Miles pressed forward to refill her and cause waves to quiver her abdomen, her breasts to sway wildly beneath her, and her clitoris to flare with each sudden impact.

“Drop your shoulders,” demanded Miles. Emily heard the sound of his voice, but her addled brain didn’t react. “Drop your shoulders,” he repeated louder and emphasised his words with a hard smack against the side if her bottom. She spread her arms and dropped her head against to mattress, and her hips angled even more to thrust her sex back towards him.

His posture changed; he was still kneeling, but now he was more upright so he could press deeper into her proffered body with his hands on her broad cheeks instead of her waist. He could no longer easily pull her back against him, but it wasn’t now necessary; with her change of posture, he was now driving her body down onto the mattress instead of having her balancing on her elbows.

Miles began breathing fast as his movements became more rapid, his thrusts harder, and he began punctuating each move with a hard slap on the side of her bum. Emily was still keening with high-pitched, pitiful-sounding cries as she felt her mind slowly slipping away, and then, to cap everything else that was happening, he curled the thumb of his left hand into the mouth of her anus. She screamed and tried to move, but there was nowhere for her to go. His movements became faster still until she felt like she was being ridden by a wild stallion, one intent on splitting her in two.

Finally, her body began reacting: her thighs were trembling, her breathing had almost stopped, and her head cleared of all thought but the ever-building emotional maelstrom.

It took Miles twenty more seconds to climax, but then he was suddenly still with his erection buried deep inside her. He could feel her vagina pulsing, rhythmically squeezing him as he jetted stream after stream of sperm into her chamber, but below him, Emily lay shocked on the mattress, shocked into paralysis with the sudden loss of her developing climax.

She felt him withdraw and flopped down flat on the bed with tears wetting the corners of her eyes. When she eventually looked around, Miles had redressed and was just lacing up his shoes.

“Come on. You can't stay there.”

“I thought you'd come to bed with me,” she whispered trying to disguise her emotional turmoil.

He laughed. “I'm going to have a smoke and a whiskey. You're going to your own room. I shall require to occupy this room alone.”

“Oh…,” she said as she rapidly adapted to the news. “As you wish.”

“Your room is next door, isn't it?”

She nodded.

“Then pick up your clothes. I shall not be needing you again this evening.”

In a daze, Emily gathered up the garments in her arms and scuttled out the bedroom door to enter her room before anyone else saw her. She dropped the clothes onto a chair and then threw herself onto her bed. It wasn’t as big or as grand as the one in her father’s room – it was too soon to call it Miles’ room – and she buried her face in its soft counterpane. What had she done? Her life had been changed forever. She’d married a man for whom she had no love in the belief that love would blossom, and she still believed that, although it was now glaringly apparent that the relationship will need a lot of work; Miles seemed completely devoid of compassion. But it has to work; it’s what she promised her father – she is to provide the home and Miles will help with the business.

She had invested much in this marriage. She had in effect given away control of everything she owned – the farm, the house, her entire life – in the hope that as a couple, they could make the farm thrive. She’d even given away all responsibility with regard to her younger sister. Miles now has everything including her own body, and seemed all too aware of the fact. The true extent of her cost was only just dawning on her, but it really couldn’t be that bad, could it? After all, all women were in exactly the same situation when it came to the law; they were the junior partner in any marriage and it was Miles who was now her master.


Chapter 3: A Solitary Intermission

She retired to bed after leaving Miles even though it was still early – soon after eight and still light outside – but lying in bed did not ensure sleep. She heard Miles enter his new bedroom about eleven, heard cupboard doors knocking and drawers sliding as he sorted through his belongings, decanting items into storage.

Much later, she lay restlessly looking at the night sky through the unshuttered window and thinking about Miles, reliving the way he’d taken her. She’d experienced most emotions that evening from erotic anticipation, through ignominious embarrassment, anxiety when she saw his erect penis, a mix of intense pleasure mixed with pain when he was within her, to a feeling of extreme desolation when her rapidly building climax was denied.

Now she was lying alone in her bed thinking about Miles’ erect penis and her present mood would be alien to many of her countrywomen. It was a taboo subject in polite society, but Emily was perceptive and could easily distinguish those she considered to be worldly-wise from the more parochial and intolerant even when nothing specific was said. She knew that the accepted view of women’s sexuality in the male world was that women were unable to experience the same sexual highs as men. Men have orgasms; women do not; a medical fact supported by all renowned and distinguished doctors. In fact, for a woman to display any sort of passion during lovemaking is often considered a clear indication that she’s suffering from hysteria: a type of mental disease affecting only women.

For more than two-thousand-years, doctors believed the problem was caused by a uterus that could drift upward in the body if it was “unsatisfied” - meaning lack of pregnancy or sexual activity. As it moved, it supposedly pressed on organs like the liver or lungs and caused symptoms such as shortness of breath, anxiety, paralysis, fainting, and emotional instability. That diagnosis has been discredited and the doctors now believe the problem to be an imbalance of secreted humours. In particular, the retention of female semen collecting in the pelvic area that must be dispelled before it can turn venomous.

Emily smiled to herself. For decades, doctors have tied themselves up in knots trying to make sense of a condition they claim as a convenient catch-all disease for anything they consider to be out-of-the-ordinary or ill-understood. The result is that it now has a spectacular assortment of symptoms including tiredness, irritability, depression, headaches, forgetfulness, insomnia, muscle spasms, stomach upsets; the list goes on and includes showing excessive passion, or becoming rebellious and argumentative. She’d even heard of women being diagnosed with the disease just because they wanted to divorce their husbands. It would all be so funny if the treatments for this curious condition weren’t potentially so dreadful.

To begin with, if it’s just a mild case, then a massage to induce a female paroxysm would suffice because such a result would temporarily dispel the unwanted humours. Indeed, Emily was aware that many of her female associates eagerly visited doctors to receive just such a service; she’d even been tempted herself, but now that service shouldn’t be necessary because by far the most successful treatment has been shown to be marital relations administered by a husband.

She smiled again at that thought; would Miles insulate her from the ravages of feminine hysteria? It was, of course, the regular paroxysms that lovemaking would provide that would keep her humours in balance and her mind sane. It’s why the disease mainly affects young, unmarried women with no access to regular partners. Paroxysms… That’s what the doctors call them… They think it’s just the non-sexual spasming of a woman’s body in response to stimulation and liken it to the breaking of a fever, but she thought the whole idea ludicrous. To her mind, there was no difference between a man’s orgasm and a woman’s paroxysm.

That brought her thoughts around in a full circle back to Miles and her evening’s experience. It left her gasping for her own paroxysm… her own orgasm… and perhaps laid bare the biggest secret of her entire life. When she was a young teenager, she discovered she could induce her own paroxysms merely by rubbing herself, and it has been a regular feature of her nightly routine ever since even though the practice was condemned by both the medical profession and the church. Everybody knew that the medical consequences of the practice could be dire and lead to lunacy, blindness, paralysis, and death. No-one had ever suspected Emily. If they had? Well, her father probably wouldn’t have done anything, but a doctor or, even worse, a churchman would likely have diagnosed advanced hysteria.

The thought caused a shiver down her spine, but it wasn’t enough to quell her urge. She lay perfectly still for a full minute listening to the silence that enveloped the household and then, very slowly, she reached down to lift the hem of her nightdress and touch herself between her thighs. As she worked silently beneath the covers, it occurred to her that she was no longer a virgin and that a dildo might add spice to the experience, but she had nothing to hand and, in any case, for that night it was unnecessary. It didn’t take her very long before she went rigid and lay quietly quivering as the spasms wracked her body and a powerful feeling of fulfilment and satisfaction settled her mind. It wasn’t as intense as her almost-orgasm on Miles’ bed, but it sufficed and soon she was asleep.


Chapter 4: A Husband’s Prerogative

She awoke with the sound of the back door closing. It was light once more and soon after that, there was quiet tap on her bedroom door and Martha entered with a cup of tea.

“Good morning, madam,” and she placed the teacup on the bedside table.

“Good morning, Martha. Have you taken tea to Mr Cartwright?”

“No madam. The master is at the stables. He was up soon after six.”

“What time is it now?”

“It’s almost eight, madam. Shall I bring a ewer for your wash?”

“Please, Martha. Thank you.”

Martha left the room, closing the door quietly behind her, but was soon back with a large jug of warm water that she placed on the washstand next to the wash bowl.

Emily washed and dressed, greeted Ida in the kitchen, and then stepped out into the garden in the bright sunlight. The route to the stables took her through the vegetable plot and then along a short hedgerow before she turned through a gate into the exercise yard.

The early morning bustle was over with most of the horses already turned out into the paddocks, but even so, the place was unusually quiet. The stables employed a total of twelve men: the stud groom who was nominally in charge of the stables, a blacksmith who doubled as a farrier, seven stable boys, and three farmhands who took care of the feed crops, but none of them were in evidence. Emily entered the first of the long stable ranges and looked down the double row of stalls, a few of which were occupied by mares either about to foal or who had just given birth, but then the place was otherwise deserted. It was the same with the next three ranges: a few horses but no men. She walked the entire length of the fourth range and out into the stable yard beyond. The hayloft and feed stores were on the right, behind which were lodging houses for the stud groom and a couple of the more senior hands. Immediately in front of her were the paddocks with dozens of the huge horses grazing peacefully, and to the left, a service area with the smithy and coach house. It was from the coach house that she heard the murmur of voices.

“Ah, Emily, my dear. You have finally deemed to join us. My wife, gentlemen, whom I assume many of you already know,” and he held out an arm to invite Emily to join him at the head of a circle of men. He’d gathered together the entire staff of the stables to introduce himself as their new master and now many of them turned towards her with smiles and nods as she moved between them to join Miles.

“As I was saying, I do not anticipate my arrival here to result in significant staff changes, although there will be one or two new faces when I relocate some of my staff from Lower Bridge Farm and some changes will be inevitable. Emily, my dear wife,” and he graced her with a beatific[pw1] smile and an expansive gesture, “Will now be stepping back from the management of the stables and I will always be available to answer any questions or concerns any of you may have. Finally, I hope we can continue with a successful season and to commemorate my marriage, I have arranged for a delivery of ale this evening, here in the coach house, where I hope that you will all join me.”

This announcement resulted in the expected boisterous response and noisy chatter as the men dispersed to leave Emily somewhat disorientated beside Miles.

“I did not know you were going to address the stable hands this morning.”

“There was no reason you should.” He looked at her high-necked cotton blouse and her floor-length skirts, and wrapped an arm about her waist to feel the stiff, board-like strictures of her corset beneath the blouse. It was an unexpected affectionate gesture and she smiled up at him, but then he asked, “Are you dressed as we agreed?” She gasped when, without waiting for her response, he lifted a hand to place it firmly over her left breast. It was soft and mobile beneath the thin material and he could feel the firm tip of her nipple against his palm.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “And your underclothes here?” and his hand pressed against the front of her skirts where they were cut close to her body. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes flicked around the coach house to see if anyone was watching as they filed out. “Show me.”

“Miles, no…” Her strident tone attracted the attention of several of the stable hands who looked round in confusion, only to see Miles now smiling beside his bride. He took hold of her hand and led her casually across the yard and into the hayloft, steering her around the stacked trusses until they were hidden from view. She expected him to repeat his demand, but it had changed.

“Remove your skirts.”

She stared at him in horror.

“When I give you an instruction, I expect you to comply immediately, not attempt to negotiate a compromise. Now, I require you to remove your skirts.

Slowly and while never looking away from Miles’ smiling face, she unfastened the hooks down the right side of her outer skirt and it slipped from her. Miles didn’t react, so she untied the cord holding up her underskirts and they, too, slipped down her legs.

“Your gowns are getting dusty; fold them onto the hay trusses.”

Carefully and with deliberately precise movements, she lifted each from the earth floor and laid them on the hay. Then she turned back to Miles with defiance flaring in her eyes, standing tall in her outdoor shoes and silk stockings, but with her thighs and groin now naked.

“You should be careful, girl. Your resolve is beginning to show.”

“I shall do your bidding, sir; you are my husband.”

“Yes, I am… and you should do my bidding when I request it, not when you think it convenient or seemly.”

“I'm sorry, sir. I didn’t think you'd want to expose your wife before our workers.”

“My workers… And it is not your place to try to guess what I want when I tell you to do something.”

“No, sir.”

“No sir,” he mimicked. “Remove your blouse.”

Her mouth dropped open, but she had little choice in the matter and, after a quick glance behind her to assure herself that they were, indeed, alone, she unfastened her blouse, slipped it from her arms, and folded it neatly with her skirts. Miles looked at his new wife, at the dark hair at her groin and her bare breasts spilling heavily over the top of her corset.

“You see that metal tie-rod above your head?” he growled angered by her apparent bravado.

She looked up at the bar spanning the gap between roof supports. It was eighteen inches above her head and over the side of the hay trusses. “I want you to hold it with both hands.”

“Sir?”

“Do it now, girl,” he growled, raising his voice for the first time. Emily jumped with his sudden tone and hurriedly reached up to grip the bar, stretching out over the edge of the stacked hay. Miles moved behind her, standing close so that his groin was pressed against the cheeks of her bottom, and placed his hands on her sides beneath her armpits. Emily didn’t move, but her breathing became fast and weak. Then she jumped when his hands slipped around her to grip her naked breasts pulled thin by her pose.

He lowered his face to her hair and whispered in her ear, “You like this, don’t you, girl? Like it when I squeeze your tits. Have many men ever squeezed your tits?”

“No, sir.”

“And what about this, have many men ever done this?” and he released her right breast to slide the side of his thumb down between the cheeks of her bottom until it slipped into the mouth of her sex and his fingers were moving between her labia.

“No, sir. None,” she gasped and dropped her left hand to turn her head towards him.

“Hold the bar, damn you,” he barked, and then it a quieter voice, “I don’t believe you. I think half the boys in the village have sucked on these tits and played tunes on this clit.”

“I'm not lying, sir. Really, I'm not,” she panted

“Then why is it that my hand is slick with your juices?” He released his holds and stepped back a pace. “A dozen, I think,” and she gave a sharp cry and jumped against the hay trusses when his hand landed on a soft cheek with a loud crack.

Rather than releasing her hold on the bar, her grip tightened as Miles continued to chastise her flesh stretched out so enticingly over the edge of the hay, striking first one cheek and then the other. After the initial cry, Emily clamped her jaws together tightly and was completely silent with the only sounds being grunts from Miles as he strained with the effort and loud claps as each strike marked her bottom.

He counted to twelve and then stopped to touch her hot skin with his palm. “I trust you’ll remember this lesson.”

“Yes, sir,” she murmured and turned wet eyes to him.

“Good. Release the bar, then, and drop onto your knees.”

She could see no alternative and dropped to the hard earth, kneeling up with her arms hanging loosely at her sides and her face now level with his groin.

“You know what to do…”

She guessed what he wanted, but she really didn’t know more. She ‘d never touched a man’s penis in her life before, let alone taken one in her mouth, but despite his aggressive and undignified treatment, she felt her sex wet with the thought. Not so her mouth, which felt dry and her voice rasping when she murmured, “Yes, sir,” and began unfastening the buttons of his fly.

His cock sprung free of his clothing when she opened it and bobbed before her face, both teasing and daunting. She took it in her fist, marvelling at its hard, rigid shaft, and touched its tip with her tongue to find it silky smooth.

“Stop prevaricating, girl.”

She licked her lips and engulfed the head in her mouth, testing it with her tongue and finding it firm and tasteless, but strangely intoxicating. She was unprepared for the erotic thrill that flashed in her head as her lips closed around his shaft and she sucked, crushing his glans between her tongue and palate.

She was holding him in both hands as she worked her lips back and forth over the soft head and, on an impulse, slipped the fingers of her left hand beneath his testes. She could hear him groaning as she moved the glands in her hand, rolling them together like large, glass marbles, heavy and frictionless.

For a brief time, she felt empowered and peered up at his face. His eyes were closed as if he was in a trance and she knew it was all her doing. His fingers were entwined in her hair, gently caressing as she moved to slide him over her tongue, but then his grip on her head tightened and he began pulling her to him to drive his cock deeper into her mouth. Now her hands were against his thighs as she tried to control how deep he lunged, but he was much stronger and began driving himself so far into her throat that she could only breathe in short gasps. His movements became faster until she thought her eyes were rattling, his body no more than a blur with his cock acting like a piston to pump saliva until it was dripping from the corners of her lips. She could feel his pubic bone and hair hitting her nose and his glans burrowing deep into her throat with every lunge, and grabbed gasps of air each time he was on her tongue and there was a clear path to her lungs.

His shaft was so thick her lips sealed around it and she found herself unable to speak, unable to tell him that she was finding breathing difficult, but he probably wouldn’t have heard anyway. Just as she thought she couldn’t take more, he was suddenly still with his shaft pulsing in her fist and the head of his cock on her tongue. She breathed deeply and then sucked hard when she sensed him begin to spasm and felt semen filling her mouth. She tried to withdraw at that point, but he held her steady and snarled, “Be still, girl.”

She paused, motionless, and still he jetted semen into her in strong bursts to fill her cheeks while is cock plugged her lips. He held her head firmly between his hands, his gaze directed upwards, while she gazed up at his face and the spasms faded. Finally, she made a grunting sound and struggled to free herself, and then he did look down at her.

“Swallow, girl. Swallow it all and make sure my cock’s clean.”

His hands relaxed so she could move, but he didn’t release his hold altogether. She did as asked and swallowed the thick, slightly-salty, lubricious fluid before sliding his entire cock back into her throat several times to clean it. It was becoming noticeably more flaccid and the duty not so demanding, but she stopped mid-stroke when she heard voices behind her.

“Sorry, sir, we didn’t know you were here,” and scurrying footsteps retreated. Miles didn’t say anything and, after several moments, she resumed her task until he pushed her away and refastened his clothing.

“Enough now, girl. You may redress…” He leaned back against a stanchion and grinned at her. “You are full of surprises, girl… Who would have guessed that you have no gag reflex,” and he walked from the barn leaving her still on her knees feeling used and empty. She pulled on her skirts and blouse, and crept across the yard and through a stable range back to the house, wondering if everybody she met were the men who saw her naked and red-cheeked servicing her husband.


Chapter 5: Father-in-Law

Emily was still shaking when she arrived back at the house and Ida’s kitchen provided a quiet and comforting retreat. A cup of tea and a plate of warm bread with local cheese was a welcome distraction from recent events and, although Emily couldn’t bring herself to describe what had brought her such discomfort, Ida was sympathetic and consoling. And then Miles found her.

She looked up from her seat at the kitchen table at his imposing figure standing in the doorway. “Please prepare yourself for the midday Sunday Service at St Agnes in the Wolds. We’ll travel by carriage and leave at eleven.”

“That’s your father’s church, is it not?”

Miles nodded and added that they’ll go from there to Lower Bridge Farm for a fleeting visit before returning to Woodhouse Stables.

“And what would you deem appropriate to wear?” she asked.

It was a leading question as well she knew, but Miles wouldn’t be swayed. “Your best gown and ankle button boots would be satisfactory,” which meant, of course, that his decrees regarding her underclothes still stood.

Clara joined them in the carriage, sitting opposite Miles and smiling demurely when he complimented her on her gown and hair. Emily thought the gown too revealing, especially for church, but didn’t comment because, well… in effect, it would be like criticising Miles’ assessment and, in any case, who was she to pass judgement on her younger sister when her own figure was so noticeable without its enveloping chemise.

They used the stable’s four-seater ‘brougham’ carriage to journey the seven miles to St Agnes church, an enclosed design that was small for more than two passengers but comfortable with William driving from the box seat at the front. The journey took forty minutes, but the roads were smooth and the time passed, in the main, in a convivial manner with Miles and Clara chatting amiably. Then Emily attempted to join the conversation by describing in detail the curtains she was planning on making for the main drawing room and Miles grunted his approval. She suggested, too, that one of the farm hands might be redeployed in replanting the front garden with a new variety of rose that had more scent, and again, Miles acceded. Conversation continued between the three of them discussing other domestic issues with Miles now spending most of the time gazing at the passing landscape.

The only point of contention arose when Emily suggested they might diversify and begin breeding Cleveland Bays for carriage work in addition to the Shires. Miles was quick to stress that such a decision was no longer her concern and told her to limit herself only to domestic matters.

Outside St Agnes church, the Reverend Cartwright greeted Miles warmly and Emily and Clara more formally, expressing his pleasure in seeing them both.

“I hope married life is giving you the opportunity to bring comfort to my son?” he said to Emily, “A comfort that’s been denied me since my dear wife Beatrice passed four years ago.”

“Emily is proving quite adept in that line, father.”

“I see she prefers to opt for comfort herself as far as her style of dress goes,” and he indicated the swelling of her breasts above the bodice of her gown with a wave. “Unusual with modern girls, but I don’t complain; I, for one, believe our Lord intended that the fairer sex shouldn’t attempt to conceal the gifts that He has chosen to bestow upon them.”

“We, too, prefer to keep things as natural as possible, don’t we, Emily?”

“Indeed, reverend,” she murmured.

“And this must be my son’s new sister-in-law Clara… I’m sorry we didn’t get to meet properly at the wedding. And I see you have the same attitude towards dress as your sister; perhaps even more so. How old are you, child?”

“Sixteen, reverend, sir.”

“And are you married or betrothed?”

“Oh no, sir, but I do have a boyfriend.”

“She’s much too young to consider marriage,” said Emily impulsively.

“Really?” said the vicar. “In my day, girls were able to wed at twelve.”

“Thirteen nowadays, father,” said Miles.

“Well, I think you look ready for wedded life; a good, strong girl like you,” and he glanced down at her chest substantially exposed by her low-cut gown.

“Father, I need a word after the service if that’s convenient…”

✽    ✽    ✽

The service was long and tedious, but Miles joined in enthusiastically with the hymns and piously with the prayers, afterwards leaving Emily and Clara alone in the pews while he met with his father in the vestry. It gave Clara an opportunity to meticulously rearrange the neck of her gown and allowed Emily to study the structure of the building. It was smaller than her own St Marys and had a musty smell that suggested damp, but the workmanship that went into the roof timbers was impressive and the East Window behind the altar was colourful and detailed.

Ten minutes went by before Miles reappeared and beckoned Emily to join them in the vestry. He directed her to a chair and then both men stood staring down at her.

“Father wishes to inspect your feet, so please remove your shoes and stockings.”

“Miles, no. Please…” but Miles said no more. Trembling slightly, Emily complied and stretched both bare feet out before her, and the men stooped low to stare at her toes, at her second and third toes conjoined.

“It’s a hereditary condition; my mother was the same.”

“And she died young in childbirth,” noted Father Benedict. “And your sister?”

“No, not her.”

The men withdrew to the far side of the room and conversed in whispers, but were soon back before her.

“Father now wishes to inspect your breasts, so please remove your blouse.”

This time, Emily just stared up at the men, but again Miles said no more, so she stood and unfastened the top section of her gown to the extent that she could spread it open to reveal her bare breasts. Father Benedict leaned in close and took both breasts in his hands to knead and manipulate for all of five minutes while Miles stood silently watching and Emily stood with her eyes closed. Eventually, the old priest released his hold and Miles told her she could redress and wait for them in the nave.

It was another fifteen minutes before the men joined the two young women, both looking serious, but not a word was spoken. Miles took her by the hand and pulled her through the church with Clara following to the carriage waiting outside the churchyard and they left Father Benedict standing alone by the Lychgate.

✽    ✽    ✽

The next stop was Lower Bridge Farm, Miles’ previous home and the second property he now owned. Emily was looking forward to her first viewing, but was disappointed when it didn’t live up to her expectations. Compared to Woodhouse Stables, Lower Bridge Farm was an enterprise on a much smaller scale. What’s more, although she’d been pre-warned, it was still sad to see no horses anywhere in the surrounding paddocks. The house was much smaller too with perhaps no more than three or four bedrooms, and the front of the property adjoined an unpaved yard bordered on its far side by a stable block, barn, and several small outbuildings. With the exception of a light trailer parked in one corner, there was little sign that the farm was actually occupied.

“Stay here,” said Miles alighting as soon as the carriage stopped.

“I was hoping you'd show us around,” said Emily, but Miles didn’t bother answering as he walked away and entered the house through a side door.

“I thought it would be bigger than this,” whispered Clara.

“It’s not for us to be judgemental. It was father’s wish that I should marry Miles to help with Woodhouse Stables, so to that extent, the size of this property is immaterial.”

“Do you think he has any horses?”

“He tells me the farm is presently lying fallow, but I suppose we could soon restock these paddocks.”

“Are you going to ask him?” asked Clara.

“Not in his present mood, no. He’ll tell us when he wants us to know anything.”

The two young women waited patiently in the carriage for what seemed like an age and saw no-one; no stable boys or farm hands, and no-one from the house.

Miles reappeared, said nothing, and they set off back to Woodhouse Stables in silence. It wasn’t until Emily was alone with Miles in the drawing room that she broached the subject that was disturbing her the most.

“What did your father say?”

“He said that in his opinion, your condition is a sign that all is not well between you and your God. Webbed feet such as yours are an indication that the Devil had a hand in your conception and that your soul is tainted.”

“And my breasts?” she asked with a quavering voice. “Why did he want to inspect my breasts?”

“He was looking for witch signs. Witches often have visible indications that their tits are adapted to suckle imps and demons, and other similar creatures from the underworld. He says the fact that he didn’t find any such indications does not mean they weren’t there; merely that they were invisible to the pious. He suggests that I could still use you for pleasure and procreation if I take certain precautions, but that I shouldn’t allow you to sleep in the house at night for fear that you might transform in the darkness and corrupt the household.”

“Miles… This is all ridiculous. I accept that my toes are not normal, but it’s a common enough condition and does no harm.”

“My father believes it’s an indication of something much more serious.”

“So, he doesn’t want me to sleep in my own house. Where does he suggest I sleep?”

“He says I should arrange for you to sleep in one of the stables with a chain to ensure you don’t stray abroad in the night and disrupt the house.”

“Miles, no… You wouldn’t…”

Miles smiled at her discomfort; perhaps his first smile of the day. “Madam, you may rest assured that I do not adhere to my father’s beliefs regarding imps and demons. I do not deny that your disfigurement may be related to some other as yet unrecognised malady or affliction, but I do not believe you pose a significant risk to the household and I do not intend to act on my father’s suggestions. You may continue to sleep in your own room.”


Chapter 6: Little Sister

After supper that evening, Emily was talking to Ida in the kitchen when she noticed Clara outside in the garden. She was hurrying behind the hedge that led to the stables and she was still wearing the gown that she wore to church, her Sunday best. It wasn’t usual for Clara to visit the stables in the evening and certainly not dressed up like she was, but Emily thought she knew the answer to the mystery.

She remembered the promise she made to her dying father to look after Clara and decided she had no option but to investigate further and hurried after her. However, once in the exercise yard beyond the hedge, she was faced by four ranges, each with the double doors on the buildings’ gable ends open wide. She walked slowly past each, peering carefully through the gloom to see the entire length of each long aisle through to the wide doors at the far end; see the twin rows of Dutch doors to the stalls all closed. The horses had been stabled for the night and, no doubt, virtually all the stalls were occupied, but she couldn’t tell which. Of the stable boys, there were none.

Then she had a thought: it was unlikely that Clara could have walked the length of a range in the time available and equally unlikely that she would enter into one of the stalls wearing her best gown, but at the near end of each stable range were two small rooms, one a tack room and the other a feed store where ready-use hay was stacked. She entered the nearest building and checked first the tack room and then the feed room beside it. Both were unoccupied.

Next range and, again, no-one. Then the next. Finally, she entered the building on the end of the row, the nearest to the house. Like the others, it had a distinct animal odour mixed with the smell of leather and here she could hear soft whispering coming from the feed store. Quietly, she opened the door to gaze at Clara with Oscar. They were kissing and were both unclothed to some degree. Clara had the top of her gown unfastened and Oscar was pressing her against the trusses of hay with a hand clamped over each bare breast, while Clara had one hand holding the back of his head to keep their lips together while the other gripped his erect cock as if it was a tree branch.

“I suppose I should be grateful you're not actually fucking each other,” Emily said quietly, but the sound of her voice was enough to stir them both into frantic activity.

“Emily…” cried Clara pulling up the front of her gown while Oscar just turned away to adjust his clothing. “Emily, you're spying on me.”

“Father trusted me to care and protect you and that particularly encompasses protecting your reputation and your virtue. What you're doing here could have ramifications that affects the whole of your life.”

“We’re not doing anything, Mrs Cartwright; just kissing,” appealed Oscar.

“Oscar, you're a man of twenty-one; at sixteen, Clara is still a child.”

“I'm not a child. And anyway, I wasn’t going to let him stick his cock into me.”

“It didn’t look that way to me. I think you ought to go, Oscar, and you, Clara, will come back with me now.”

“I will not. You're not my father. You're not even my guardian anymore; Miles is.”

“I am the one telling you to go back to the house now. I can't believe you're so reckless in this matter. Respectable girls do not meet boys alone at night without a chaperone. Go back to the house immediately, and we’ll say no more about it.”

Clara hesitated, stared at Oscar to see if he was going to say something, and, when he didn’t, stamped her foot on the hard concrete and flounced out shouting, “I hate you,” as she left the building.

They watched her go and then Emily turned once more to Oscar. “I don’t object to you seeing my sister, but from now on you should confine your meetings to gatherings where you're in the company of others and your motives cannot be misconstrued.”

“Yes, Mrs Cartwright. Thank you, madam,” and he slunk away along the stable’s main aisle. He wasn’t a bad boy, but what boy wouldn’t take advantage of a girl if she was willing, encouraging even?

Emily returned slowly to the house to give Clara time to return to her room to sulk, but it was not Clara she met but Miles.

“Clara has been telling me you’ve been overbearing and critical.”

“I've just caught her with Oscar in one of the feed rooms.”

“She says they weren’t doing anything improper.”

“She had his cock in her hand and he was groping her bare breasts; how is that not improper for a young girl? If they had got carried away… well, she’s so young it’s almost illegal. Clara could even get pregnant the way they were behaving and that would have ruined her for life.”

“Emily, you know as well as I that the age of consent is thirteen; it could not possibly be illegal.”

“It would be immoral to bed one so young.”

“Do you know what the age of consent is in the United States of America? It’s ten… Are you implying that all of that country’s lawmakers are immoral? I'm sure that Clara is a sensible girl and that you're making an unjustified fuss. Furthermore, it is I who is now responsible for her behaviour, not you; you should have informed me and then I would have made a decision regarding how to proceed. Instead, you have pre-empted my action and usurped my authority, and I won't have it.”

She gave a great sigh. “You are right. It is you who is now Clara’s guardian and I apologise for not coming to you first.”

“Take off your gown.”

“What?”

“I don’t enjoy repeating myself, now take off your gown and lean over the back of this armchair; you have earned yourself a second chastisement.”

That was the moment that she realised she’d angered Miles for a second time, and that he will have his way.

“Miles, we’re in the drawing room,” but he was unmoved and watched with a dour expression as she unfastened blouse and skirts until once more, she was clad only in her corset, silk stockings, and outdoor shoes, leaving all of her secrets exposed. The chair was positioned across the centre of the room facing the fireplace and, very reluctantly, she moved to stand behind it.

“Lean forward and grip the base of the arms. You didn’t learn anything from the last time, so we’ll try something different today.”

“What are you going to do? Miles, no… Please don’t.”

He didn’t directly respond to Emily’s appeal leaving her little option but to comply or risk further sanctions. Once she was folded over the back of the chair and clutching the carved wooden supports to the chair’s arms either side of the seat, Miles mused, “One advantage of living on a horse breeding farm is that there is never a shortage of leather straps.” He retrieved those he’d collected earlier and Emily watched with dismay as he wrapped the leather strapping about her wrists to bind her tightly to the chair.

“Miles, someone might come in,” but he ignored her concern and, moving around behind her, demanded that she now spread her legs.”

“Oh God,” she murmured as she found her ankles now bound inextricably to the chair’s rear legs. It was an extremely provocative pose: she had her hips raised higher than her shoulders and this left her naked sex not only exposed behind her, but actually thrust backwards between her thighs. It also left her breasts hanging freely beneath her chest, a state she couldn’t fail to acknowledge when Miles reached below her to carelessly fondle each dangling nipple.

“Do you know what this is?” he asked holding up a short, flat batten of wood.

“Of course, I do. It’s a butter pat. It’s one of a pair used to shape butter.”

“You're wrong… This evening, it’s a paddle used to discipline an unruly wife,” but rather than strike her with it, he walked out of the room.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was ten minutes before Emily heard the door open again behind her. She assumed it was Miles returning, but couldn’t be sure because she couldn’t see around the chair.

“Miles…” she whispered tentatively, but there was no immediate response. In fact, there was no sound at all for several seconds and then Clara’s voice said, “Not Miles,” and Emily gave an audible gasp. “Well, sis, you seem to have got yourself in a bit of a mess.”

She walked around the chair to where Emily could see her and there was a huge grin cracking her face. Emily turned her head away and closed her eyes.

“Cat got your tongue?” she asked and touched Emily’s shoulder to make her jump, but she stayed stoically silent and averted. “You know I didn’t imagine you’d look like this naked. I suppose I didn’t really know what to think, but I didn’t imagine you’d be so… so detailed back there. All those little folds and puffy bits, and a scrunched-up arse hole too. Do you think I look the same? I don’t know because I've never looked at myself from that perspective. You’ve got nice titties, too. They're much bigger than mine, but you are a lot older. Will my nipples grow as big as yours?” and she reached out to touch one. Emily gave a little screech and tried to swing away, but her movements were limited and Clara had no problem chasing the nipple around beneath her chest to stay in contact, giggling all the while. And still Emily didn’t speak.

“You shouldn’t have been so mean to me and then none of this would have happened. I only told Miles what you said; I didn’t ask him to do this…”

She moved around to Emily’s other side, but Emily just turned her head away again.

“Alright… I'm sorry, ok? We were enjoying ourselves and you broke it up. I was just cross, that’s all… I didn’t think he’d do anything like this to you even if you do deserve it.”

She walked around behind her again and touched a cheek of her bottom uncomfortably close to her swollen labial lips and Emily screeched again and tried to wriggle, but barely moved at all.

“You know you'll have to talk to me soon… Miles has given me this and told me you're to have twelve hard strokes,” and she moved back in front of Emily to show her the butter pat. Emily peeped and then looked away again. “Emily, please, I've said I'm sorry. What more do you want.”

“I want you to go away,” she murmured.

“I can't. First off, he says that if I don’t slap you or if I don’t do it hard enough, he’s going to leave you like this for hours and you'll eventually get twenty hard strokes of the cane from him. So, you see I have to do it. Then he said I can choose to slap your bum or your tits.”

“I don’t want my tits slapped,” she squealed.

“No, I didn’t think you would. It’s your bum then and he says I have to do it hard enough to leave it hot and red.”

There was silence for several seconds and then Emily told her to do what she must.

“Ok… Just here,” and she touched her left cheek with the flat of the wood.

Emily didn’t say anything, so Clara lifted the paddle and hovered in mid-stroke.

“Alright? Are you ready?”

“Just do it…”

Clara swung the paddle in a wide arc and it contacted her flesh with a loud clap and a shriek from Emily.

“Oh God, I'm sorry. Was that too hard? I didn’t mean to do it so hard. Are you alright?”

“No, of course I'm not alright; you’ve just slapped me with a butter pat.”

“Emily, please… I'm not enjoying this. Do you want me to stop?”

“No, don’t stop. Just get it over with. Do it fast…”

“Ok. Are you ready? I'm going to do it now…”

“Clara… For God’s sake…”

“Ok…” and she began striking Emily’s upraised bum as fast as she could. Emily reacted with an almost constant scream and so much animated wriggling that Clara stopped after another five strokes.

“That’s half-way,” she announced and moved around to look at Emily’s face to see tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Are you alright?”

“God, Clara…”

“Are you sure you don’t want me to change and slap your tits?”

“Aren't you inflicting enough damage back there?”

“If you'd not been so horrible to me, none of this would be necessary.”

“I wasn’t horrible to you. You had Oscar’s cock in your hand and if I hadn’t stopped you, he’d soon have been inside you.”

“He would not. You don’t trust me with anything…”

“And then you had to go and compound it all by bleating to Miles.”

“This is only what you deserve.”

“Clara, you're a harridan.”

“I've no need to stop at twelve, you know. I could just go on…”

“I hope your arm gets tired and drops off. You're a little witch.”

“And you're naked and strapped to a chair with your tits hanging down at one end and your cunt sticking out the other. You should know better than to call me names in your condition,” and she slapped the paddle up hard between Emily’s outstretched arms… twice to pancake each breast in turn.”

Emily screamed afresh and began rocking her chest to throw her breasts wildly from side to side, but Clara had already moved around behind her to complete the chastisement with another six strikes.

“There… Done. And perhaps you won't be so quick to criticise next time," and she walked from the room to leave her sister sobbing.

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily was still smarting thirty minutes later when Miles entered the room.

“That’s two lessons… Do you think you’ve learned enough to avoid a third.”

“I hope so, sir,” she murmured, and then squealed when Miles inserted two fingers into her.

“You're really sticky back here. Does that mean you enjoyed the experience?”

“No, sir.”

“I'm not so sure. I thought you were a closet masochist the first time I saw you in church with your father. You were so deferential and dutiful to him, I had you down initially as a servant. And now here you are… freshly spanked and eager for cock. Clara said she even gave you a couple of extra slaps on your tits because you were being disrespectful and calling her names, but that probably only served to boost your lust even more. So… should I fuck you?” and he added a third finger.

Emily caught her breath and it was a few seconds before she could answer. “If that’s what you wish, sir, I wouldn’t want to stop you.”

“That would be a good trick in your current position,” and he removed his fingers from her sex and unfastened the fly of his trousers.


Chapter 7: The Housekeeper Arrives

Outside, the morning looked grey and drab. The undergrowth was wet with rain and the next shower wasn’t far away, but the horses had all been turned out into the paddocks and appeared content. The family was just finishing breakfast, toast and eggs, and Martha was clearing away the plates, Miles was leafing through a broadsheet, and the two sisters were helping themselves to a second cup of tea from the pot. It was just an ordinary day until Miles remarked, “Martha, please make up the guest room for Giselle.”

Emily looked at him questioningly.

“I did tell you. Giselle and William will be here shortly. Giselle is my housekeeper and William’s my stud groom. He’ll have one of the estate cottages and Giselle will lodge here in the main house; she can have the room next to yours,” and he looked towards Emily.

“I'm sorry, Miles, I’d forgotten it was today you were expecting them.”

“It’s of no matter.”

“And the lady is French?”

“Parisian. I met her there a couple of years ago.”

“I didn’t know you’d been to Paris.”

“I've been to lots of places.”

“Tell me about them?” asked Clara, but Miles said another time.

It wasn’t much later when a trap pulled up outside the main entrance while Miles was in the stables. Emily answered the door and watched a big man with broad shoulders and a bald head heft a trunk from the back and carry it into the house.

“Good morning,” she said to the man. “You must be William.”

“Aye, ma’am.”

“And Giselle. Welcome. Come inside and take that damp cloak off. Miles is in the stables. I’ll tell the maid to fetch him.”

“Don’t concern yourself, ma’am,” said William. “I’ll take the trap round to the stables with my trunk and find him myself. I understand there’s lodgings there for me.”

“Indeed,” said Emily and turned to Giselle who smiled as she slipped the cloak from her shoulders.

“Good morning, Madam Cartwright,” said Giselle and handed the damp cloak to Emily. The girl was much younger than Emily, but older than Clara, nineteen or twenty, and her sparkling eyes beneath thick, curling hair hinted at a vivacious and lively disposition. She was smaller than Emily with a slim, lithe figure, but full bosom as revealed by the gown she wore beneath the heavy, grey cloak.

“Pardon me for saying so,” said Emily, “But you seem very young to be so far away from home and in a foreign country too. Miles tells me you come from Paris.”

“Ah, oui. I am what they call a grisette in Paris: young and carefree. We are free-thinkers and don’t consider ourselves bound by the usual conventions.”

“And how did you meet Miles?”

“I was a muse,” and she grinned at Emily. “An artist’s model living in romantic poverty with a not-very-good artist. Miles entered the studio one day while I was posing and he liked the picture so much he bought it. Then he offered me the position of his housekeeper.”

“I see,” said Emily thoughtfully. “You must find English rural life very dull after the lights of Paris.”

“Not at all… I love the countryside. Miles has taught me how to ride a horse and how to shoot a gun at… how you say… les lapins?”

“Rabbits.”

“Oui, rabbits. It is exciting, yes?” and Emily smiled at the girl’s intoxicating energy.

“So, you are to be our housekeeper… Are you a good housekeeper?”

“Non… Not very good. My room is upstairs, yes?”

Another smile at the girl’s supposed self-effacement and then Emily said, “Martha will show you the way,” and she handed the damp cloak on to the hovering maid.

✽    ✽    ✽

Miles and William returned, picked up Giselle’s trunk between them, and carried it upstairs, and, although William walked solemnly through the house on his way back to the stables, that was the last Emily saw of her husband for several hours.

Both Miles and Giselle appeared for the midday meal and Emily was surprised when the girl sat at the dining table with them to eat, but refrained from questioning Miles in front of her. Miles seemed more cheerful than of late and conversed at length with Giselle, which Emily supposed was only to be expected because he’d known her for a lot longer, but it made her feel uncomfortable nevertheless.

“Giselle and I have business to discuss,” he told Emily after the meal and once more the two of them disappeared into her room. Left with little to do, Emily walked from room to room thinking about Giselle and Miles with her imagination running wild, and it was not until she entered the kitchen to find Martha about to visit the village store for provisions that she found respite.

“I’ll come with you; the fresh air will be good,” and she slipped on her canvas overcoat as protection from the still-falling rain.

A walk of less than half-a-mile took the pair into the row of small traders where Martha could purchase flour, meat, and the few condiments they needed. Emily had been making the short journey one way or another for the last twenty-five years, first as a babe-in-arms, then a young girl with her mother. Her mother passed and her teenage years were spent supporting her father, and now he, too, was gone; the same journey through summer sun and winter snow, but now she was married and her future seemed unsettled. She should be feeling excitement for a life that’s unfolding full of new experiences and possibilities, but instead, nothing now felt familiar. Even the old trees no longer felt friendly, but seemed to adopt menacing shapes and whisper in ominous tones in the thin rain.

The portentous air didn’t appear to affect Martha. “If it’s all the same to you, madam, I thought I’d just call into the milliner. He was expecting a delivery of new hats from London.”

“You go ahead,” said Emily. “I’ll just wait under the canopy.”

The young girl disappeared into the shop’s dark interior and Emily walked the short distance to where a grocer had thoughtfully provided cover from the weather for the boxes of vegetables he’d staked on the footpath.

“Mrs Cartwright; Emily… How are you? Settling into married life?”

“Oh, Doctor McQuoid. I didn’t notice you.”

“Too much on your mind I shouldn’t wonder.”

“You could say that, yes…”

Doctor McQuoid grinned at the girl he’d known as a baby when he was first apprenticed to the old practitioner. “And how is Mr Cartwright? I’ve been expecting an invitation to tea; I've yet to meet your chosen gentleman.”

“Mr Cartwright, yes… He’s… um, quite busy.”

“Oh, have I presumed too much? I'm sorry if I've spoken out of turn.”

“Not at all. We’d love to see you at Woodhouse, but it would be better to leave it for a week or two just to let Miles settle in.”

“I understand he’s decided to live here at Woodhouse rather than the two of you occupy his own property.”

“Woodhouse Stables is a little larger and probably the more comfortable of the two.”

The doctor stared hard at her face. “You’ve been crying.”

“It’s just the rain.”

He put his hand on her shoulder and bent low to whisper. “You know, Emily, you can always turn to me if you have a problem.”

“It’s nothing. Married life has come as a bit of a shock, that’s all.”

“All the same, if you just want to talk, call in at the surgery. Few problems are as bad as they initially appear once they’ve been discussed.”

“Thank you, doctor.” She looked round to see Martha emerge from the milliner’s. “I have to go,” she murmured and left the doctor with a concerned expression as he watched her depart. She fell into step beside Martha and they both turned towards the stables and dipped their heads against the rain, neither noticing William, Miles’ new stud groom, as he puffed on his pipe in the doorway of the inn across the road.

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily was seated at the kitchen table with Ida, Martha, and a pot of freshly brewed tea when Giselle opened the door.

“Mr Cartwright would like to see you in the drawing room, madam.”

Emily rose and watched Giselle’s coquettish figure climb the broad staircase until she turned from sight at the top. Then, with a deep sigh, she entered the drawing room. Miles was standing with his back to the fireplace even though the fire was not lit.

“You’ve been into the village?”

“I went with Martha to shop.”

“You were seen bent close and whispering in hushed tones with a man.”

“That was Doctor McQuoid. He was asking how I was.”

“So close?”

“I believe he was concerned, but I assured him I was perfectly alright.”

“In future, I would appreciate it if you notify me if you feel the need to leave the farm again.”

“I'm not to be allowed to visit the shops?”

“I didn’t say that, but as my wife, I would like to be informed as to your whereabouts. And now, I require your services… as my wife.”

“What now? In the drawing room? But Miles, we’re not alone in the house.”

“And why does that matter? I am the master here and I don’t need to be directed by the sensitivities of my staff, so please prepare yourself.”

“You want me to undress here in the drawing room?”

“Have I not made myself clear enough? Are you a simpleton, girl?”

Emily glance once behind her at the closed door and then unfastened her gown to leave herself once again substantially naked.

“That will do,” said Miles. “Now come and kneel before me.”

This wasn’t exactly what Emily had supposed, but just as bad. She complied, carefully dropping to her knees on the thick hearth rug and looked up into his solemn face as he unfastened his trousers and freed the erection confined therein.

“Begin, girl,” and he held her head between his hands to guide her onto him. She gripped his shaft in her hands and kissed the tip before licking all around its soft, pointy profile and sliding the whole head through her lips and into the warm, moist interior of her mouth. She sucked on him, caressing the underside of his glans with her tongue, and then Miles slowly but inextricably drew her onto him to press himself deep into her until her nose was amongst his pubic hair and his cock was blocking her throat.

With his hands still on her head, he withdrew himself until he was once more on her tongue, and then thrust into her again, his grip tightening to dissuade any thoughts of resistance. Gradually, the movements became faster until her head felt like it was spinning and spittle was dribbling from her chin, and then quite suddenly he was still. She felt the shaft of his cock spasming between her lips and the thick, unctuous liquid jet into her mouth and pool in her cheeks, and still he held her head fast.

“She’s good, is she not?” said Giselle from somewhere behind her and Emily tried to withdraw and turn her head, but Miles had other ideas.

“Be still, girl, and clean me,” and his grip was as firm as ever as he drew her onto him again to slowly pump himself in her mouth.

“Nice titties, too. Nice and firm with perky nipples and just the right amount of bounce,” and Emily squealed as she sensed Giselle kneel beside her, but the girl didn’t attempt to touch.

“Do you have a reason for disturbing us?”

Emily could hear the humour in her voice when she answered. “No… I just thought I'd see what was going on.”

Miles suddenly pushed Emily away and she fell back on her haunches to watch him reclothe himself.

“Then make yourself useful and help your mistress to dress,” and Miles stalked from the room.

Emily turned to Giselle with drool and semen coating her chin and then looked around in vain for something with which to wipe her face, but Giselle just giggled and handed her a small face cloth.

“Thank you,” murmured Emily and then watched Giselle leave. It was only after she’d gone that she realised Giselle had brought the face cloth with her for just such a purpose and, therefore, knew precisely what to expect. And there was only one way she could have known that.


Chapter 8: Emily’s Services Rewarded

Emily saw neither Miles nor Giselle until supper that evening when the girl once more joined them for the meal. Nobody spoke of the afternoon’s activity, which suited Emily and she ate her food in silence.

After the meal, she followed Martha into the kitchen and sat with Ida to drink tea while Miles and Giselle finished the bottle of wine. Then Miles disappeared to the stables, presumably to converse with William over a few tankards of beer while Giselle curled up in the drawing room with a book and later retired to her own bedroom early. Emily saw neither of them again that evening and the night passed peaceably with the rain stopping in the late evening and the morning bringing a cloudless blue sky.

Emily washed and dressed to discover that she was almost last to rise; Giselle was still in her room, but Miles and Clara had eaten and were now both at the stables. Ida gave her tea and toast, and she idly wandered along the path to the exercise yard in the sunshine. Both Clara and Miles were in the yard, Clara about to mount a bay saddle horse that Emily had never seen before. As Emily watched, Clara put a knee in Miles’ hand and he pushed her up into the saddle with his other palm under her thigh and it was a surprise to Emily to see that she was now mounted across the saddle rather than the almost universal female side-saddle.

“Look what Miles has given me,” cried Clara when she saw her sister. “Isn't she beautiful?”

“She certainly is. From Lower Bridge Farm I presume.”

“Aye. One of the last. I thought it time that the girl learned how to ride.”

“That’s very thoughtful of you, Miles; thank you.”

Miles gave her a strange look that morphed into a smile when he turned back to look up at Clara. “Clara’s a fine young woman with a good, strong body and a sharp mind. If she wants to become involved with the stables, she should know horses. This one’s docile enough; try walking him around the yard.”

Miles handed her the reins and Clara jogged the horse forward into a slow walk. They watched her in silence for a couple of minutes and then Miles suggested she nudge the horse into a trot with her heels. The horse obeyed immediately and quickened its gait to jog Clara up and down in the saddle.

“Oh…” she said in surprise as she bounced, meeting the saddle on the upstroke as she dropped after every step. "Should it be like this?" she asked clinging onto the front of the saddle to steady herself.

“Not really,” said Miles. “You should think of the horse’s movement as a two-beat rhythm with the horse moving one pair of legs on beat one, and the other pair on beat two. “Rise in the stirrups on beat one and sit back again on beat two.”

Clara attempted to follow Miles’ instructions and it was amusing to watch as she continued to bob up and down no matter what she tried, the movement slapping her crotch onto the saddle with every pace and noticeably moving her breasts. After a few minutes, she pulled on the reins to stop the horse and breathlessly announced to Miles that she needed a rest. He held out his arms and she slipped from the saddle into them.

“Thank you,” she murmured. “I shall call her Dolly,” and she gave Miles a hug and a big kiss on his cheek.

After that, Clara spent most of her free time in the stables, abandoning knitting and sewing almost entirely. Each time Emily visited, the stable boys would be friendly enough, but Miles, William, and even Clara seemed to resent her presence and she did wonder if Clara’s sudden interest in horses and the stables was entirely due to Dolly, or whether Oscar was still a regular evening visitor. Clara, of course, denied it and reminded Emily that Miles was usually about too, but somehow that didn’t seem to make the situation much better, particularly so in the evening when the horses were all stabled.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Madam… Your husband requests your presence in his room,” and Giselle held out a damp face cloth to Emily.

Emily stared at her grinning face and laid down her book. It was almost nine o'clock in the evening and the house was quiet, Ida and Martha already having completed their chores and withdrawn to their rooms in the attic ready to make an early start in the morning. The ceremony with Miles was becoming a regular occurrence, but at least this time he intended it to be enacted in his private room rather than the drawing room.

From Emily’s point of view, she didn’t actually mind the oral sex she was invariably required to perform with her husband. What she did mind was the frustration that followed the act when Miles decided the exercise was at an end and Emily was left unsated, and she longed for a repeat of the time when he'd consummated the marriage and tore through her virginity. She didn’t know why he preferred oral stimulation over and above carnal; perhaps he just wasn’t ready for children.

She climbed the stairs and tapped on his door, and when she peeped around the jamb, found her husband all ready for her. Instead of just sitting on the edge of the bed while she knelt between his legs on the floor, this time he was completely naked and lain full-length down the centre of the bed. Emily smiled with the thought that evening was going to be different, and began removing her clothes.

With her outer garb, shoes, and underskirts on the floor, Miles called her up onto the bed and she crawled up towards his face to seek a kiss, but he held up a hand to stop her.

“Suck, girl,” he said and she looked down at his rigid cock positioned with perfect symmetry on his abdomen.

“Yes, sir,” she murmured with some disappointment.

“I have a surprise for you tonight,” he announced and held up a wooden dildo. “Giselle tells me it’s unfair to ask you to perform when your own needs are not being met and has given me this. She says the extra stimulation will encourage you to greater exertions and I’ll reap the rewards. Furthermore, I know for a fact that female paroxysm is recommended during marital relations by the medical profession.”

“Indeed, sir,” said Emily staring at the intimidating tool. It was a wooden batten a foot long and an inch thick with a round, polished ball about an inch-and-a half in diameter attached to its tip. She’d not seen anything like it before, but its purpose was plain to envisage although she did wonder how this was going to work; was Miles going to give it to her and watch her work herself up into a lather while she sucked on his cock?

The answer wasn’t long in coming when he directed her to kneel beside him and, when she leaned forward to take him in her mouth, he reached around behind her to tap the ball-end against her opening. She gave a low moan and drew him slowly across her tongue while he, in turn, moved the blunt wooden tip through her labia to coat it with her juices before teasing her by pressing it against the mouth of her vagina.

Miles had entangled his left hand in her hair and now pulled her onto him at the same time as he finally slid the dildo into her and she gave a muffled shriek.

“There…” said Miles. “While you keep working, I’ll keep working,” and he withdrew the tool only to reinsert it with more alacrity, and for the first time ever, Emily was gifted with an orgasm by someone else’s hand. In fact, she succumbed after just a minute or two, but Miles didn’t stop the pistoning of the dildo until he, too, had climaxed, and that took several more minutes during which Emily squealed, and squirmed, and sucked.

Eventually, both husband and wife were fully sated and he released his hold on her head so she could rise, grinning inanely.

“Thank you, sir.”

“You should thank Giselle. It was her idea.”

Emily retrieved the damp face cloth, another of Giselle’s ideas, and wiped the spittle and semen from her chin while swallowing the rest, and then asked, “What shall I do about the dildo, sir?”

Miles reached behind her and withdrew the instrument from its organic sheath, eliciting another low moan from Emily in the process, and dropped it down beside the bed.

“Go now; I'm tired,” and he turned away to slide beneath the bedcovers. She gathered up her clothes, wished him a good night, and left closing the door quietly behind her.

She still didn’t know why he preferred oral sex to the more conventional coupling, but now it looked like she may at least be granted a consolation prize during future assignations.

✽    ✽    ✽

Days passed; lazy days during which Emily would choose to either help Martha or Ida with their housework, or sit in the garden reading or sewing. Some days, if the fancy took her, she would venture as far as the village shops or walk along the field boundaries, after first informing Miles of her intention, of course, and once she saw Miles and Clara on horseback, but too distant to be within earshot. Generally, she saw very little of Clara, Miles, or Giselle beyond the communal meals.

She once asked Clara if Oscar was meeting her in the stables of an evening, but Clara told her it was no longer any of her business and refused to confirm or deny. When she broached the subject with Miles, she was given the same answer, but she consoled herself that Miles seemed to be taking a fatherly interest in her and would hopefully keep her chaste.

Giselle was an enigma. She was meant to be fulfilling the role of housekeeper, but seemed to take no interest in the running of the house at all. Furthermore, she was supposed to be working on behalf of Emily as well as Miles, but that wasn’t how she saw it; Miles was her master and she responded to Emily’s requests reluctantly or not at all. But that’s not to say that Giselle was actually hostile towards Emily; just that she considered Miles’ wife her equal rather than her mistress.

For the next ten days or so, life at Woodhouse Stables was predictable and unexciting, but comfortable. Emily kept mainly to the house while Miles and Clara spent most of their time with the horses. Giselle seemed to be prevalent in both locales, moving easily throughout the house and grounds as the fancy took her, always in a playful and flirtatious manner, and always dressed in beautiful gowns and jewels that Emily imagined in her more judgemental moments were supplied by Miles.

In those ten days, Miles called on Emily’s services as his wife four times, each time requiring an oral service rather than vaginal intercourse, but using the wooden dildo to stimulate Emily as she worked. His efforts were more than enough to ensure she was fully sated on each occasion, but left her wishing for more once she was alone. It was her solitary evenings, therefore, that provided her with her most frequent rewards when, against all conventions and edicts from doctors and the church, she would induce her own orgasms manually and as quietly as possible.

Such activity was not entered into lightly. It was abhorred by the church authorities who, drawing on biblical interpretations – especially the story of Onan in Genisis – saw masturbation as a sin against nature and a rebellion against divine design since sex was meant only for procreation within marriage.

Medical authorities were equally vociferous in condemning a practice that was believed to cause a wide variety of ailments. Samuel Tissot argued in 1760 that masturbation, onanism as he called it, could result in blindness, insanity, weakness, and even death, and current medial thinking linked the practice to melancholy, madness and “nervous disorders” that they describe as hysteria.

With such weighty arguments against the practice and the general view, implied but not specifically stated, that it was an assault on women’s modesty, it's little wonder that society generally considered the practice a physical illness, a form of insanity, that should and could be treated.

She was insane… She knew it for sure because she couldn’t help herself. Lying quietly by herself in her bed, the desire to self-induce an orgasm was so strong she found herself powerless to resist. She’d been doing it for years, ever since she was a young teenager, and she’d kept her secret even from her father. Had he found out, she wasn’t sure what he would have done. He had a healthy scepticism of many medical practices and she’d even heard him voice doubts about some of the theological edicts that controlled much of their lives, but would he go so far as to prohibit the practice? Probably, she thought, but exactly how he’d chose to enforce that prohibition, she wasn’t so sure.

The usual ‘cure’, at least for an adolescent, was to fit the unfortunate child with some sort of barrier between their hands and their genitals each night, padded leather gloves would suffice for a boy, but a girl would usually need some sort of chastity guard in the form of a thick leather or metal band between her legs. Persistent offenders were often referred to a doctor for their own good by their worried parents and the doctor could then commit them to an institution for correctional treatment. This required two doctors to sign the committal certificate and then the future of the patient would be in the hands of the asylum and their treatment could be anything but entertaining. It has even been the practice of some doctors to dampen a woman’s obsessive tendencies by removing her ovaries, a costly if effective operation. More common, owing to cost considerations, was the practice of excising part or the whole of the clitoris, or at least cauterizing the organ to relieve it of all sense of touch. That practice was still effective, but left the unfortunate girl with her physiological needs still intact, but with no way to satisfy them.

With such potential consequences, Emily couldn’t believe she was so foolhardy as to persevere with her own secret perversion and thereby knew with certainty that she was, indeed, insane and deserving of all that the world could throw at her.


Chapter 9: A Consequence of Misspeaking

Emily watched Clara riding Dolly around the paddock, making a large circle around Miles who was standing in the centre like the ringmaster at a circus. She was under the shade of a large oak outside of the enclosure and the others were unaware of her presence, which was how she preferred it with Clara repeatedly accusing her of spying on her of an evening.

Her riding abilities were improving rapidly. She’d mastered trotting and looked elegant moving gracefully with her long hair and skirts billowing in her wake.

“Back straight, chest out,” called out Miles and Emily could see Clara’s grin as she eagerly complied and projected her gently bouncing breasts exposed by her low-cut gown to the fore. She changed direction with a sideways pull of the reins and pressure of a heel on the horse’s flank, and began circling in the opposite direction.

“Good,” called out Miles.

Emily watched them for a few more minutes and then Miles strode casually over to the gate in the opposite fence. Clara steered Dolly to meet him and he held out his arms as she slid from the saddle into them giggling. Emily could see that her sister was exhilarated because she was talking animatedly and gesticulating around the paddock as she described her experience to her new step-father and, although Emily couldn’t hear the words spoken, their meaning was clear. Miles still had an arm on her waist as she fluttered a hand in front of her face and placed it on her breast to feel her heart, almost bouncing on the spot in her excitement.

Emily smiled, but then the smile dropped as she watched Clara lift Miles’ hand and place it where hers had been. Miles was calm as he stared down at her, no doubt feeling her rapid breathing and the pumping of her heart beneath his palm. Then Clara rose on tiptoes and stretched her neck up to kiss his face, but he moved his hand to place a finger on her lips and Clara sank back disappointedly onto her heels. Emily gave a sigh and relaxed as she imagined Miles berating her sister for her presumption, but the feeling didn’t last when Miles moved his hand again and replaced it back onto Clara’s exposed breast.

The sense of unease persisted as she watched the two of them leave by the field gate, Clara with Dolly’s rein in her hand and the horse walking behind her, and Miles on her other side with Clara’s arm linked through his.

It wasn’t until that evening after the meal that Emily found herself alone with Miles in the drawing room that she broached the subject.

“I see that Clara’s riding skills are improving.”

“She’ll make a fine horse-woman.”

“It was very good of you to give her that horse.”

Miles shrugged as if it meant nothing to him.

“She’s becoming very attached to you.”

He turned to her, his eyes suddenly very bright. “What are you implying?”

“I’m implying nothing improper, but you should be careful; young girls can easily become infatuated with a handsome man such as yourself.”

“Clara is old enough to choose her own friends and companions.”

“She’s sixteen… and you're more than forty.” Emily’s tone was still soft, but the underlying message was clear. Then she compounded her position when she added: “What is more, you're my husband and I don’t think you should associate too closely with other women even if she is your sister-in-law.”

“You scurrilous bitch…” he snarled and grabbed her by the hand to drag her up the stairs to his room.

“You can beat me; I don’t care,” cried Emily as he threw her onto the bed. “It needed to be said.”

“Who I associate with is no concern of yours and I do not appreciate you making scandalous innuendoes.”

She watched Miles open a metal trunk in the corner of the room and rifle through its contents.

“What are you going to do?”

“I have just the thing here for you. My father used to use it on my mother when she was free with her tongue and now you have earned the same,” and she watched him pull out a dish-shaped metal plate connected to a network of hinged metal straps, its surface dusty and discoloured by rust.

“What is it? What are you going to do to me,” she cried, now alarmed.

“I'm going to silence you; now sit still,” and he shook out the device to untangled it and it took the size and shape of a mask; a comic face decorated with metal donkey ears and round discs for eyes with only a small hole through their centres for vision.

“This is a brank. It’s was my father’s and his father’s before him. In fact, it may be hundreds of years old and its purpose has been to ensure generations of women were mindful when they spoke. Now, open your mouth,” he growled.

“No… You mustn’t,” but he’d already grabbed her around her neck and now pressed the mouthpiece through her lips and over her tongue. She tried to reason with him, but instead gave a surprised cry as the sharp spikes on the underside of the tongue tab dug into her tongue when she tried to speak, the true purpose of the device belying its playful appearance. She clutched at it with both hands, but he slapped them away and folded the hinged network of metal bands around her head to hold the medieval device firmly in her mouth. A heavy lock at the back of her neck held the bands secure and Emily was left making a pitiful mewing sound as she tried in vain to displace the mouthpiece.

✽    ✽    ✽

She saw no-one else that evening because she retired early to her room, but the following morning, a polite tap on her bedroom door signalled the arrival of Martha with a cup of tea. Emily made a loud mewing sound, but without the power of speech, watched helpless as Martha entered only to scream and drop the tray of tea when she saw Emily sitting up in bed.

“Your mistress is somewhat inconvenienced today,” said Miles behind the maid. “She has been making slanderous suggestions and is being taught a lesson. I don’t think she’ll be wanting tea this morning.”

Of course, she wouldn’t; she had no way of drinking it and Martha left her in peace after cleaning up the spillage. Miles did, however, instruct Martha to lay a place for Emily at the lunch table.

At the appointed hour, Miles, Clara, and Giselle took their seats while Martha stood by the sideboard with the food platters ready to serve. Martha knew what to expect when Emily arrived, but the sight of her with the eccentric rusted mask covering her face and the brank locked into her mouth came as a surprise to Clara and Giselle, Giselle mildly amused but Clara dissolving into a fit of giggles.

“You look ridiculous,” managed Clara once her giggling fit subsided. “You look like a startled donkey. Can you make a hee-haw noise too?”

“Your sister will have trouble making any recognisable sound at present… She’s being punished for voicing scandalous innuendoes.”

Emily sat and Miles told Martha she may serve the food. Unsure of herself, Martha served all including Emily who just stared down at her plate until Miles gave Martha the key and told her she could release her mistress.

“Thank you,” whispered Emily and glanced furtively at Clara, the unwitting instigator of the incident. Emily ate in silence while Clara, Giselle, and Miles chatted amiably about the history and purpose of the medieval brank and how it could benefit modern society.

They finished the meal, drank their wine, and then the women watched while Miles help himself to bread and cheese. He wiped his mouth with the serviette and the atmosphere around the table relaxed until he said, “Martha, please replace the donkey mask on your mistress’s head.”

“Please, Miles. That’s not necessary.”

“I disagree,” he said to his wife and stared at Martha. The maid, looking most uncomfortable, moved behind Emily with the device and, without a word, slowly moved the brank between her lips, closed the sides together behind her neck, and applied the lock. Emily glared at Miles, an expression that lost much of its authority when filtered through the mask, and then suddenly stood to flounce from the room, causing Martha to hurriedly step back.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was later that afternoon that Clara entered Emily’s room and sat on the edge of the bed gazing down at her sister sitting in a chair beside the window. She’d been reading a book, but put it down when Clara had appeared.

“How are you?” asked her sister but Emily just stared at her. “Silly question really… It’s plain to see how you are and anyway, you can't answer me.”

Emily shrugged and looked out of the window, but looked at Clara again when she said, “Miles told me why he did this. How you told him you thought he was pressing himself on me. Well, he isn't… And even if he was, I wouldn’t have minded.”

This wasn’t what Emily wanted to hear and she turned away again.

“Why do you have to keep interfering? It’s my life, not yours… I like Miles. He’s been very kind to me and whether you like it or not, he’s now my step-father, and if I want to spend time with him, I will.”

Emily shook her head and made a sort of weird animal cry that worked well with the mask, and then shook her fists in frustration.

“Is it because you're jealous of him? Well, I'm a woman too… I may not be quite as old as you, but I have the same feelings as you do. You’ve tried to stop me seeing Oscar and now you're trying to stop me seeing Miles, and I’ll not have it. You’ve no right. Miles is now my guardian and you’ve no right at all to tell me how I should behave and what I should do. You're just a meddler and look where it’s got you.”

Emily just stared at her. She was right about Miles’ guardianship, of course, but she was still her sister and there was that promise she’d made to her father. And now here she was, not even able to reason with her little sister. Miles, along with all the other things he was doing, was driving a wedge between them.

The girls sat looking at each other, Clara not speaking and Emily not able to, until Clara started again in a more conciliatory tone. “Miles is a good man. He’s never done anything that I didn’t like; quite the contrary, in fact, and I think you ought to make more of an effort to please him. I don’t like to see you like this and even though you've been so nasty to me, I'm going to tell Miles that you’ve promised never to bring up the subject of my relationship with him again and that he should take that silly mask off your head. You just look so stupid…” and without waiting to see Emily’s reaction, she walked from the room.

An hour later, Miles entered and growled, “Strip off that gown and lean over the back of the chair,” and he dropped the coil of straps and the wooden paddle he was carrying onto the bed.

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily roused herself when she heard the quiet tap on the door. When it was repeated, she called, “Come in,” in a weak voice.

“Madam,” whispered Martha tentatively peeping around the door. She was faced with Emily’s spread legs and bare bottom stretched over the back of the chair, her skin looking hot and bruised. “Oh, madam… Let me help you,” and she rushed around to Emily’s head end. The metal mask and brank were gone, but now her face was glistening with Miles’ seed and a long tendril hung from an eyebrow.

“Please unfasten my wrists and ankles,” she murmured.

“Oh, madam… Your poor breasts,” gasped Martha as she knelt before Emily’s outstretched arms to unbuckle the straps. Emily pulled herself upright and the red discolouration to the outside surfaces of her breasts became more pronounced. “I’ll fetch some balm for you… and a face cloth.”


Chapter 10: A Locked Door

That evening, Martha served the meal to the four diners, three of whom acted as though nothing had happened. They chatted among themselves as they ate and drunk, relating inconsequential events and mildly amusing incidents, while the fourth diner shifted uncomfortably on her chair and wished her bruised breasts could be offered more support inside the thin material of her gown.

“Why don’t you ride more?” asked Clara looking at her sister. “You have Filo out there and you haven't ridden her at all since your wedding.”

“No. I've had other things on my mind.”

“We could go out together now I have Dolly.”

“Perhaps,” murmured Emily, and she glanced at Miles in time to see a very disapproving look. That signified the end of that particular conversation and Emily said very little more for the rest of the meal.

Once the meal was over, the four diners stood and Miles said, “Clara… I have a little gift for you,” and he pulled a small box from his pocket. Inside was a silver necklace from which hung a large, red jewel. “Come closer,” and he turned her around to fasten the chain about her neck.

“It’s beautiful,” she murmured turning back to him and gazing down at the jewel nestled in her cleavage.

“It’s not a real ruby, but very pretty nevertheless,” and he lifted the jewel from her skin to examine it, both hands now pressing against her soft flesh.

It was a test, of course… A test to see how Emily would react when he placed his hands on her breasts and Emily remained stoically unmoved. Clara, not so much, and she wrapped her arms about his neck to reach up to his face with a kiss, crushing his hands harder against her bare chest in the process.

“Perhaps tomorrow we can ride up the ridge together and have a picnic,” suggested Miles.

“Oo, yes please. That will be wonderful. I could wear my new riding jacket.”

“No, wear the gown you have on now. It will be more than adequate in the warm weather.”

✽    ✽    ✽

“Miles is very fond of your sister,” murmured Giselle as she walked up the stairs beside Emily.

“Apparently,” replied Emily. “Do you think I should be worried by the liaison?”

“Worry if you wish; it will make no difference.”

“And what about you? Should I worry about you?”

“I am just the housekeeper… worrying about me is but a futile exercise.”

Giselle left Emily at her door and Emily sank into a chair by the window to watch the light fade and with a sinking feeling in her heart, she saw Clara leave the house by the stable path. Of course, she could just have been going to check on Dolly, to say goodnight to the beast, but Emily doubted it. She watched for an hour and Clara didn’t return.

She thought about making her way to the kitchen for a nightcap, a cup of tea with Ida perhaps, but in the end just retired early to her bed. An early night would be good, but early to bed was just an empty gesture if sleep didn’t follow. She heard creaking on the landing outside her door at ten, maybe Clara or Giselle returning, creaking above her ceiling soon after when Ida or Martha retired to their attic rooms, and Miles entered his room at about eleven-thirty, and still she was wide-awake.

The night was quiet. The stables were too far away to hear the horses fidgeting and apart from the occasional pair of tawny owls conversing together in a nearby wood, the only sound was from the house itself as it settled and moved in the night with the dropping temperature. Then there was a voice from Miles’ room.

Emily lay still, hardly daring to breathe. It was a female voice, Giselle or Clara then, and the thought brought a chill to her back. Giselle will prove that the marriage is a sham, but Clara would be much worse.

Silently, she rose from the bed and padded across the boards to the door. The landing was pitch black with the only moonlight coming from her own doorway. She moved along the passage to stand outside Miles’ door. It was a heavy door of oak that would transmit little sound, but she thought she heard something, a high-pitched note like a giggle. Someone was definitely with Miles, but who? She looked in the dark passage beyond Miles’ room, but there was no way to tell whether Clara was in her bed other than by opening the door. The same was true for Giselle and she was sorely tempted to peek inside, but instead, returned to her own bed and wept.

✽    ✽    ✽

The next morning, Emily confronted Giselle after breakfast with a direct question: “Were you in Miles’ room late last night?”

“Surely, madam, you don’t expect me to answer that?”

“I know someone was with him. I need to know it was not Clara.”

“I don’t think it was Clara,” said Giselle with a grin.

Emily stared at the girl as the full consequences coalesced in her mind. “You were cheating on me with my husband.”

“Madam, I have already told you that I am a grisette. We live for today; to have fun. I have no interest in your husband. When he ceases to amuse me, I shall be gone and he’ll be yours.”

“Oh, Giselle. You may think you're being young and carefree…”

“And Parisian. Don’t forget Parisian; that’s most important.”

“You may think that what you're doing is just for amusement, but that’s not the way it works. Miles and I are a married couple and he’s cheating on me with you. He’s breaking the vows he made to God and that’s grounds for a divorce.”

“And how do you propose to divorce him? You have no money; you have nothing… Everything you once had now belongs to Miles including, as I'm sure you’ve found out, your person. Life will be easiest for you if you say nothing and do nothing.”

“I knew I'd married a bully; a cruel and deceitful person… Now I find out he’s also an adulterer.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Throughout the day, Emily was expecting Miles to punish her for daring to suggest that he’d transgressed in any way. He would see himself as above reproach and her in the wrong for questioning his actions. And what if Giselle tells him that she’s even gone so far as to mention divorce? He wouldn’t like that. It was common knowledge that the Property Act had passed parliament just two years previously in 1882 and that changed everything. It returned property to the original owner upon a divorce and Miles would be left with nothing from Woodhouse Stables.

But Giselle was right: how could she ever divorce him when she had no money of her own? The situation was actually even more dire than that… In several instances, the mere act of seeking a divorce has been interpreted by the medical profession as evidence that the woman was suffering from hysteria. She was rebelling against her husband, her master, by defying his will and only a hysterical woman would do that. Women have been confined in insane asylums for years for that very reason.

Perhaps Giselle hadn’t told him… Why should she tell him? The day passed uneventfully; nothing was said during the evening meal. Martha set a fire in the drawing room hearth even though the weather was mild and Emily watched Giselle and Miles playing cards for most of the evening. Clara announced she was going to say goodnight to Dolly and disappeared to the stables at about eight, and Emily was first to retire to bed at half-nine.

She heard Miles and Giselle on the landing outside her room at half-ten, Giselle noisily wishing Miles a goodnight and her bedroom door closing. Then a key turned in her own door.

Emily jumped out of bed and tried the door knob, but it was true: her door had been locked from the outside.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Good morning, madam,” said Martha brightly carrying a tea tray.

“Good morning, Martha. What time is it?”

“Eight o'clock, madam. Master and Clara have been up from half-six. Another sunny day…” and she drew aside the curtains fully.

“Martha… Was my door locked?”

“Locked, madam?” she asked confused. “No… It wasn’t locked.”

“No matter. Perhaps it was just stuck last night.”

She didn’t really believe that; Miles must have unlocked it when he first got up. She washed with the warm water Martha brought her and dressed before eating alone at the breakfast table. Giselle appeared when Emily was drinking her second cup of tea and sat opposite her with a curious smirk on her face.

“You know, don’t you?”

“Know what, madam?”

“That Miles locked me in my room last night.”

“Maybe he just likes to know you're safe. It’s a husband’s prerogative to look after his wife.”

“That does not usually include locking her in her room of a night,” but Giselle just appeared amused by the thought.

For Emily, that night marked a new phase of married life that was destined to have profound consequences. That same evening, Emily heard her door lock shortly after she’d retired just before nine. She’d planned to read for a while in bed, but instead stood gazing out of her window as Miles, Giselle, and Clara all made their way through the garden below and along the path to the stables in a happy, playful group, laughing and pushing each other before the girls closed on Miles from either side and hung onto his arms like flirtatious coquettes.

A similar thing happened the next night when Emily deliberately stayed up late, climbing the stairs behind Miles and Giselle at eleven. She watched the others enter their rooms before retiring to her own bedroom, but then heard the key turn in her own door.

“Why are you doing this?” she called out through the door, but received no answer. With a sinking heart, she knew she could expect the same thing to happen every evening. It was, of course, Miles who was actually controlling the lock. Each night, he’d lock her door after her and unlock it when he rose in the morning. He even progressed to choosing her bedtime for her, suggesting in a tone that Emily dare not ignore that she should retire, sometimes as early as eight in the evening, and locking her door as soon as she entered. Everyone knew what was happening. Martha chose to not comment while Clara supported the idea because it gave her full use of her evening and Giselle just found the situation whimsical.

There was another, less obvious shift in behaviour that could be attributed to that time: Miles no longer felt the need to call on Emily’s services with regard to oral sex. This was, no doubt, owing to his newfound freedom to take full advantage of alternative entertainment each night and brought home to Emily just how much the marriage meant to him. It was no more than an excellent opportunity to acquire wealth and property, and Emily’s companionship was nothing to him. She’d been such a fool to enter into the alliance with so little forethought and as the days passed, her mind turned evermore to the idea of a divorce.


Chapter 11: A Nighttime Gift

Awhole week had now passed since Miles had taken to locking Emily’s bedroom door every evening; a whole week of lying in bed by herself listening to the nightly sounds of footsteps on the landing and girlish giggling coming from Miles’ room because, of course, there was no longer any need for stealth or discretion. Martha and Ida were her only sympathisers and all they could offer was tea and commiserations.

Clara adopted a different perspective when she told Emily that her complexion was looking good and that early nights seemed to be agreeing with her. Emily responded that she didn’t appreciate being locked in her room by herself for twelve hours out of every twenty-four and Clara told her that if that was the case, she should have minded her own business and not gone spying on people.

“He’s my husband and he’s cheating on me.”

“You don’t know that and, in any case, he’s also your master and you should abide by what he tells you.”

“He’s your guardian; do you always abide by everything he tells you to do?”

A mischievous grin spread across the girl’s face. “Of course…”

✽    ✽    ✽

There followed a few days of rain, but once the weather broke, Miles and Clara went riding and Emily and Giselle walked into the village in the sunshine. It was a Tuesday and there’d be fresh vegetables and fruit in the greengrocers.

“This is a very pretty place if one likes rural solitude,” mused Giselle.

“It’s not always so quiet. We have fairs and fetes several times a year, and there are often dances at the estate manor.”

“The manor… I haven't seen that yet; where is it?”

“Not far. About six miles west of here. It’s a big house that looks Elizabethan, but is actually much newer than that. We don’t see much of the squire except when his hunting parties pass through the village.” It was inconsequential chatter, but that day she felt comfortable talking with the girl. “I'm just popping into the drapers. They had an attractive green material that I thought would look good as an evening gown.”

Their visit was not unobserved and Doctor McQuoid followed them into the dark interior of the shop, sideling up to Emily while Giselle was inspecting some scarves.

“Emily,” he murmured. “How are you?”

“Not good. I think I made a terrible mistake marrying Miles Cartwright.”

“A mistake… Surely it’s too early to tell?”

“He beats me.”

“Well, that’s unfortunate, but not illegal or, indeed, unexpected. Many men are like that.”

“But most men wouldn’t lock their wives into their bedroom every night while they make merry with the housekeeper. That’s her over there,” and she nods towards Giselle. “He only married me for my property and now lords it over the household. He has no feelings for me at all and, probably the worst thing is that I think he’s also attracted to Clara. She no longer listens to anything I say and if she’s not with Miles, I think she spends her time alone in the stables with Oscar from the village and there’s nothing I can do about it because I'm locked into my room.”

“Ah… That’s not good.”

“Oh Simon, I need to divorce Miles before I'm driven mad, but I don’t know how. It’s so seldom that such an action is successful when the man is against it and, in any case, I now have no money to pursue it.”

McQuoid’s attention suddenly moved over Emily’s shoulder and he adopted a happy if feigned countenance.

“Won't you introduce me to your friend?” asked Giselle standing behind Emily.

“Ah, Doctor McQuiod, this is Giselle, our housekeeper; she’s French and comes from Paris. And this,” said Emily with an expansive gesture, “Is Doctor Simon McQuoid, the village’s physician. I was just telling the doctor what a good horsewoman Clara has become since Miles gave her that horse; Dolly, she calls it.”

Giselle gazed upon the young doctor, smiled her best flirtatious smile, and placed her palm upon her chest as if she was out of breath.

“My, I didn’t know this village had a doctor such as you. I thought all doctors were old and doddery. Perhaps I should develop some sort of ailment.”

“French, you say,” said McQuoid trying to divert Giselle’s thoughts. “And what brings a young Parisian such as yourself to our little rural village?”

“I seek romance and excitement,” said Giselle, “But I'm finding precious little here.”

“It’s not like Paris, but I wish you luck in your search. And now, ladies, I fear I have to leave you. Good day,” and he made a small bow before turning away.

“What a nice man,” observed Giselle as she watched him depart. “Have you known him long?”

“Since I was a child,” said Emily wistfully.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Good afternoon,” said Miles later that day as Emily was sitting in the garden. “I've not seen so much of you of late.”

In fact, it had been more than two weeks since she’d been alone with Miles.

“Are you still adhering to my dress code?” he asked staring at her breasts covered by the thin material of her gown but with their profile barely concealed, and as she returned his gaze, she felt the heat developing in her belly despite all her misgiving about his loyalty. After all, he had a handsome face and she well remembered his touch.

“Of course. Do you doubt it?”

“No, I can see well enough you keep your tits in readiness for me.”

She wanted to hate him, but he was the one that took her maidenhead and awoken her body to such delights, albeit by withholding much that he’d promised during the marriage ceremony. Her mind was now flying and her eyes dropped to the bulge in his trousers. “Do you wish to use me?” she found herself saying to her shame and with more eagerness than she intended.

He chuckled. “Do I want to press my affections upon a wife who would choose to divorce me? Not today, but don’t let me destroy all hope. One day I might again find the inclination to squeeze myself into your pretty little quim,” and she blushed when he stared at her lap knowing full-well that she was naked beneath the gown. “Giselle tells me you met with your doctor friend this afternoon.”

“He spoke to me while we were in the drapers.”

“I thought I'd made it plain that I didn’t want you associating with him.”

“I didn’t choose to; he approached us. And, in any case, I was with Giselle.”

“Indeed…”

“Miles… Are you going to imprison me in my room every night?”

“Is there somewhere you need to go?” he asked with a smirk.

It was much later when she was lying alone in her bed that her thoughts turned back to Miles. She could hear the quiet noises coming through the wall from his room and her imagination soared as it did every night. She could almost feel the silky head of his cock sliding into her throat, his hand gasping a tit while his other reached behind her to guide the wooden dildo into its housing. And in her mind, she saw Giselle lying naked across his bed with ribbons in her hair and heavy makeup on her face, her legs parted ready for him and nipples pert with anticipation. She even imagined she could hear her whispered encouragement urging him on and his gruff answers before his low moans and jetting semen signalled his ecstatic climax.

It's little wonder that at those times, her hand would raise the hem of her nightdress and seek out the little bud of her clit to bring her solace, a consolation prize in lieu of a husband’s touch.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was Friday, three days since she’d spoken with McQuoid, and nothing had changed. She’d been locked in her room shortly after eight; it was now eleven and she could hear voices and movement on the landing. Then a key turned in her lock and Giselle entered.

“Not yet asleep then?” she said.

Emily was sitting up in bed and didn’t think a reply was necessary.

“We feel for you, we really do.”

“So why do you torture me like this?”

“I think Miles feels more settled when he knows where you are. He worries when he thinks of you wondering about in the night.”

“What do you want, Giselle?”

“Just to check that you're comfortable and have everything you need.”

“I am not comfortable confined in the room every night and I need my freedom.”

Giselle just smiled, placed something on the small bookcase beside the door, and left, relocking the door after her. Emily sat gazing at the object for a few seconds and then jumped from the bed. Giselle had left the wooden dildo for her.

✽    ✽    ✽

A tap on the door and a murmured, “Good morning, madam,” announced the arrival of Martha with the morning tea tray. “Another nice day…”

“So it appears, Martha. How are you this sunny morning.”

“Oh, you know me, madam. I'm always well. Shall I open the window wide? It’s warm outside.”

“Why not? I suppose my husband is up and about.”

“At least an hour ago, madam.”

Emily sipped the tea and watched Martha leave. She’d be back shortly with the ewer of water for a wash. The tea was much too hot to drink and she replaced the cup on its saucer and looked down at her bedside cabinet. It’s where she’d placed the dildo wrapped up in a muslin cloth. Was it Giselle’s idea or did Miles suggest it? The latter seemed unlikely.

They'd been particularly boisterous in Miles’ room the previous night, even to the extent of causing the heavy bed to knock against the wall; quite a feat considering its stability and weight. It wasn’t an oral night – that wouldn’t have been so vigorous – it must have been full coital sex to be so noisy; or anal… Was Giselle holding the headboard? Strapped to it?

In any event the image of Miles’ thick cock impaling her, reciprocating in time with the banging of the headboard, was too much for Emily and she’d retrieved the instrument from the bookcase and taken it to bed with her. Lubrication wasn’t a problem and Emily had soon lost herself with the sensation of the wooden ball sliding in and out of her slickened sheath. She’d lifted her knees up either side of her waist and pushed up her nightgown, tenting the bedcovers to open herself for the self-imposed ordeal, and while her right hand worked on her clit, her left drove the dildo in time with next door’s banging until she succumbed at the same time as Giselle gave a short, truncated cry.

Emily cursed the girl for the theft of her husband, blessed her in her prayers for the gift of the dildo, and then slept.

✽    ✽    ✽

After breakfast, the warm weather invited a leisurely walk to the stables to watch the stable boys lead the last of the horses from their stalls to the paddocks. It was always thrilling to watch the huge gentle shires moving majestically through the ranges, the long stable blocks with twenty stalls down either side of the central passageway echoing to the sound of their hooves. With the horses in the paddocks, the real work of the day began with the boys mucking out the stalls, refreshing the hay nets, and refilling the water buckets.

Normally, there were five stable boys working at the farm and Emily knew them well, only that morning, there were six.

“Oscar… I didn’t know you were working here. I thought you'd agreed to stay away.”

“It’s different now, Mrs Cartwright. I'm not just here to see Clara; Mr Cartwright is employing me.”

“Does that mean you don’t see Clara in the evenings?”

He didn’t answer directly and instead said, “Mr Cartwright told me that you have no authority here and I shouldn’t pay attention to anything you say.”

“But Clara’s my little sister. It’s my job to protect her; to protect her chastity.”

Oscar grinned. “It’s a little late for that.”


Chapter 12: A Cruel Trick

Emily didn’t want to cause more upset, so didn’t mention Oscar to either Miles or Clara. Had she been free that evening, she would have monitored the evening situation at the stables, but by eight-thirty that night, she was in her room behind a locked door.

The daylight faded and, after another hour or two, footfalls outside her door indicated others were retiring, but she couldn’t be sure who or where. She tried her best to resist, but the unfairness of her situation and the rampant eroticism of those around her made her feel lustful and rebellious in equal measure and by the time the noise level in Miles’ room became noticeable, she was already reaching for the dildo.

✽    ✽    ✽

Giselle entered with her tea tray the next morning and asked if she’d slept well.

“As good as could be expected,” she answered.

“I find the owls keep me awake,” said the girl.

“They can be disturbing,” said Emily sustaining the pretence.

Giselle laid the tray on the bedside table and sat on the edge of the bed to talk to Emily as she sat up with her back against the headboard. “You know, I don’t like to think of you in here all alone every evening.”

“I don’t have any alternative.”

“Oh, madam, but you do… I could ask Miles to reconsider your situation and I'm sure I could broker a compromise. Perhaps you just need to socialise closer with those around you?”

“And how can I do that? Miles barely talks to me.”

“That may be because you have little in common. If you were to broaden your horizons… perhaps cultivate a joint interest…”

“He doesn’t allow me to get involved with the stables and I'm sure I don’t know anything else he’s interested in.”

“He’s interested in me,” she said and smiled.

Suddenly, everything became clear. Giselle was suggesting that Emily could be included in their social circle if she was prepared to become the third partner in their nightly sex games.

“That’s a beautiful nightdress,” said Giselle gazing at the intricate patterns around the neck. “French lace, I believe.”

“No. It’s English. All just English.”

“Pity… Well, at least you still have the means for a solitary diversion.”

“Yes… Thank you for that.”

“It was the least a friend could do.” Then she changed the subject: “It’s Sunday today and we’re going to the service at St Mary’s. Perhaps you’d like to join us?”

“I find it odd that you think it necessary to ask me.”

“We leave at eleven. I’ll let Miles know you'll be with us.”

✽    ✽    ✽

The service was uninspiring and the afternoon quiet and featureless. She saw little of Clara and even less of Miles, but Giselle sat with her in the drawing room reading a French novel while Emily embroidered a handkerchief.

“I see he’s put your picture up,” said Emily casually gazing at the large painting in a heavy wooden frame now hanging above the fireplace. She’d noticed it hours before, how could not, but had resisting mentioning it.

“He likes that painting,” said Giselle.

The painting was sombre in tone, dark brush-strokes portraying dark furniture and soft skin illuminated only by candle-light. The artist was more accomplished than Giselle had intimated and had faithfully reproduced every detail from the folds of the bed linen to the feathering of her hair as it fell over her cheek. The gentle light gave a soft sheen to her breasts and nipples, and the unnecessarily precise depiction of Giselle’s vulval lips between splayed legs rendered promise whilst dissipating mystery.

“Do you like it?” asked the girl innocently and Emily responded with a smile.

At four, she moved to sit in the kitchen and watch Ida and Martha between them prepare the evening dinner, and the dinner itself was over by half-seven. At eight, Miles told her outright that it was her bedtime and, with a piercing glare, she washed, toileted, and reluctantly entered her room to hear the key turn behind her. By eleven, she was lying naked across her bed listening to the rhythmic knocking from Miles’ room, and with a fierceness born of frustration and humiliation, she gripped her left breast hard enough to hurt while rapidly pumping the dildo.

A muted, high-pitched cry from the next room signalled a successful conclusion to their union and initiated her own orgasm. A shiver ran up her spine as she curled up into a ball to feel her pelvic muscles close tightly around the dildo. Her body had locked itself rigid and she squeezed her eyes shut tight to fully appreciate the sense of release that flowed through it while the spasms lasted; then she relaxed, opening herself like the petals of a flower and sighed deeply.

The wooden shaft of the dildo projected between her thighs and she gently removed it, sliding it slowly from its organic sheath to feel her labia close behind it and holding it up reverently to worship its power. Then she muffled a shriek with her fist…

“No…” she murmured. “Oh God, no… I can't be!”

On the tip of the dildo’s shaft was not a spherical wooden ball, but only a short dowel peg. The ball had become detached and was still six inches deep inside her.

“Oh God… Oh God…” She could just touch its surface with the tip of her fingers, but the contortions necessary to achieve the feat meant that her vaginal tunnel was almost folded upon itself to leave the dildo’s ball end trapped in the void behind her cervix that people call the vaginal pocket. For an hour she tried every means available to her to recover the ball, even to the extent of jumping or energetically sitting, but it was obvious very early on that all attempts were doomed to fail. When she eventually gave up the fight and lay silently in the dark of the room, her tears wetted the pillow.

✽    ✽    ✽

“What’s wrong, madam?” asked Martha when she saw her mistress’s agonised expression and her red, tear-stained eyes.”

“Martha… Please be so good as to ask Giselle to come and see me.”

“Yes, madam.”

“As soon as possible, please Martha.”

“Yes, madam,” and the girl hurried from the room.

Giselle had not yet risen from her bed and it was several minutes before she entered Emily’s room dressed in her nightgown.

“Emily,” she whispered and closed the door behind her. “Emily, you’ve been crying; what is the matter?”

Emily bit her lip and instead of speaking, just held up the shaft of the dildo without its spherical top. Giselle realised at once what the problem was and a smile creased her face.

“It’s not funny, Giselle. This is serious. It’s right up inside me and I cannot reach it.”

“And you want me to try.”

“I do not want any such thing, but can think of no alternative. Did you know the head was loose?”

“Mais, non… Of course, I didn’t. I would not deliberately do that to you.”

“Well, I'm asking you, please will you try to recover it.”

Giselle nodded. “I will, but I’ll need towels and some vegetable oil from Ida.”

“Please don’t tell her…”

With the bedcovers pulled back and Emily’s knees lifted and spread, Giselle laid out a towel beneath her hips and dribbled vegetable oil between the slit of her vulva and over her right hand. Then, with a reassuring smile to the grimacing patient, she knelt between her legs and bent to the task.

“You know, madam, if you had only accepted my offer of yesterday, we could have found ourselves in this exact same position, but perhaps with a lot less regret.”

“Giselle, please, just get that thing out of me,” and then she groaned again as Giselle delved deeper, manipulated her fingers and twisting her wrist.

“Non…”

“What do you mean, no? You have to get it out.”

“I cannot. I can feel it, but you are very narrow, very tight… It is trapped in the chamber at the end of your tunnel and your cervix is projecting in front of it and preventing me from gripping it. Perhaps if you turn over and kneel.”

Giselle tried for another ten minutes with her hand wrist-deep inside Emily, but to no avail.

“I could try to put my other hand inside your derrière; I might be able to push it out from the other side.”

Emily seriously considered the offer before reaching a decision. “Come with me to see Doctor McQuoid. He’ll be able to get it out.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily waited until Miles went to the stables for his usual morning briefing with William and then she and Giselle hurried to the village only to discover Doctor McQuoid was not at his surgery. They waited and, at midday, he returned.

“Emily and Giselle. Good day to you both. I presume you're waiting to see me. Please come through and tell me how I can help you.”

The girls settled side-by-side on chairs next to the doctor’s desk with Emily looking mortified at the doctor. Now it was time to confront the dilemma, she didn’t know where to start.

“My friend has a problem,” offered Giselle. “She has something stuck in her lady-parts.”

“I see. Some foreign object lodged in your vagina?”

Emily nodded.

“Am I to be allowed to know what this object is?”

“It’s a wooden ball about one-and-a half-inches in diameter. It’s part of an instrument I…”

“We were playing a silly game as girls do,” butted in Giselle before Emily could say more. “It’s the top of a stick that we ladies sometimes use to tickle each other.”

Emily stared at the girl. She was telling the doctor that they were using the dildo together to stimulate each other and, in so doing, involving herself in an activity that would most certainly be frowned upon if it was ever made public, but crucially, she was deflecting attention away from the fact that Emily was self-stimulating. Unusual sexual proclivities and inclinations between consenting adults could be tolerated; sexual self-pleasuring could not. The reported medical consequences were just too critical to ignore and a doctor becoming aware that a girl is masturbating should feel it’s his duty to report the fact to her father or husband, and should take what steps he could to mitigate the disorder.

“A round, wooden ball,” McQuoid mused.

“It’s the top from this,” said Giselle helpfully and held up the wooden shaft with the dowel protruding from its tip.

“Well,” said McQuoid brightly, “It’s a sunny day today so we stand a chance of being able to see it. Please remove any underclothes you're wearing and seat yourself on the edge of the desk facing the window.”

“Should I wait outside?” asked Giselle.

“I would rather you stay if Emily doesn’t mind,” replied the doctor. “It’s as well to have a friend present in situations like this and, in any case, you could be useful.” The doctor meant, of course, that Giselle should act as a chaperone to ensure that the doctor couldn’t be accused of impropriety at a later date.

In common with most surgeries, McQuoid’s consulting room had a large window facing south. It was facing the lawns at the back of the property and, unobstructed by trees or other buildings, optimised the daylight. McQuoid moved papers and notebooks aside, rotated his desk forty-five-degrees, and invited Emily to position herself with her knees lifted to bunch her heavy skirts up around her waist. He stood staring at her with Giselle at his shoulder; staring at the dark folds of her labia below the thick thatch of black pubic hair, and then walked over to a wash basin to wash his hands before picking a speculum from a cabinet drawer.

“Mademoiselle, if you would be so kind, please take this mirror and direct as much sunlight onto the affected area as you can,” and he positioned Giselle to his far side to redirect the bright sunlight while he stood at an angle to the prevailing light so as not to be working in his own shadow. Then he rubbed a thin oil onto the metal instrument he was holding and bent closer to Emily. “I’ll be as gentle as I can,” he murmured and slowly eased the blades into her before adjusting the screw to open them and peering into the void.

“It’s bright red, yes?”

“It is,” whispered Emily.

“Then I can see it. It is very deep, but I think, with a little luck, I should be able to recover it,” and he returned to his instrument drawer to pick up some long-bladed wire tongs. Settling back down between Emily’s thighs, he adjusted Giselle’s position to maximise the light and then inserted the tongs through the speculum. Emily was staring straight up at the ceiling and trying to pretend she wasn’t there at all. She could feel the metal sliding beyond the sides of the speculum and squeezing past her cervix, and moving back and forth within her as the doctor tried to manoeuvre the instrument around the ball, and then he announced that he thought he’d got it.

“I just need to disassemble and remove the speculum now because it’s too narrow to allow the ball to pass through it,” and once the speculum was gone, McQuoid gently eased tongs and ball along the length of her vagina and free of her body.

Emily made to sit up, but he told her to wait a moment while he got a soft cloth to wipe away the oil and make sure there was no bruising.

“All done; you're good now,” he announced with a smile and she quickly dropped her knees and adjusted her gown while he examined the wooden ball and the shaft to which it was previously attached. Gratitude was heaped upon the doctor by Emily who was now smiling, but had tears in her eyes, and while Giselle picked up her bag, Emily said, “I just need a quick word with the doctor.”

Once they were alone, she confessed that she was by herself when the incident happened.

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that,” murmured McQuoid and she looked abashed and whispered another thank you. “Here, take these,” and he handed her the two parts of the dildo. “But be careful, Emily. Look at the hole in the ball… You can see the residue of adhesive on the inside of the bore. Now look at the shaft. Its dowel pin has been smoothed to remove the adhesive so it slides easily back into the socket. The shaft has been twisted from the ball, smoothed, and replaced. Somebody has played a cruel trick on you and it could have had more serious consequences.”


Chapter 13: The Onanistic Cure

Emily spent the rest of the morning sitting quietly in her room, only emerging for luncheon with the others at noon, and sat alone in the garden with a novel in the afternoon basking in the warm sunshine. All through the evening meal, she kept silent while giving Miles secretive glances, but the occasion passed without incident and she spent an uneventful night alone in her room. Miles’ room was also surprisingly quiet and Emily fell into a deep sleep without first feeling the need for self-administered stress relief.

The next morning, Martha brought tea as usual and by the time Emily was up and dressed, Miles, Giselle, and Clara were all at the stables. Giselle reappeared mid-morning and greeted Emily with a pallid smile before retiring to her own room, and Emily didn’t see anyone else before taking her seat for the midday meal. She sat silently opposite Miles and tried to avoid eye-contact.

The meal of bread and cheese with home-grown tomatoes and lettuce finished with cups of tea and Clara’s assertion that she’s going to take Dolly on a ride towards the ridge. Giselle was quick to follow Clara from the room, but when Emily tried to leave, Miles stopped her.

“There’s someone I'd like you to meet,” he said and looked at the bracket clock on the mantlepiece. “He should be here at four, so I'd like you to make yourself available in the drawing room at that time.”

Emily felt a shiver up her spine with Miles’ quiet words, but followed him into the empty room at the allocated hour to sit silently gazing out the window while Miles filled his pipe and stood puffing clouds of smoke though the open French doors into the garden.

“Doctor Dankworth is here, sir,” said Martha peeping around the door jamb.

“Good, good… Send him in, please Martha.”

Emily watched with mounting trepidation as an elderly, bald-headed man with a white beard and a stoop entered and grinned at Miles. “Miles my boy… How are you? Married I hear and this must be your good wife.”

“Doctor Dankworth, it’s good to see you again. This is indeed Emily, my wife. Emily, this is Doctor Dankworth, an old friend of my father’s.”

“Good afternoon, doctor,” said Emily rising and holding out a limp wrist.

“I understand that it’s you, my dear, who is the subject of my visit today,” and the doctor took out a slip of folded paper from his pocket. “Your husband is very concerned and sent a boy over with this earlier. Now, before we start, I'd like to assure you that there’s no reason for you to become embarrassed or concerned. Miles suspects that you have an ailment that’s common among young women and girls and is perfectly curable given the right treatment.

Emily looked accusingly at Miles. “I think my husband is mistaken.”

“Really,” said Miles. “Then please tell Doctor Dankworth why you felt it necessary to consult Doctor McQuoid early yesterday morning.”

Emily turned to the doctor with an expression like a terrified rabbit.

“Madam?” asked the doctor.

“It was… it was a woman’s trouble.”

“Indeed. I do need you to be more specific, my dear.”

Emily’s voice became so quiet it was almost inaudible. “I had something lodged inside of me which Doctor McQuoid was able to remove.”

“You were seen leaving the surgery, Emily, you and Giselle, and when pressed, she told me everything. It was this, wasn’t it?” asked Miles and held up the wooden dildo with its ball end reattached. He pulled the ball off and showed it to Doctor Dankworth. “This is what she needed to have removed after it detached while she was masturbating herself.”

“Is this true, madam? Were you, in fact, engaging in onanism?”

“There was certainly no-one with her at the time.”

Emily cast her eyes to the floor and nodded.

“And, my dear… and I need you to be truthful when you answer me, had you engaged in this activity before? Is your pursuit of solitary sexual gratification a frequent and regular occurrence?”

She looked up at the doctor with frightened eyes and he could see the truth without her answering.

“Oh dear, and with such an instrument too. Don’t you realise how injurious this could be to your health. I'm sorry, Miles, but it would be disingenuous of me to suggest that reason alone could prevail in this instance. You need to be prepared to take a more proactive stance.”

“What do you suggest, doctor?”

“Firstly, I shall need to examine Mrs Cartright to ensure there’s been no lasting damage to date.”

“You heard the doctor, Emily. You need to remove your clothes.”

“Now? Here in the drawing room?” she asked in a weak voice.

“Of course, now. The doctor can't afford to wait around until you decide the time’s right.”

“Madam… I have been a family doctor for over fifty-five years” explained Dankworth, and then came out with the time-honoured phrase: “There is nothing you could show me that I haven't seen before.”

Slowly and with infinite care, Emily unfastened each item of clothing and laid them tidily on the chair behind her until she stood before Doctor Dankworth completely naked.

“Please sit on the edge of the table and spread your legs,” he requested and behind him, Miles’ stern expression dared her to object.

“Hmm,” he murmured probing her vulva with a fingertip. Then he closely inspected her breasts before asking her to stand and turn around. “I can't see any contusions or lesions on her sexual organs, but her breasts and buttocks show signs of recent bruising.”

“Oh, that will be me. She frequently requires a degree of chastisement.”

“Good, good…” he murmured and Emily wasn’t sure whether he was satisfied about finding no bruising to her sex or whether he was just complimenting Miles on his discipline techniques.

“So?” asked Miles.

“Your wife seems in exceedingly good health under the circumstances, so I believe we need not resort to anything too drastic. A mere physical barrier should suffice in this instance and then, in time, your good wife’s unnatural impulses should subside.”

“A physical barrier?” queried Miles while Emily just stared wide-eyed at the men.

“Indeed. I have several such devices outside in the trap. Umm… a twenty-four-inch model should suffice,” he mused gazing at Emily’s waist. “Allow me to fetch you one, madam,” and the doctor hurried from the room.

“Miles… You can't let him do this. It was you that first used that thing on me.”

“I used it as part of a marital union; you were using it for personal self-abuse. There is a world of difference.”

“But it must have been you that gave it to Giselle to pass to me, she left it in my room for me to use.”

“And why would I do that?”

Emily was speechless. Her husband was manipulating her for his own ends, whatever those ends were. He was being deceitful and has now encouraged the doctor to take quite unnecessary steps to, so say, protect her health.

“Here it is,” said the doctor brightly carrying a heavy canvas bag into the room. “I'm afraid it’s rather bulky, but I'm sure Mrs Cartwright will soon get used to it,” and the device made a loud clattering sound when he emptied the bag out onto the floorboards. For a few moments, Emily could make no sense of the pile of cast iron plates and chain links heaped onto the floor, but then the doctor turned over a heavy plate and moved others, and the device began to resolved itself into discrete items. There was a wide metal belt comprising of hinged plates, some with metal hoops welded to their sides and its end plates patterned with several vertical slots. Another separate section consisted of a three-inch-wide curved plate, again made out of cast iron, with a narrow slot bisecting much of its length and a rigid ring at one end. There were short lengths of chain attached to both ends of the device and Emily’s heart sunk as, together with the metal belt and the several padlocks tangled among the components, she pictured how the device fitted together.

What she couldn’t fathom was the rest of the hardware scattered on the floor: more chains and two sixteen-inch-long metal bands.

“Miles, please… Don’t let him do this.”

“Mrs Cartwright… My dear, all this is for your own good. It’s to protect your health. If you pursue the abominable practice of onanism to its end, you could be blinded and rendered nothing more than a simpleton. This device is perfectly safe to use and within a very few months, you will completely forget it’s there. I’ll admit it’s bulky, but it’s very secure and will ensure you can do yourself no further harm."

"I want a second opinion," she stated suddenly sounding determined not to be browbeaten. "I want to speak to Doctor McQuoid.”

“Doctor McQuoid is but a boy,” professed Dankworth.

“Doctor Dankworth is right,” added Miles. “Doctor McQuoid can have been in practice no more than ten years as a general practitioner, whereas Doctor Dankworth has more than five times the experience, much of it spent in asylums dealing with precisely the problem you have.”

“I… I don’t want this…”

“Emily, I am not offering you a choice, now submit calmly and cooperate or else you’ll earn yourself another punishment session and you shall still have this belt fitted, but by force.”

“Please, Mrs Cartwright. Your husband and I are only trying to do what’s best for you. I'm sure, in time, you'll come to realise that and thank us for it,” and when Emily offered no more resistance, added, “Good… Now raise your hands and I’ll fit the waistband.”

By the time the doctor was struggling to pull the crotch plate into place between her thighs, Emily had tears streaming down her face. The doctor tugged up the plate and hooked a padlock through a chain link and then through the staple that joined both ends of the waistband. Then he moved behind her and she squealed when he pulled up the chain between her cheeks and used a second padlock to secure it to the back of the belt. The crotch plate was now tight against her vulva and pubic mound with the fixed ring at its rearward end pressed tight around her anus.

Emily looked down between her legs at the iron plate and could only see the narrow slot over her vulva. She pushed down on it to try to ease the pressure, but it had been fitted too tightly.

“I can't move it. Oh God… What have you done?”

“Can you push a finger under it?” asked Miles.

“I can't. It won't move at all.”

“Then it’s been correctly fitted.”

“We haven't quite finished yet, my dear. Just these bands to fit now,” droned the doctor’s impassive voice as he began to thread a light chain through a belt loop on her left hip and then sprung open a metal strap to wrap it around the top of her left thigh. Finally, he linked together the ends of the strap and secured it together with both free ends of the chain using another padlock, thereby fixing the strap around her thigh and preventing it sliding down her leg using a single lock.

He did the same with her right leg and Emily stared down at the metal work in confusion. There didn’t seem to be any point to it all, but then the doctor picked up the final padlock and threaded it through loops welded to the bands beneath her crotch and the full extent of her restrictions became apparent.

“No…” she wailed staring down at her thighs now pulled together against the sides of the crotch panel.

“You'll still be able to walk, my dear,” purred the doctor. “And sit, of course; the restrictions allow that. It’s just that you can't now open your legs.”

Emily took a pace and the consequence of what the doctor had done to her suddenly struck her: the weight of iron plates, the clinking of the padlocks and chains, the crudity now associated with visiting the toilet, but most of all, the humiliation of being locked out of her own body; prohibited from touching herself in case she caused herself to orgasm.

She looked at Dankworth and gave a pitiful cry and then turned to Miles with burning eyes. “This is all your doing, Miles. Your own little plan coming together to force me into madness. It’s because I've been talking about divorcing you, isn't it? You're just a cruel man who’s tricked me into marrying you just to steal my money and property. And you’ve done it, haven't you? Stolen everything from me including my sister and now you want to take my mind too. You won't win, d’you hear. You won't stop me. I’m going to divorce you and you'll get nothing. Everything will be returned to me.”

“Mrs Cartwright, please. You're getting yourself too worked up.”

Emily spun towards the doctor. “And you're as bad as he is. Look what you’ve done to me and what for? Just to stop me touching my own body…”

“Mrs Cartwright, please. Take control of yourself.”

“Take control of yourself…” she mimicked. “That’s very funny. You’ve just stolen that control. You don’t really believe a woman should be in control of her own body at all. You think we’re too weak to know what’s good for us; to know how to behave and what’s right or wrong. This is all wrong…” and she slapped her hand against the iron plate that was now locked over her pubic mound. “Oh God… What have you done to me? You're cruel… Both of you. You're just cruel,” and she fell against the doctor, beating her hands against his shoulders with tears streaming down her face.

Dankworth eased her away and gave Miles a worried look. “Mr Cartwright,” he whispered as he grabbed his arm and led him aside. “I fear I have made a mistake. I assumed your wife’s obsession with onanism was an isolated condition and could be treated as such, but I see now that it is merely a symptom of a much more serious condition. I'm afraid your wife is suffering from a serious episode of feminine hysteria and the steps I've taken today aren't nearly sufficient to defeat her disease.”

“What should I do?” asked Miles.

“Firstly, I should get her properly certified. I suppose it’s not strictly necessary because, as her husband, you already have the authority to confine and treat her, but I would rather her condition is addressed by professionals. Once we have the certificate, then we can think about getting her placed in a specialised asylum where her ailments can be properly monitored and treated.”

“Is that really essential, doctor? I would much rather she be treated here at home where she’s among family and where I can be sure she’s getting the best care?”

“Well, it’s not to be recommended, but I suppose in this case it could be possible. You have the means to afford any specialist equipment, the space to designate a dedicated area for her care, and the personnel to help conduct the necessary treatment sessions. I’ll still raise the committal certificate in case we need help urgently, but if you're sure, I’ll draw up the specific instructions and procedures you'll need to follow. Be warned, though… the treatment is often quite vigorous.”

“I'm sure we could cope. I have Giselle to help me and there’s her sister as well. And if there’s any heavy or strenuous work, I can always call on some of the boys from the stables.”

“Quite so… Leave it with me. I’ll arrange the paperwork and formulate a treatment plan, and be back in a day or two. Meanwhile, do you have somewhere secure for your wife?”

“That won't be a problem. I’ll look forward to your return on Wednesday.”

“Wednesday… Yes indeed. Goodbye my dear,” he called to Emily, but she just turned her back on him, trying to look dignified when she was naked except for the ironwork hanging about her hips and thighs.


Chapter 14: A Nocturnal Visit

Miles showed Doctor Dankworth to the door and by the time he returned to the drawing room, Emily had fastened up her gown and was struggling to pull on a shoe when she couldn’t lift one leg without the other.

“I'm going to see Doctor McQuoid to show him the extent of this idiocy,” she announced. “Doctor Dankworth is a fool and several decades out of date with his beliefs and principles.” She reached for her other shoe, but it had been kicked beyond her reach and she had to swivel her legs awkwardly. “God, Miles. This is ridiculous. How am I supposed to function when I can barely move?”

“You exaggerate, Emily. You're perfectly capable of moving normally.”

“Then you try it with your thighs locked together.”

“Anyway, you're not going out. You're going to your room.”

“But we haven't even eaten dinner yet. It’s barely five.”

“I’ll send Martha up with your food.”

Emily felt angry, but defeated and allowed Miles to hustle her up the stairs and into her room. The hours passed and it was seven before a tap on her door and the sound of a key turning announced Martha’s arrival.

“I'm sorry it’s so late madam, but I had to wait for the others to finish their meal,” she said as she placed the tray on the bedside table. “I didn’t know you wouldn’t be dining with the others.”

“Nor did I,” said Emily sourly.

“Can I get you anything else?”

“No thank you, Martha.”

Martha hovered as if she wanted to say more, but then turned and left, locking the door behind her. And that was it until well after eight the next morning when Martha tapped on the door and opened it wide to bring in the breakfast tray, catching Emily in the process of dressing.

“Madam! Oh, good heavens. What’s he done to you?”

Emily found it useless to try to cover herself and stood erect to give Martha full disclosure of the ironwork, and as Martha gazed at the cast iron plates and linking chains, so the tears began to fall from Emily’s eyes once more.

“It’s Doctor Dankworth who’s done this. He’s trying to stop me abusing myself.”

“Madam, surely you wouldn’t?” Emily turned away so she didn’t have to bear Martha’s reproving gaze. “You could harm your health and your heavenly soul.”

“I don’t need your preaching, Martha. I'm fully aware of what others think, but it’s my body and no business of anyone else.”

“But madam, that’s not true. Legally and in the eyes of the church, your body belongs to Miles. You gave it to him when you took the marriage vows. That’s what the churchmen think, and the policemen.”

It was true. Martha was perfectly right. Miles was the one who now owned her body and soul, and perhaps it was only right that he should try to protect it. But not like this… This was just cruel.

Martha left and Emily sank back down on the edge of the bed to stare at the locked door. She thought about getting dressed, about clothing her naked breasts so she didn’t have to look at herself and remember when they were last touched, and covering the chains and iron plates about her sex to try to forget about her needs and frustration. She pulled on a white nightdress and sat next to the bedside table to despondently poke the scrambled egg with a fork.

Martha was her only visitor that day with her luncheon and, later, the evening meal, although she did see Miles and Giselle walking to the stables, Ida collecting vegetables from the nursery garden and eggs from the coop. She saw Clara, too, much later after evening dinner and Clara turned to look up at her framed by the window, but she made no gesture, just turned her back and walked on towards the stable block and, no doubt, her evening assignation.

Martha’s visits were brief and Emily thought she was embarrassed by association with an onanist. She brought the meals, collected the dirty plates, brought water for Emily to wash, and during her last visit, removed the used chamber pot and replaced it with a clean one. Each time she was polite, but distant, and offered no information regarding the day’s events. Emily didn’t ask.

The light faded and she lit an oil lamp, but she didn’t read; sounds from the adjacent room kept her restless and ill at ease. The knocks and soft voices faded about midnight to leave only the sound of owls piercing the bright moonlight. She heard the clock in the hall strike three and she was still wide-awake. Then she moved to the door and turned the handle; it was, of course, locked, so she returned to sit on the bed, but not for long.

Feeling inspired, she opened a drawer in her dressing table and extracted the lining paper from the drawer’s base, and slid it through the gap between boards and door. Then she found a wooden hair pin and gently pushed it through the keyhole. The key dropped from the lock onto the lining paper and she slowly pulled it back beneath the door and into her grasp.

Was this wise? She wasn’t sure, but she had to do something; she couldn’t just watch as her whole life was stolen from her.

She dressed, this time in proper outdoor clothes, picked up her shoes from beside the bed, inserted the key into the lock, and slowly opened the door.

Moving with as much grace as her restraints allowed so as not to disturb the padlocks hanging against the iron plates, she descended the stairs in stockinged feet. It was her house and she knew every tread: those that were solid and those that creaked. Picking her cloak from the rack by the back door, she moved out into the moonlight and, pausing only to lace her ankle boots onto her feet, became one with the shadows. Then it was but an easy walk out onto the lane and half-a-mile into the village. Not a single light glowed anywhere, but the moon was bright and her path plain to see as she made her way to Doctor McQuoid’s surgery on the main street and tapped on the door. When that didn’t work, she tapped on a window pane and kept trying a different window until a curtain was suddenly pulled aside and Simon McQuoid stood gazing at her in the moonlight.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Emily, you cannot do this. If someone should see you here, your reputation will be in tatters.”

“Oh, Simon, my life is already in tatters,” she said standing in his hallway lit by an oil lamp. “Look what they’ve done to me,” and she lifted the hem of her gown above her waist to show him the heavy iron plates locked around and beneath her, the metalwork looking dark and foreboding. “Miles discovered the problem I had with the dildo. In fact, I believe it was him who deliberately instigated the affair, and now he’s brought in a doctor who says the only way to cure me is to lock me up like this.”

“And what is this doctor’s name?”

“Dankworth. He’s Doctor Dankworth and he looks a hundred years old.”

“I was afraid this would happen. I know Dankworth. He’s a good doctor in many areas, but he’s very old-fashioned especially when it comes to feminine troubles.”

“Please, Simon. You have to help me.”

“What do you expect me to do. If I remove that chastity device, it would only be refitted tomorrow, and anyway, I doubt I could defeat those locks.”

“I need to divorce Miles. I have to get my life back.”

“That will not be easy. Miles will fight against it and that immediately puts you at a disadvantage because you're supposed to be a good wife and obey him in all things. Sueing for divorce can hardly be considered as meeting that criterion. Then you need two more things to win a divorce case: one is money to pay a solicitor and the court fees, and the other is evidence of wrong-doing by Miles.”

“He’s entertaining his mistress in his room every night while I'm locked into my own room right next door. I can hear them clearly.”

“But you can't prove it; they’ll just deny it ever happened.”

“There’s something else… I think Doctor Dankworth is about to certify that I'm insane.”

“Well, that’s hardly likely to help your case in the divorce court, but as far as your husband is concerned, it’s quite unnecessary. He already has all the authority he needs to confine you in the house. He’s your legal guardian, Emily; he can do anything he likes with you.”

“Oh God… What can I do?”

“Appeal to his better side.”

“I don’t think he has one.”

“Well, if he keeps you at Woodhouse Stables, I can try to keep watch to ensure he doesn’t ill-treat you, but I have no authority to intervene. If he sends you to an asylum, then I'm afraid there’s very little I'm able to do. They will treat you in accordance with their established procedures and I may not even be given permission to visit. As for your immediate situation, I strongly recommend you return now to Woodhouse Stables before anyone realises you're gone. Staying here is possibly the worst thing you can do.”

“But it’s all I want to do,” and she falls on him, wrapping her arms around his chest and wetting his shirt with her tears.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was eight o'clock when McQuoid attracted the attention of a passing village boy and sent a message to Woodhouse Stables and almost nine when two policemen knocked at the surgery door.

“Good morning, doctor. We have information that suggests that Mrs Cartwright is here at the surgery.”

“That is correct. She’s asleep on the couch in the consulting rooms,” and he led the way along the hallway and into the bright, sunlit room where the doctor had extracted the wooden ball from her person. “Emily,” he whispered, gently nudging her arm. “These gentlemen have come to escort you back to the stables.”

She opened her eyes and looked groggily at the policemen. “Of course,” she murmured and twisted around to stand without extending her legs.

“Good morning, Mrs Cartwright,” said the Sergeant Buckthorpe.

“Hello, Harry. How’s Edith.”

“Very well, thank you, Mrs Cartwright. And yourself?”

“I've been better…”

“I'm afraid you need to come with us now. Your husband has been very worried about you.”

“Has he?” she said sceptically.

“Please hold out your hands.”

“Are those really necessary, sergeant. Mrs Cartwright is quite prepared to accompany you peacefully.”

“It’s policy, doctor. Mr Cartwright has a certificate that declares Mrs Cartwright is medically insane and I'm not allowed to risk an incident.”

Emily gave the doctor a look that said much more than words and then presented her wrists to the policemen so that he could attach the handcuffs. Then, with a hand on her arm and the other constable walking close behind, they escorted Emily out into the street and helped her climb into the back of the police van. The last McQuoid saw of her was her face through the small barred window in the carriage’s rear door as the sergeant snapped the reins and the horse set off at a leisurely gait up the lane.

“So, the wanderer returns,” said Miles when the policemen presented Emily at the main door to the house. She looked at him, turned to the sergeant and held out her hands for the cuffs to be removed, and then walked past Miles into the house.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” said Miles and followed his wife. “I would have soon found you, you know. The surgery is the first place I would have looked even if your accomplice didn’t betray your whereabouts.”

“My accomplice?”

“Martha. She’s been very good, you know. Hasn’t given you away yet.”

“I don’t know what you're talking about.”

“Don’t you? She’s in the drawing room.”

Emily entered the room and there was Martha stretched over the back of an arm chair just as Emily had been. Her ankles were strapped to the chair legs, her skirts folded up over her back, and her drawers cut away to leave her buttocks and sex bare, with red bruises from the wooden paddle on her pale skin.

“Martha,” cried Emily and ran around to confront her tearstained face. The neck of her gown had been loosened and her breasts were hanging freely beneath her chest, these too bruised and discoloured.

“Miles, Martha knows nothing of my actions last night. No-body helped me.”

“Then how did you leave a locked room.”

“It was easy. Come upstairs and I’ll show you,” and she hurried before him up the stairs. Her bedroom door was open and as she stepped inside, Miles closed and locked it. The lining paper was still on the floor by the cabinet; she slipped it beneath the door and eased the key out of the lock just as before, and within moments, she was staring at Miles with the key in her hand.

“Very clever,” growled Miles. “It seems you have caused your maid suffering for no reason.”

“Please go and release her.”

“All in good time; we have much to discuss first.”


Chapter 15: Committed

Emily sat on the edge of the bed while Miles stood before the window staring out at the horses recently turned out into the paddock beyond the garden. He had his hands clasped behind his back, his knuckles white with the pressure.

“Doctor Dankworth has been here this morning. We were both surprised to find this room empty.” Emily said nothing. “He had the affront to criticize me for failing with your security. I can assure you, it won't happen again.” Miles turned to Emily and pulled a folded paper from the breast pocket of his jacket. “He gave me this…” and he passed the paper to her.

LUNATIC ASYLUM COMMITTAL CERTIFICATE

(Under the Lunacy Acts, 1845)

Date: 7th June, 1884

County of Surrey

To the Superintendent of the County Asylum, Brookhaven.

We, the undersigned, being accredited physicians in the County of Surrey, do hereby certify that we have this day personally examined Mrs Emily Cartwright, aged 25 years, of Woodhouse Stables, Cinderfield, and that we find her to be of unsound mind, and a proper person to be taken charge of and detained under care and treatment.

The facts indicating insanity observed by myself are as follows:

Patient exhibits uncontrolled frequent bouts of onanism with consequential injury to her person and in contravention of the edicts of the church and strong recommendations from the medical profession.

She has shown evidence of nervousness coupled with palpitations and a fluttering of the womb, which is believed to govern her moods.

She has displayed periods of agitation and defiance, several times in the presence of her husband and once in the company of Doctor Dankworth, which then developed and precipitated a physical attack upon the doctor.

She has recently voiced intentions to breach her vows of marriage in defiance of Mr Miles Cartwright.

Cause assigned: Hysteria, arising from emotional overstrain and female weakness.

Duration of illness: one month witnessed and several years self-admitted.

Probable cause: Disappointment of the affections.

Witnesses:

— Mr Miles Cartwright, Husband.

— Rev. Benedict Cartwright, Vicar of St Agnes in the Wolds, Lowerbridge.

— Doctor Simon McQuoid, Physician, Cinderfield.

Signed,

Doctor Edward Dankworth, Medical Practitioner

Doctor Henry Berrycloth, Medical Practitioner

“Miles…” Emily suddenly said with horror. “You’ve had me committed to a lunatic asylum…”

“That is for me to decide. If you're cooperative and behave, I’ll allow you to stay here at Woodhouse Stables, but if you cause trouble, this certificate enables me to relocate you to an asylum with the minimum of effort on my part.”

“I didn’t think you'd do this.”

“Did you not? You threaten to seek a divorce and dispossess me of everything I've gained here and yet you believe that I’d do nothing? You are more naïve than I originally thought.”

“But this certificate is all wrong… It contains lies.”

“Not that I'm aware.”

“Then what is a ‘fluttering of the womb’?”

“A picturesque turn of phrase. It means you allow your lust to get the better of you when you stuff things up your cunt.”

Emily momentarily paused, shocked by Miles’ vehemence, but then said, “I did not attack Doctor Dankworth.”

“He thought you did; you were thumping your fists on his chest.”

“And you’ve cited your father and even Doctor McQuoid as witnesses…”

“My father is prepared to voice his religious belief that your disfigurement is an indication of a serious physical malady. As you're aware, it’s his private belief that your conception is a product, if not of the devil, then at least one of his demons.”

“And Doctor McQuoid? Surely you don’t expect him to support these specious accusations?”

“How could he possibly deny that he had to perform a minor operation to remove the head of that dildo?”

“Miles, please… You know this is all wrong. Doctor Dankworth is generations out of date with his diagnoses and treatments and I've never even met this Doctor Henry Berrycloth.”

“I believe that’s Dankworth’s understudy. The fact remains, Emily, that I now have legal confirmation that you are, in fact, suffering from a bout of insanity and a medical treatment plan that specifies how I should deal with it. From now on, neither you nor your Doctor McQuoid will be able to question anything I choose to do, and if it all becomes too much trouble for me, I can just have you committed to an asylum and you'll be out of my hair.”

Emily sat quietly on the edge of the bed mustering all her self-control as she listened to Miles threatening to take her future from her. She wanted to fly at him and beat her fists into his face, scratch her nails down his skin, to push him to the floor and stamp on him, but she knew such images were nothing but false fantasies and impossible to perform in the real world. He was much stronger than her and would just laugh at her futile efforts. The realisation made her want to burst into tears, but that too would serve no purpose other to confirm to Miles how weak she was and by how much he’d won.

“So now you have legal backing for locking my bedroom door every single night so I am forced to listen to you seducing your mistress, and compounding my situation by locking these iron plates to me so I am unable to experience the same sensations as her. No doubt, too, you can deny me permission to leave the house or visit the stables. Am I to be allowed to eat with my family? To share the same room? Is that what you want? A wife in name only who’s actually your slave who has to obey your every word?”

“I had that before… I'm afraid, Emily, you haven't quite grasped the seriousness of your situation. Let me explain some of the conditions of Doctor Dankworth’s treatment plan; the treatment plan that I am now obliged to follow. The first item on the plan is intended to stabilise the toxic humours, he calls them female semen, that collect in your pelvis and which are the primary cause of your condition. You're not a fool, Emily, so I'm sure it won't come as a surprise to you to learn that if you're not frequently decongested of these fluids, they could turn venomous and corrupt your blood. Dankworth notes, therefore, that the accepted way to cure your irrational behaviour is with frequent vulval massage with the resulting paroxysms helping to disperse the troublesome fluids.” He smiled. “You must, at least, be pleased about that.”

She was aware of the practice and she moved uncomfortably on the edge of the bed, feeling the metal between her legs press against her. Thoughts coalesced in her mind: a regular forced, intimate massage driving her to orgasm. She knew that such treatment was normally conducted by a midwife or doctor, but now Miles was saying that he would treat her. Unconsciously, her gaze dropped to his crotch as she imagined the sexual unions promised but denied. Yes… she could be pleased, especially now that he was offering to provide the relief that Dankworth’s chastity device would otherwise prohibit. Then she lifted her eyes to his face and saw his cold expression, and all thoughts of love vanished in an instant.

“He goes on to make a number of recommendations such as complete bed rest and he says this is most efficacious when ‘external stimuli are kept to a minimum’. He’s referring to seclusion, plain food, refraining from mentally taxing tasks such as reading, and various forms of sensory deprivation. Of course, when he speaks about minimising external stimuli, he’s not including the vulval massage sessions. Also, he says that as hysteria is associated with an excess of feminine seminal fluids that could subsequently contaminate your entire lower abdomen, it could be beneficial to decongest you both vaginally and colonically using injected water. Now there’s a thought. How do you fancy that, my dear?” and his features break into a twisted smile.

Emily’s initial response was to scream, but with extreme self-control, she calmed herself and quietly answered, “Not at all,” sounding as casual as she could and as if the suggestion meant nothing to her, but Miles was not fooled and his smile hardened as he read on.

“The doctor adds that when the hysteria also includes masturbation or nymphomania as one of its symptoms – do you suffer from nymphomania my dear? – well, in any case, the water should be iced to cool the condition.”

“You can't frighten me, Miles. All this is just demonstrating how cruel you can be.”

“Emily… You have now been certified insane and I have been given instruction by an experienced and renowned doctor detailing how I should attempt to cure you. I'm not being cruel, not at all; I'm being caring and considerate regarding your health and welfare.”

He gazed at her impassive face with what he believed was a compassionate expression before turning back to his list. “There one other aspect of your care you ought to understand. Doctor Dankworth says that the treatment for feminine hysteria, particularly when the patient exhibits aggressive or contentious behaviour, is most efficacious when that patient feels submissive and vulnerable. In order to encourage that state, the good doctor suggests that mechanical limits should be imposed on your freedom of movement and your ability to interact with others.” He looked up at her face to see if she understood the implications and then added: “And you should be deprived of clothes at all times.”

Now Emily did react by turning an astonished face towards her antagonist and attempting to verbally defend herself, but words just wouldn’t come…

“The rationale behind this approach is not hard to appreciate: if a girl – you, of course – 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 and is more likely to respond to the treatment.”

“Miles… You can't do this, Miles. It’s ludicrous… It’s all ludicrous. I'm not ill and this treatment… It’s ridiculous. I'll die.”

“No, you won't die, but you may want to. This certificate says you are ill and this is how we’re going to cure you. It’s how the asylums work. Are you saying that several hundred medical institutions have been operating for decades on fallacious doctrines?”

“What is it you want? To turn me into the mindless doll this treatment is intended to create. It’ll never happen.”

“Well, Dankworth does warn it could take some time. He talks about being sure that the disease is really beaten and says the symptoms can suddenly flare up again without warning. His final paragraph reads: “One may think it’s been beaten, but 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.”

Emily was now silent. She thought at any moment she was going to dissolve into tears, but instead she stared stoically ahead, her eyes apparently intent on studying a framed portrait of her great aunt. Finally, she said in a quiet voice, “I'd like you to leave me now.”

“I bet you would, but that’s not how this is going to work. Firstly, you're going to remove those clothes you're wearing and then we’re going to your bedroom where we’ll find the accoutrements that Doctor Dankworth has left for you.”

“This is my bedroom.”

“Not any more. This room is much too exciting for a girl in your condition. Clara’s going move into here; your room is on the next floor.”

“No…”

“Oh, yes. And if you have trouble obeying my instructions, I can always call on William’s services to help you undress.”

Emily felt her ire rising once more, but then Miles casually picked up a cane he’d previously left on her chest of drawers for that very occasion and Emily’s resolve vanished.

“Miles, please. Don’t do this.”

“Your clothes, Emily. All of them…”

Miles followed his wife as she padded bare-foot up the top flight of narrow stairs, now naked except for the cast iron plates locked about her hips and legs and audibly weeping. The upper floor of the house was empty; everybody was either on the ground floor or outside. The first two rooms belonged to Ida and Martha. Then there were two other small rooms currently vacant, and finally a tiny room in the corner used for storage, only when Emily opened the door, it was apparent that it had been emptied and the only furniture it now contained was a narrow bunk, a dining chair, a small table near the bunk, and a plant stand set against the far wall with a clock on it. There were, however, various chains, locks, and metal bands heaped into a pile on the floor.

Emily stared about her feeling the blood rain drain from face and her legs turn to jelly.

“Oh, God, Miles… What have you done?”

She looked at the clock. Nine-thirty. She’ll be able to watch the hours pass.


Chapter 16: Forced Inactivity

Martha was noticeable by her absence and when Clara asked about her, Ida said she was having a walk in the garden. “She’s feeling a little delicate this morning.”

“Oh. She was fine earlier before I went to feed Dolly. Do you think she’s alright? Should I go and find her?”

“I don’t think that will be necessary.”

“Did she take Emily her breakfast?”

Ida looked at the girl, realising that Clara had been in the stables for hours and missed all the morning’s excitement. She wasn’t even aware of Emily’s nighttime venture. Indeed, Clara had missed much of the past couple of days.

“Has Miles still got Emily locked into her room. She didn’t come out at all yesterday. Do you think I should go up and see her?”

“I think you should talk to the master first,” answered Ida and continued to peel vegetables to stave off further questions.

She didn’t need Miles’ permission to speak to her own sister and climbed the stairs to find the door of Emily’s room wide open and the room empty of occupants. Thinking that they were probably both in Miles’ room she turned to find Miles standing in the doorway.

“Where’s Emily?”

“She’s moved out. This is your room now.”

“My room,” exclaimed Clara with glee. “Oh, wow… This is the best room after yours with the best furniture and the biggest bed,” and she jumped up onto the bed. “It’s got the best view too; you can just see the tower of the church. Which room has Emily taken then? Surely, she doesn’t want the corner room just because it faces the lane?”

“Emily has moved upstairs.”

“But there are only servants’ rooms up there and they're all tiny.”

“Nevertheless…”

“Is she up there now? Should I go and see her?”

“Take her up some food. I think Ida’s boiling her an egg.”

“Emily…” called out Clara as she climbed up the stairs to the top floor. “Emily, where are you? Are you up here?”

There was no answering call and Clara worked her way along the narrow passage opening doors to check the rooms as she went. Clara knew that the final room in the corner of the house was tiny with the sloping ceiling affecting two elevations and, unlike the other attic rooms, there was no gabled dormer window. Instead, light entered the room from a small rooflight flush with the tiles. She nearly didn’t bother looking in the room, because she expected to be full of trunks and boxes, but when she pushed on the door, it swung open to reveal Emily sitting despondently on the side of a small bunk. Neither girl spoke; Emily was too embarrassed and Clara was too shocked, so they just stared at each other.

Finally, Clara managed, “What’s happened?”

“Apparently, I'm insane,” murmured Emily and looked away at a blank expanse of wall.

“But… But you're naked and all chained up.”

“That’s what they do to insane girls; take away their clothes and their freedom.”

“My God, Emily. Did Miles do this?”

Emily gave her sister a weak smile; who else?

“But what’s happened? You're chained up like a prisoner.”

“Really? Do you think they ever chain prisoners like this? This is just how they treat insane girls.”

“But why?”

“Last week, Miles gave Giselle a dildo to leave for me after he’d locked me in my room each night.”

“That wasn’t Miles; I gave it to Giselle for you.”

“You…” she repeated without comment.

“I thought at least you could have some fun by yourself each night.”

Emily stared at her trying to revise her thoughts in the light of this new information. In the end, she decided it didn’t materially affect the outcome.

“Well, in any case, Miles sabotaged the device and I had to and see Doctor McQuoid to… well, let’s just say I needed his medical expertise. This then gave Miles the chance he’d been waiting for and he called in his own doctor to stop me touching myself.”

“That’s what all this iron work is for?”

“It was just an iron chastity belt. The doctor fitted it three days ago, but when he locked my thighs together… well, I just broke. It all just felt so stupid and unnecessary and I lost control of myself and started shouting at Miles and then Doctor Dankworth. The doctor says I attacked him, but I didn’t; I just ended up crying on his shoulder, but it was enough for him to diagnose female hysteria and certify me insane. Miles has the certificate that he can give to an asylum at any time and have me incarcerated. He says if I'm good, he’ll treat me at home, but if not, it’ll be an asylum.”

Clara was as still as a statue, staring at her sister with her mouth gaping open.

“The doctor has given him all these chains and things and a treatment plan that he says is the same as the asylums use, so here I am. Miles took away the crotch strap of the chastity belt when he fitted the other hardware because he says it would be impossible for me to touch myself now, so it’s not necessary”

“But you can't move at all… You're chained to the wall by that collar and that leather harness is holding your elbows at your sides and your hands on your thighs.”

“You don’t have to tell me that; I've worked that out for myself.”

“Emily, you can't do anything… He’s even shackled your ankles together and that chain from your collar is barely long enough to allow you to stand.”

“Apparently, it’s long enough to allow me to reach the chamber pot that’s under the bunk.”

“How long is he going to keep you like this?”

“I don’t know. Doctor Dankworth has told him it could take years to cure me.”

“Years… Emily, he can't keep you chained in the attic for years…”

“Apparently, he can. He has the full support of the medical profession and the law. What you see now could be my lot for, well… forever really because it’s a certainty that I will eventually go mad.”

“Emily, I'm so sorry.”

“It’s not your fault. It was me who entered into a thoughtless marriage.”

A shadow of guilt passed across Clara’s face unnoticed by Emily.

“At least now you're free to see Oscar whenever you want. And you get my bedroom.”

“Oscar’s not so bad, you know. He’s never once tried to push himself onto me.” Clara suddenly remembered the egg she’d brought up for Emily.

“You'll have to feed me,” and Clara gave her a weak smile.

“Is there anything else you'd like me to do?”

“Tell Simon McQuoid what’s happened; that’s all, but I know he won't be able to do anything.”

“Cheer up, sis. I know it can't be this bad for long. Miles won't be able to keep this up. Just look upon this as a short-term rest cure. Now then, open wide… egg approaching…”

Emily leant forward with her mouth open and Clara took the opportunity to study the thick leather straps of the body harness that crossed her shoulders to link with another that encircled her chest below her breasts. It was this band that positioned short straps that buckled around her elbows to keep them clamped to her sides. The leather separated her breasts which hung firm and heavy from her chest, their generous nipples protruding wantonly from dark areolae.

“I hope my tits become as pretty as yours when I get older,” she mused.  “They're different to how I expected them to look and your nipples are much bigger and darker.”

Emily ignored her comments.

“I suppose it’s these straps. They make you project more. It’s quite attractive really…”

“Clara, stop it. If you want straps like these, ask Miles. I'm sure he could arrange it for you.”

With the breakfast over, Clara dabbed Emily’s mouth with a napkin and stood. “What are you going to do now?”

Emily just stared up at her and pulled at her wrists clipped to the outside of the thigh bands to remind her little sister just how powerless she’d become. Clara could easily have unclipped her wrists and unbuckled the harness about her body, but daren’t. Instead, without further words, she turned away to leave, closing the door behind her and determined to speak to Miles. He listened to her for half-an-hour without interrupting and only when she couldn’t think of anything new to say, did he finally speak.

“Your sister is actually very ill. She readily admits to frequent masturbation and the consequences of that can be very serious. It destroys the mind, you know. Turns it into jelly. It was only a very few years ago that a clever American called John Harvey Kellogg wrote a book about the corrupting effects of masturbation. I have a copy if you're interested. He listed a total of thirty-nine different conditions directly attributable to the practice and some of them are frightening: wantonness, of course, that goes without saying, but also such conditions as heart palpitations, muscle spasms, paralysis, blindness, and my favourite, becoming rebellious. All of these conditions can be lumped together under the mental disorder doctors call hysteria. If it was just the masturbation, we could have dealt with it and she could have led an almost normal life, but I’m afraid the disease has developed beyond that. Not only has she been disrespectful to me, but she was berating Doctor Dankworth and physically attacked him.”

“She tells me she didn’t; that she just became tearful and was weeping on his shoulder.”

“Believe me, she attacked him. I was there and saw her beating him with her fists. Fortunately, the doctor sustained no lasting injuries, but he saw no alternative other than to issue a committal certificate to incarcerate her into an asylum. I argued that she’d be more comfortable here among her family and the doctor acquiesced on condition she received the same care, attention, and curative treatments here at home as she would have done in the asylum. The doctor has given me a very detailed treatment programme which we all must follow to the letter even if Emily herself doesn’t believe all aspects of the plan are necessary.”

“I've heard rumours about the treatment of feminine hysteria,” whispered Clara in a tone that suggested a mixture of reverence and astonishment.

“Well, I can tell you that those rumours are almost certainly true. The treatment will be taxing both for Emily and for those tasked with administering her care, but her body is generating toxic humours and these must be purged by inducing paroxysms in her pelvic region before the fluids cause her serious damage.”

“Paroxysms…” she murmured with wide eyes. “Isn't that what women have when they unite with their husbands?”

“It can be, but it has little to do with the emotional tie between a husband and wife. The paroxysms induced by Emily’s treatment regime will be nothing more than a nervous spasm resulting from the procedure and unrelated to emotions or pleasure.”

“Oh, Miles, I can see how important this treatment is, but I do feel sorry for her. She can barely move at all up in that little room.”

“That is rather the point of the treatment. ‘Total rest’ the doctor ordered without any distractions, and limiting her mobility is an important part of her treatment; that and the nudity. She will only get better when she accepts that her behaviour has been unacceptable and the first stage of that is to encourage a submissive attitude by stripping away her dignity. Her condition is almost entirely self-induced; she has only herself to blame. It is sad and I would dearly love to ease her conditions, but forced inactivity was specified in detail by her physician and it’s more important to protect her health despite her complaints rather than to give her short-term relief. But I must admit to some surprise with your attitude; Emily wasn’t slow to criticize your friend and to try to break up that friendship. Oscar is a good man and you could do a lot worse than to choose him as a friend. I have to say, also, that she has tried to drive a wedge between you and me. She was not in favour of my gift of Dolly and has told me I should distance myself from you.”

“I don’t understand… Why should she say that?”

“I can't explain it, Clara. Perhaps she’s just driven by jealousy.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily didn’t see anyone until Clara brought up her evening meal of dry bread, cheese, and water.

“This tastes horrible,” she complained, but Clara explained that her menu was itemised in detail by Doctor Dankworth and has been especially chosen to minimise any excitement the food could engender.

“You don’t want to encourage lustful thoughts by giving me exciting food?”

“That’s about it,” said Clara and held up another slice of dry bread. You know, I'm sorry we had those arguments about Oscar. They really weren’t necessary because Miles says he’s a good man and I could do a lot worse.”

“You're sixteen, Clara, and Oscar’s a man of twenty-one. You're still a child. Sixteen is too young to enter into a relationship with a man and if he were to take advantage of your naivety, it could ruin you for the rest of your life.”

“I am not a child and I'm not naïve. I could have married him years ago when daddy was still alive and I was thirteen.”

“You know father would never have allowed it, just as he would prohibit you from seeing him now.”

“Well daddy is dead and what I do now is none of your business. Miles told me you've been trying to stop him talking to me. He even told me you were critical of him giving me Dolly. He said you must be jealous of our friendship.”

“I'm not jealous and I was happy for Miles to give you Dolly. It’s just that, well, I've been concerned… about you and Miles…”

“And why should that trouble you? You just like to interfere. You interfere about Oscar and now you're interfering about Miles. You do it all the time and look where it’s got you. But now I don’t have to listen to you anymore because you're just an insane woman chained up in the attic. I'm going to see Oscar now and if I want to hold his cock or do anything else with it, there’s nothing you can do to stop me. You're just a jealous old woman with no-one to love, but don’t worry too much about that because you're about to get your brains fucked out on doctor’s orders. So, good luck with that. I hope you enjoy it,” and Clara stormed out of the little room slamming the door behind her.

Emily just stared at the closed door in astonishment. She couldn’t have reached the door to call after her because her tether chain was too short, but in any case, knew it wouldn’t have done any good. Why does everything have to be so difficult with her? Then she remembered Clara was sixteen; a rebellious teenager…

Martha entered Emily’s room later that evening to cover her with a blanket, but she seemed strangely reticent and barely spoke.

“I'm sorry Miles beat you,” murmured Emily, but Martha just shrugged and left.

It was not a comfortable night. Emily didn’t usually sleep on her back, but her restrictions left her little choice. In any case, if she moved, she disturbed the blanket and it was the devil to recover herself again.

Martha brought water and another egg for breakfast, pulled the blanket away that was now bunched up at the end of the bunk, and emptied the chamber pot. Again, Martha said very little however much Emily tried to encourage conversation and it wasn’t long before Emily found herself alone again standing beside her bunk with her tether chain locked to the wall near her shoulder.

It was a sunny day; she could tell that because she could see blue sky through the skylight, but nothing else; the window was set too high in the ceiling. She thought to ought to try to devise some sort of exercise routine to keep herself fit, but her restraints gave her limited options. She tried sitting and rising on the edge of the bunk, and then squatting and rising, but she soon got bored and sank back onto the edge of the bunk. And then footsteps on the stairs gave her hope of another visitor; Clara returning perhaps, or Giselle.

The door swung open.

“Good morning Mrs Cartwright wow nice tits.” The words tumbled out as a continuous torrent as Emily stared at her visitor. “They look much juicier than Clara’s.”

“Oscar,” she exclaimed and her eyes were as wide as saucers.

“Mr Cartwright has asked me to give you your first treatment. He’s explained what I have to do and has given me this to help,” and he held up the wooden dildo. “It’s ok… He says to tell you he’s reglued it for you. So… let's just get rid of that pesky padlock between your thighs so you can open your knees, and we can get started,” and he pushed her so that she fell backwards onto the bunk.


Chapter 17: Oscar Administers

Miles sat at the luncheon table with Clara and Giselle, Clara looking depressed as she pushed her food around her plate.

“The doctor was right about Emily losing her mind. Each time she sees me, she tries to tell me how bad Oscar is.”

“It’s because she doesn’t know him like you do. I'm trying to remedy that by making Oscar her care-giver. He’s up with her now purging her pelvis of excessive humours.”

“Oh, she won't like that very much.”

“I don’t know… She might actually enjoy it,” suggested Miles and beside him, Giselle’s face broke into a secret smile. “I've heard of women who see their doctor regularly for just such a treatment and they swear by it; they say it makes them feel young again.”

“But it’s not Doctor Dankworth who’s treating her; it’s Oscar.”

“You do know what the treatment is?” asked Miles.

“Of course I do: pelvic massage.”

“And you don’t think Oscar will be very adept at that?”

Clara smiled. “No, you're right. He is good at that.”

“I should visit her,” said Giselle. “I haven't seen her since she was certified.”

“You could take her lunch up to her,” said Miles.

“But you’ll have to feed her and you won't want to stay long because she’ll start arguing with you. Anyway, it’s very boring up there,” said Clara.

Giselle rose from the table and went to the kitchen to collect Emily’s food, more bread and cheese, and sat at the table while Ida prepared the plate.

“It’s good that you do this for the mistress,” said Ida. “Martha doesn’t like seeing her. I think she believes the mistress’s ailment might be contagious.”

“Do you believe Emily’s insane?”

Ida looked suspiciously at the closed door to the dining room and then whispered, “No more than the rest of us. I heard them with her in there and she did get upset, but who could blame her when they chained those heavy plates around her middle. I don’t think any of this is right…”

“Mr Cartwright does.”

Ida scowled at the girl and would say no more, just pushed the plate to Giselle, crossed her arms beneath her bosom, and huffed.

All was quiet at the top of the stairs. Giselle had heard Oscar leaving while she was still in the kitchen, so she knew Emily was alone when she tapped on the door at the end of the passage. There was no answer, but she pushed it open anyway. Emily was on her back lying on her bunk and turned haunted eyes on Giselle as she approached. Her hair was damp with perspiration and sticking to her forehead and her lips were parted as she gulped in air.

Giselle looked down at her, taking in her arms pinned to her sides, her legs closed together with the shackles at her feet and the lock between the thigh bands, and her sex red and engorged. Her breasts were marked too; red finger prints where they'd been squeezed.

“Emily…”

She didn’t answer, but Giselle noticed her fingers trying to stretch across her thighs to reach her crotch, but they could barely reach halfway.

“Emily. Are you alright? You look a little, how would you say, décontenancé?”

“Frazzled,” murmured Emily. “Has he really gone? He wouldn’t stop.”

“He has gone.” Giselle placed the food tray on the bedside table and then noticed the wooden dildo next to the clock where Oscar had left it. It was well beyond the reach of Emily’s chain tether even if her hands were free, and she picked it up.”

“It has been repaired?”

“Oscar says Miles has reglued it.”

“That’s good, yes?”

Emily didn’t say anything; just turned her head towards the wall.

“I've brought you some bread and cheese.”

“Lovely,” murmured Emily. “Could you help me sit up, please.”

Giselle lifted her shoulders and she sat upright with her breasts reshaping to project forward over the leather strap around her chest. It made Emily feel self-conscious and she glanced at Giselle still leaning over her. The girl was wearing a gown more suited to evening than day wear, as was her usual choice. It displayed much of her decolletage above delicate embroidered lace and blue silk before her corset squeezed in her waist above the long, heavy folds of her skirts. The soft mounds of her breasts bulged tantalisingly over the low neckline as she breathed  to show a deep cleavage without revealing nipples, and a dark blue ribbon tied around her throat seemed to give emphasis to the expanse of pale skin.

The ribbon brought to Emily’s mind the iron collar locked around her own neck.

“Your chain is very short,” observed Giselle.

“Tell me about it…”

“I think I should ask Miles to ease your restraints a little. It can't be good to not be able to move your arms.”

“The restraints come from Doctor Dankworth. I expect he kept them from when he used to work in the asylums.”

“Miles is a reasonable man. I'm sure he’ll see that much of this is unnecessary. Are you hungry now? Do you want to eat?” and Giselle held up a slice of bread. Emily frowned at the offering, but opened her mouth anyway.

✽    ✽    ✽

Miles himself visited her much later that evening after Martha had fed her the evening meal. She heard his heavy footsteps approach and he pushed open the door without preamble to find her sitting on the edge of her bed.

“You survived Oscar, then.”

“It was a closely-run struggle. At one point I didn’t think I would.”

“I'm sure he did you the power of good; all those toxic secretions purged from your body…”

“You know as well as I that all this is nonsense. I'm no more insane than anyone else is around here. I was incited into using that dildo by your nightly activities in the next room and goaded into arguing with you and Doctor Dankworth just by that ridiculous iron chastity belt and the doctor’s archaic attitude. And as for attacking him… You could see how upset I was; it was frustration, not wrath, that was driving me.”

“It doesn’t matter now, does it? You are pronounced insane and this is the treatment I'm obliged to dispense.”

“I have pins and needles in both arms,” she murmured quietly. Miles studied her for several seconds before withdrawing a bunch of keys from his pocket and studying the attached labels on each. Then he approached Emily, unfastened the bands around each elbow and the lock hanging from the centre of her chest, and removed the leather body harness altogether. She still had her wrists locked to the outside of each thigh, but now, at least she could flap her elbows like a bird to restore circulation.

She thought about asking whether he’d release her wrists, but decided that could be a step too far. “What are your plans for me now you’ve tricked me into insanity?”

“There was no trick involved. You brought all this on yourself.”

“I thought it was you that had arranged for that dildo to be left in my room, but Clara has since admitted it was her.”

“Really…” said Miles innocently.

“But you knew what she’d done.”

“I don’t see how you can draw that conclusion.”

“Because somebody loosened the ball end so that it would detach inside me. Do you deny that was you? That was a really cruel trick. Clever, inasmuch as I couldn’t then deny its use, but so cruel. It left me at the mercy of Doctor Dankworth’s ministrations and, ultimately, here at your mercy.”

“I'm gratified to think that you consider me that clever.”

“You still haven't told me what your plans are for me.”

“I haven't decided. Do you still intend to seek a divorce?”

“I haven't decided.”

Miles smiled. “I admire your resilience. Let’s see how you are in a month or two. Oscar will treat you again tomorrow morning, so that’s something for you to look forward to, but now, I fear, I will have to leave you,” and he pulled the blanket from the chair and laid it over her. “There’s a little matter presently warming my bed that requires my attention.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily’s second night in her new room was little better than her first and the morning brought nothing but trouble. Martha was morose and then Oscar appeared, fresh-faced and lustful. He’d obviously been thinking about her a lot, because his approach was different even though at first, he tried to pretend he was respectful and obsequious.

“Good morning, madam. And a lovely morning it is too. The foxgloves are all blooming down the lane and your roses are looking beautiful.”

Emily was standing next to the bunk and looked at him warily, more than mindful that it might be some time before she saw her roses again. He was gazing at her breasts and she tried to cover them with her arms now that her elbows were free, but only succeeded in pressing them together to make them seem even more inviting.

“If you'll be so good as to recline on your bunk, I can unlock your thighs and we can begin.” Emily didn’t immediately respond, so he pushed her again to topple her back onto the mattress; pushed her with a palm flat onto her left breast and she shrieked.

Lying on her back, she had no hope of controlling him and within moments he’d removed the lock holding her thighs together and spread her by kneeling between her legs.

“There, madam. I'm sure I can sense your relief as all your toxic secretions begin to flow,” and she squealed as he slowly worked the dildo up into her while the thumb of his other hand wiggled against her button.

✽    ✽    ✽

“You injured my employee,” said Miles accusingly. “You bit his lip.”

“He tried to kiss me.”

“He’s not happy… You might find that allowing him the privilege of tasting your tongue is by far the least-painful option.”

“If he tries to kiss me again, I shall bite him again.”

“That, if I might say so, is exactly the response I'd expect from a hysterical woman. Sometimes you do yourself no favours, but now, at least, you’ve potentially solved one of my dilemmas.”

“How so?” she asked trying to remain dignified and serene when she so obviously wasn’t and he grinned at the red tips of her tits where Oscar had exacted his revenge.

“You need to be regularly washed and we quite clearly can't do that here. That means moving you and that, in turn, counters Dankworth’s stipulation that you should remain in a plain environment. However, perhaps I can make up for it in other ways.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Dankworth also stipulated that we should strive to make you meek and submissive, and so far, that characterisation seems notably absent.”

There was movement outside the door and Giselle walked in, smiled at Miles, and said, “Good afternoon, madam. I hope Miles is not adding to your stress and upsetting the treatment programme.”

Emily looked at her. “No stress,” she said, although that was far from the truth. She gazed at her visitors, their appearance showing her in a single, vivid tableau how far she’d fallen. Miles was looking handsome in his country suit with a silver watch chain leading to his waistcoat pocket, and Giselle had made up her face with expensive cosmetics: red lips and dark eye shadow. There were black ribbons in her hair and a single pearl on a similar ribbon about her neck. She’d carefully combed her hair back to create an entangled knot that seemed a perfect reflection of her character with stray tresses falling randomly towards her slim neck. This time, her gown was an iridescent sage green, but with the same evocative neckline and flattering waist, and she was standing close to Miles with her arm looped possessively through his.

Suddenly, tears began to wet Emily’s eyes and she spun away, turning her back on them and causing the numerous padlocks and chain links to click against the metal. She knew it was a mistake the instant she did it because now she could feel their eyes on her back, on her naked bottom.

“I wait hours for a visitor and then two come together…” she murmured to diffuse the tension.

“I must go,” said Miles detaching his arm from Giselle. Emily heard him leave and turned to see him striding away down the narrow passage.

“He’s very busy nowadays,” said Giselle. “Some of the horses are leaving tomorrow to become drays at the brewery.”

“Horses are leaving all the time.”

“I suppose that’s true, but Miles is still relatively new to the job. His farm dealt mostly in saddle horses.”

“And few of them.”

“Oui, Lower Bridge Farm was small compared to Woodhouse. Would you like me to fetch some balm; your teats are looking a little sore.”

“Thank you, but no. I'd rather people just left me alone.” The girls looked at each other for a while and then Emily suddenly asked, “And how are you finding my husband?”

“Same as he’s always been.”

“You were, of course, involved with him before you both came to Woodhouse.”

“It’s just play, Emily. Nothing more. A game…”

“A game that’s led him to choose you and have me declared insane.”

“I didn’t know he was going to do this.”

“Oh, ok... Well, that’s alright, then.”

“Can I get you anything?”

“A few keys?”


Chapter 18: Casting, Piercing, and Caging

The morning brought rain. She could see the drops on the skylight and the grey sky above. It also brought Martha, reticent and dour, and then, instead of Oscar, it brought Miles.

“Come to torment me some more? Want to watch me shriek and plead?”

“Not at all. I want to see you rest.”

Emily didn’t believe him and looked at him suspiciously as he eased her back onto the bunk and positioned her carefully down its centreline.

“Is this where you want me?” she asked trying to shame him.

“Exactly right,” he said and she was shocked when he climbed onto the bed and sat across her waist with a knee to either side.

“What are you doing.” She was beginning to feel frightened by this stage.

“Nothing you need be concerned about,” and he drew a small cloth from his jacket pocket and draped it across her face. She gasped and shook her head trying in vain to dislodge it, so didn’t see him take a small glass bottle from the same pocket, remove the stopper, and pour a few drops of the pungent liquid onto the cloth, but she smelt it. Now, she was frantic. The smell was sweet, sickly, almost fruity; not unpleasant at first, but heavy and cloying.

“It’s chloroform,” said Miles gently. “Just go to sleep now…”

She felt a tickling sensation in her throat and a sense that her head was filling with warmth, and she began to cry out, but her voice sounded distant. And then the sounds faded and she slept.

Miles climbed from the bunk and retrieved the small case he’d left outside the door. The case contained various items and the first things he picked were a small bottle of alcohol and a clean cloth. He used the alcohol to clean around Emily’s teats before retrieving two clamps in the form of tongs from his hoard. These he positioned carefully around the base of her teats, not wanting her piercings to appear offset. Next out of the case were the piercings themselves: short, barrel-shaped silver bars with a point on either end, and the two-inch-long needle that was going to insert them. The needle was tapered with a small cavity at the blunt end sized to accept the end of a piercing bar. At its widest, the needle was much thicker than a darning needle, but thinner than Ida’s knitting needles.

Miles loaded a piercing bar into the end of the needle and doused both in more alcohol – it would help the metal slide through the flesh and prevent infection. Then, sitting across her hips, he lined up the needle through the guide hole in one of the clamps and slid it slowly through the base of her teat. He pulled the needle clean through the flesh, leaving the short bar inside the teat with a pointy tip projecting out to either side. There was very little blood when he removed the clamp and what there was, he wiped away with the alcohol cloth.

Once he’d installed both piercings, he moved on to stage two: attaching a small silver shackle to each bar that would lock it permanently in place with the points of the piercing engaged within dimpled recesses in the shackle. These were small, horseshoe-shaped half-rings sized to locate over the points of the piercings and hang below the teats, providing ornamentation, functionality as anchoring points and a control feature, and, most importantly, reminders to Emily that her status had now irrevocably changed.

Medical opinion was unanimous with regard to accepting a rebellious, insane person back into society: that it could not be condoned until she was shown to be fully docile and submissive. Even then, some form of restraint was often recommended and what better than one that could be hidden beneath her clothing? In such circumstances, the fittings would become purely symbolic, but they'd be permanently attached, and linking her teats with a light chain could hardly fail to remind Emily not to seek conflict in the future.

So, reasoned Miles, this was all for Emily’s benefit. He accepted that she was unlikely to appreciate his efforts in the near term, but it would ultimately help her readjust to a normal life. With that in mind, Miles threaded one of the small horseshoe shackles through the end link in a short, silver chain. Then, he picked up the installation tool, a pair of expanding tongs, and slipped their hooked jaws inside the arms of the shackle. Squeezing the hand grip now sprung open the shackle a tiny fraction of an inch, but enough to allow it to span the length of a piercing, and releasing the shackle left it hanging from the teat with its chain coiled on her chest. He repeated the operation with the other teat and the chain was left draping gracefully between the twin peaks.

Satisfied with his performance so far, Miles moved on to his other task of the morning, and this one was likely to be more involved. He dismounted his wife and grinned to himself as he peered down at her chest. The barrel-shaped piercing bars had expanded her teats from within so they appeared even more enticing than before.

Now he turned to her face and removed the chloroform cloth. She was sleeping soundly, but he had to hurry because he didn’t know how long her slumber would last. First, he pushed a soft, rounded plug into her mouth with a wide breathing tube through its centre and then spread animal fat over her face right up to the hairline; that was to stop the plaster from sticking. Then he laid a damp muslin cloth over her face, gently pressing it against her skin to conform to all her facial features.

Time was now at a premium. He mixed up the Plaster of Paris and began pressing it onto the muslin everywhere except, of course, over the breathing tube. Little-by-little, he built a complete mould and reinforced it with a second layer of cloth. It took but minutes to harden and he gently lifted the cast away complete with the original cloth he’d placed over her face, but he was not quite done. He withdrew the padded ball from between her lips and closed her mouth, retaining it in position with a ribbon under her chin and over her crown. Then draped another cloth over her mouth and chin and began pressing more plaster directly onto her lips and jawline, and this second cast he placed with the first to fully harden.

Emily stirred, but a few more drops of chloroform sent her back into a deep slumber and Miles used the extra time to wash the grease from her face and take some measurements of her head with a dressmaker’s tape. When he left her, she was still on her back and showing signs of regaining consciousness.

It was perhaps thirty minutes later when he was in his own bedroom that he heard a piercing scream from the attic followed by her frantic calls, but he ignored them.

✽    ✽    ✽

Miles was away for the next five days. He left early the following morning on his horse with instructions to Giselle and Clara that Emily should be treated exactly as before with no changes other than one rather specific instruction: Oscar must not disturb the piercings through her teats nor the chain linking them. Miles was particularly emphatic on that point and suggested that one of the girls ought to remain with Emily during Oscar’s treatment sessions.

He went to London, a three-hour ride away, and visited first a potter to create an unfired bust of Emily’s head, and then the metalsmith, the same metalsmith who had supplied the piercings and tiny shackles that now adorned her breasts. He’d looked at the pottery bust and told Miles it would be three days’ work.

It was, therefore, late on a Sunday that Miles trotted into the stable yard to be met by Clara. “Welcome, brother-in-law,” she said with tongue in cheek. “A successful expedition?”

“Very successful, thank you, sister-in-law. And how has my wife been?”

“Boisterous… Ever since you installed those shackles in her nipples, she’s been argumentative.”

“Have they healed?”

“Oh, I think so. There was a little translucent fluid and crusting around the sides of the piercing on the first day, but I cleaned it and it’s not happened since. I believe her flesh has now bonded to the silver.”

“But no-one has touched them?”

“No-one. Emily can't reach them, of course, and I've been watching Oscar closely. He was a good choice to treat her if I may say so; he has a very proficient technique,” and she had to turn her head away because she was grinning so much.

“It’s been some days now since she’s been in that room and it’s time she had a proper wash. Fortunately, I now have the equipment to help with that and I’ll see to her in the morning.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily saw Miles for the first time in six days after her breakfast the next day and she had much to discuss with him.

“Miles…” she screeched as soon as he entered her room. “You monstrous devil… Why did you do it? You’ve disfigured me for no good reason. You’ve… You’ve turned me into a… I don’t know. I feel like those African women with bones through their noses.”

“It’s odd you should mention that because I did consider whether it would be worthwhile installing a ring in your nose.”

“Miles… You wouldn’t… Why would you even think that?”

“Can you just listen to yourself. You're talking like you would address one of the stable boys and I'm supposed to be your husband. You’ve been given piercings through your teats so that you can be more easily controlled and a ring through your nose would have served exactly the same purpose.”

“You intend to lead me around by my nipples?”

“Do you not think that will be effective?”

Emily was suddenly very quiet. Of course, it would be effective; mortifying, demeaning, embarrassing, but effective.

“Not only will it be an excellent way to control you, but it will serve as a permanent reminder of your revised status. I have something else for you this morning too, and before I show it to you, I should tell you that its use is not a choice you're able to influence. It’s something that Doctor Dankworth recommended. He told me it was commonly used in the asylums when he was a lad and said it was effective for many different reasons. He was talking about generic versions which must have been uncomfortable, but I have taken the trouble to ensure that the one I have for you will fit you like a glove – if that’s not an unsuitable metaphor.” And like a magician pulling a rabbit from a hat, he reached behind the door and pulled out a steel head cage, holding it by the ring on the top of its crown. Emily swayed, but instead of fainting, sank slowly back onto the edge of the bed.

“Please, Miles, you can't mean it.”

“Really? You bite your care giver and believe there won't be consequences? It was that incident that prompted me to consider this, but the more I thought about it, the more advantages presented themselves. Let’s list them: silence whenever I demand it is probably its most useful function, but it also protects the innocent from being bitten; it limits your powers of communication whenever I deem them unnecessary; it provides an anchor point when I require you to remain standing; it subdues and pacifies if you're ever tempted with a tantrum, especially as I can just close the eye caps; and it identifies you as insane so there can never be confusion, although I suppose one could argue that the mere fact that you're naked and chained adequately achieves that last distinction. And then, if I ever want you to perform matrimonial duties with your mouth, it will ensure my safety because it comes with interchangeable mouthpieces.”

“I won't be able to eat.”

“The mouthpiece can be removed altogether or there’s one that locks a tube in your mouth for force-feeding.”

“Please, Miles. I don’t want this.”

“That, I'm afraid, is totally irrelevant. The brank I used before is crude and rudimentary by comparison and that worked well enough. This device should be much more comfortable for you because it’s made to fit your exact profile and, as a result, you'll be pleased to learn that I consider spikes on the tongue tab to be unnecessary: it will keep your mouth closed and your voice silent against a plain tab.”

“I won't let you fit it.”

“And how do you propose to stop me? Cooperate or I use the cane,” and she watched as he opened the back half of the cage and lifted it towards her face. Shaped metal bands fitted closely about her forehead, nose, and cheeks, with a band above her upper lip under her nose that then encircled her head beneath her ears, and another that closed about her neck. Miles closed the back of the cage and the metal bands were pulled intimately against her face, following her contours to perfection, and she gasped when she heard the padlock click behind her head.

“Miles…” she murmured almost too quiet to be heard. She was looking at him from between small metal discs either side of her eyes that limited her peripheral vision like the blinkers on a horse bridle and tears were rolling copiously down her cheeks to wet the metal, but her mouth and chin were untouched.

He reached out to stroke the side of her jaw in a strangely affectionate gesture, but when he spoke, his voice was devoid of all empathy.

“This is so you can eat,” he said. “To enforce silence requires an additional component,” and he picked up a small mechanism. “Open your mouth…”

She gazed at the metal contraption, unsure what part it played, but knowing she couldn’t avoid it whatever it did. She hesitated and Miles stiffened until she slowly and reluctantly opened her mouth. He slipped a metal tab between her lips and over her lower teeth, and held a chin strap against her lower jaw so that extensions on either side of her mouth now engaged with studs on the cage at her cheeks. Then he pressed on the tab in her mouth and it closed over her tongue to hold it down firmly.

“Ilse… ah carn eek.”

“That is rather the point of all this,” and he flipped up two small levers either side of her mouth and the strap under her chin was pulled up to keep her mouth tightly closed. Emily made an urgent humming noise and looked at Miles with eyes open so wide he could see white all the way around her irises.

“This is what it’s all about… When I don’t wish you to speak, I can keep your mouth shut, and when I don’t need you to see, I can close these,” and he flipped over the two hinged eye caps to cover her eyes. She shook her head and hummed, and Miles reopened the caps with a grin. “But for now, you need to see… You're going for a much-needed wash,” and he extracted a leather leash from his jacket pocket. On one end was a loop he could hold and on the other, a small, sprung hook that he could clip to the chain linking her teats. Emily squealed and rocked her chest frantically, but couldn’t avoid the inevitable. Then he drew keys from his pocket and unlocked the tether from her collar.

“Are you going to stand up?” It was a rhetorical question when he was holding the leash and he gave it a series of gentle tugs that pulled on both nipples and watched her tits bounce up and down on her chest.

“Come on then… We’ll use the water hose in the stable yard.”


Chapter 19: The Stable Wash

Miles surveyed the crowd of stable workers all staring up at Emily balancing on an upturned wooden crate.

“Gentlemen,” he called out to quieten the men gathered in the stable yard. “Today is a very sad day for us all. As you can all plainly see, my wife, the lovely Emily whom you must all know very well, has been assessed by qualified medical practitioners and diagnosed insane with a condition known as feminine hysteria. Now this condition is treatable, and we are all doing our best to restore Emily back to full health, but the treatment is taxing for all concerned and is likely to be measured in years rather than months.”

He looked back at Emily raised up on the crate so that everyone could see her. She was standing under the hoist that the delivery wagons used for unloading with the ring at the top of her new head cage snagged by the hoist’s hook. Her toes were just touching her platform and she was constantly moving to retain her balance. Miles had now detached the leash leaving her just as she’d been in her room with the metal belt, leg bands, and ankle shackles, hands clipped to her thighs, the head cage closed around her mouth, and the thin steel chain swinging lazily between her teats.

“It’s difficult to believe it’s the same woman, isn't it? She’s hardly recognisable. The head cage stops her raving and protects against her bite, and her lack of clothes is supposed to calm her and make her docile and obedient, but I regret that doesn’t seem to be the case so far. Now I know that many of you will want to help Emily get through this distressing time and I hope that some of you might be given that opportunity, but for those of you who aren't, please be considerate towards your erstwhile employer. Whatever some may say, it is my own belief that her misfortune is not a punishment from God for past transgressions. I, for one, do not think the blind, the paralysed, and the insane become that way as retribution for past sins; they are just unfortunates and deserve our sympathy and not our anger.”

Miles’ words, rather than invoking sympathy in the men’s minds, only brought doubt and confusion.

“You will see a lot of Emily in the coming months as I'm obliged to use the farm’s facilities to help with her treatment. Normally, I would seek to dissuade anyone from touching my wife, but hysteria is a strange disease. It’s source, as I'm sure many of you know, is an over-abundance of feminine sexual secretions that need to be regularly purged from her. This is usually done in an asylum by trained professionals, but I'm trying to avoid committing her to such an establishment, believing she’s better off here among friends and family. However, that means that we, all of us, should be prepared to help her whenever we can. You are all men of the world; you all know how this treatment works, and I ask you, for Emily’s sake, to help her be rid of the troublesome humours that torment her.

“And now, I would be grateful if you'd all return to your duties and allow me to cleanse my beautiful but ailing wife using our facilities, and afterwards, I’ll leave her here for an hour or two to air-dry.”

The men dispersed, but many watched furtively through part-closed doorways or from behind staked trusses of hay while Emily spun helplessly on her stage trying without success to evade the cold-water jet that Miles directed at her from the hose. She knew the games he was playing, but couldn’t voice any objections because her mouth was clamped shut and, with her tongue also pressed flat, any sound that did escape was gibberish.

“So, my dear… I’ll see you later, but don’t despair; I'm sure you're about to have plenty of company,” and he flicked the two eye pads over to close her eyes.

✽    ✽    ✽

Over the next couple of hours, Emily was visited many times by stable staff who all expressed their regret at her misfortune and all did their best to decongest her pelvis of toxic secretions. She could neither see nor communicate with her earnest helpers, although in many cases she could tell who they were by their voices. Identification, however, was not her main concern. More pressing was calling a halt to the procedure once a paroxysm had been established, because merely thrashing about like a worm caught on a hook didn’t seem to work.

Her team of voluntary assistants vapourised like mist when Miles reappeared later that afternoon, reattached her leash, unhooked the unloading hoist, and lifted her from her platform. Then he opened her eye caps and smiled at her.

“Feeling better now?” She shook her head vigorously. “Of course, you are. Come on… Let’s get you back to your room and then Martha can give you something to eat,” and he gave the leash a little tug, just enough to let Emily know what would happen if she didn’t follow him like a good girl.

✽    ✽    ✽

Sitting on her bed with her tether chain now connected to the top of the head cage rather than her collar, she watched Martha tentatively nudge the door open and bring in a tray with bread and cheese, a glass of water, and, as a special treat, a small dish of stewed apple from last year’s harvest. Martha laid the tray down on the side table and then reached out with her fingertips to unsnap the toggle clips that were holding the chin strap tight. The lower part of the head cage slackened and Emily could open her mouth enough for Martha to gingerly release the tab and detach the lower part of the cage altogether.

“Thank you, Martha,” Emily murmured; her first words for several hours. Martha took a step back, picked up a slice of dry bread, and held it out to Emily with an outstretched arm. Her hand was shaking.

“Martha, what’s wrong?”

“You're insane, madam…”

Emily shifted on the edge of the bed and Martha took another step back so she was beyond the reach of Emily’s tether chain.

“Martha, I'm not insane… This is just Miles’ idea for controlling me. He thinks I want to divorce him.”

“But the doctor has certified you as insane; Mr Cartwright showed me the certificate. It says you attacked the doctor.”

“Martha, I did not attack him. A more honest assessment would say that I fell against him weeping when he locked that iron belt on me.”

“I don’t know, madam. I don’t want you to attack me and I certainly don’t want to catch hysteria from you.”

“Oh, Martha… Hysteria is not a disease that’s contagious and I don’t have it anyway. If you want assurance, speak to Doctor McQuoid in the village and tell him what they're doing to me. He’ll tell you what’s happening and why. Now, please hold up that food so I can eat; I'm very hungry.”

Martha spent the time holding spoons at arm’s length for Emily to eat and then, after the food was gone, picking up the cage’s tongue tab and trembling.

“You have to fit it, Martha, or else Miles will be angry and it’ll be you that suffers.”

“Madam, please… I don’t want to be bitten.”

“I won't bite you. Hold it out at arm’s length and when I take it in my mouth, press the tongue tab down and flick up the clips to close the chin band.”

“Oh, madam, please… You promise not to hurt me?”

Emily moved forward until her tether chain was taut, closed her eyes, and opened her mouth. Martha stretched forward to place the tab on her tongue and Emily closed her lips to grip it. Finally, summoning all her courage, which wasn’t much, and reassured by the fact that Emily now had her mouth shut, Martha located the ends of the side extensions and tensioned the chin strap by flicking over the retaining clips.

Emily opened her eyes.

“I've done it, madam,” she said stepping back and smiling.

“Hmm,” said Emily and nodded.

✽    ✽    ✽

The next day, Martha was just as timorous, but now a routine had been established and breakfast was conducted using the same ritualised movements. There followed a quiet morning with Emily lying on her bunk and watching the clouds drift across an otherwise blue sky, and a lively afternoon when Oscar visited again at three

to decongest Emily’s pelvic area, this time playing with the chain that linked her nipples while he massaged her between her legs.

Emily was still trembling at five when Clara appeared with more food and, much to Emily’s surprise, a cup of tea. She released her sister’s mouth and held up the teacup.

“Does Miles know you're giving me tea?”

“Of course; he’s not cruel. He only wants the best for you.”

Emily nearly made Clara spill the tea by snorting when she should have been sipping.

“He could just send you to an asylum, you know. He’s only trying to help you.”

“Really. Do you think I'm insane for wanting to divorce him? Do you think this marriage is working out well for me with Giselle in Miles’ bed while I'm chained up in the attic?”

“He’s only treating you the way the doctor told him to.”

“Oh yes… The clever doctor who thinks if a woman tries to enjoy her own body, she should be locked into an iron girdle, and if she then complains, then that’s ground for declaring her insane and locking her in an asylum. Do you know what happens in those places? I'd be locked away with the criminally insane and no-one would actually be interested in treating my supposed condition because while I'm there, they'd be getting paid by the government for looking after me. But you're right about one thing, it’s worse in an asylum than it is here. In an asylum, they would follow the same treatment regime that Doctor Dankworth has specified, but there, my incarceration would be used as entertainment for asylum visitors who would pay for the privilege of seeing me chained naked and humiliated. And if they paid a surcharge, they'd be able to use me because, well… any paroxysms they may cause would only help to decongest me.”

“So, Miles is trying to be kind to you by keeping you here…”

“Oh, yes… You're right. He’s taking good care of me while taking away my inheritance and keeping me looked up in the attic so I can't complain or, heaven’s forbid, seek a divorce. You do realise he’d planned this all along? It may have been you that left that wooden dildo in my room for me to find, but it was him that provoked me every night by locking me into my room and then noisily fucking Giselle in the room next door. And it was him that found the dildo and broke the ball from its shaft; him that carefully smoothed and loosely reattached it knowing that I'd be compromised as soon as I used it and would need to seek help. And that, of course, provided the evidence that enabled him to accuse me of pleasuring myself and call in Doctor Dankworth. So you see, it was Miles’ deceitfulness that has led directly to my present imprisonment and degradation.”

“None of this would have happened if only you hadn’t tried to send Oscar away.”

“Oscar?” exclaimed Emily confused. “Apart from the fact that Miles is paying him to abuse me every day, what’s he got to do with anything?”

“You never did like him. Oh, I hate you…” and Clara put down the cup slopping tea onto the floor, and ran from the room.

“Clara…” but she was gone.


Chapter 20: Forced Inactivity Stiffens

Martha entered Emily’s room at eight the next morning with another cup of tea and some buttered toast with apple jelly, and gave Emily a weak smile.

“I spoke to Doctor McQuoid yesterday afternoon and he confirmed everything you told me. He said you aren't insane and you're definitely not dangerous.”

“Mmm,” said Emily and Martha hurriedly put down the tray to remove the tongue tab. “Well, that’s good to know,” said Emily once she’d got the use of her mouth again and gave her maid a pale smile.

“I'm sorry, madam. I should have known better than to doubt you. Ida says you're not insane too and it was she who gave me the toast and apple for you.”

“Well, you'd better feed my quickly before Miles finds out.”

“He’s down the stables with Clara; Giselle is still in her room.”

“A heavy night for her I shouldn’t wonder,” Emily whispered to herself, but Martha heard and gave her another weak grin. “How was Doctor McQuoid? Is he well?”

“Yes, of course… He’s worried about you, though. I told him how you're treated and he became very cross and said he was going to talk to Doctor Dankworth, but then he said Doctor Dankworth is a fool and he’ll probably have to complain to the medical council.”

“It won't do any good because even if Simon does succeed in getting Dankworth to cancel the committal certificate, Miles is my husband and can do with me what he wants. He’s legally entitled to chain me up here in the attic for the rest of my life.”

“Oh, madam, I'm so sorry. Please let me know if there’s anything I can do to help.”

“You'll need to be careful… If Miles finds out you're siding with me, you'll be out on the street and we’ll have a new maid here in your place.”

“Pity we can't get Miles to choose another carer for you, that boy Oscar is beginning to make a nuisance of himself. He was in the kitchen yesterday demanding that Ida gives him a beer, but she just chased him out. I saw him kissing Clara in the hall the other day too.”

“I fear his affections for her may run deeper than that.”

“I used to go to school with him years ago and he wasn’t a nice boy. He used to pull the girls’ hair and make them cry.”

“He hasn’t turned into a nice carer either, but I doubt that would bother Miles.”

“Oh, madam. That sounds like the master now on the stairs. Please hurry and finish the toast.”

Moments later, the door swung open and Miles entered the small room. “Am I disturbing your breakfast?”

“No, sir. Madam has almost finished.”

“I don’t remember allowing her to have cups of tea.”

“I'm sorry, sir. Mistress Clara brought madam a cup of tea last night and I thought that was now what you required.”

“Hmmph,” he said and then added, “You can go now Martha; I’ll give Emily her tea.” Then to Emily, “Oscar tells me you keep trying to grab his hands while he’s treating you.”

“If I ever catch them, I’ll break his fingers.”

“You’ve had them locked to your thighs for a while now, haven't you?”

“You know I have.”

“That can't be good for you.”

“None of this is.”

“Well, you'll be pleased to learn that I have decided not to restrict your arms at all during the night anymore and to change your daytime limits to allow you more freedom of movement.”

“Why?” she asked genuinely curious.

“Let’s just assume I'm thinking only of your health. Now, have some of that tea,” and he held the cup up to her lips. Miles seemed unhurried and waited patiently for Emily to finish the hot tea before picking up the tongue tab and closing the cage’s chin strap to clamp her mouth closed. She sat on the edge of the bunk staring up at him and expecting him to leave, but instead he picked up the shoulder bag he’d dropped on the floor and drew out what seemed to be a cylindrical metallic box some four inches in diameter and nine inches long. It was rounded at one end and open at the other, and there were small holes piercing its surface all over.

“I'm going to fit these on your hands and then you can have your arms unrestricted during the nighttime hours; daytime, not so much…” and he opened the first box from a hinge at its rounded end like a clamshell to show her how it would clamp around her wrist when closed. Emily was in two minds… She certainly welcomed not having her wrists locked to the thigh bands anymore, her fingers were beginning to feel numb and her arms stiff, but it was apparent to her that the boxes would render her hands quite useless for any sort of dextrous task. In any event, what she thought was of little importance; Miles was the one with the power.

He unlocked her right wrist from her thigh and she meekly held out her hand to have the box closed over it. Hinged clamps closed about the wrist band and a small lock ensured they remained secure. There was a spring clip hanging from the hinge at the box’s  extremity, but Miles ignored it and instead unlocked her left wrist. With both hands encased, Emily moved her arms about in wide arcs and then held her hands up to her face to stare at them.

“Feel better?” asked Miles. “I'm prepared to leave you like this during the night, but not during the day in case you strike someone with them, so I'm going to clip them where you can't do any damage.” He took her right hand and, before she realised what he was doing, moved it to her chest and snapped its clip to her nipple shackle. Emily shrieked and shook her hand, which had a curious effect upon her right tit, but she couldn’t avoid the same happening to her left hand.

“Mmmf,” she cried out with as much resolute criticism as she could muster with an impassioned hum.

“Oscar will be here shortly to decongest you,” and he stood, picked up the bag and the empty teacup, and left her looking particularly disconcerted with her hands now hanging from her teats.

✽    ✽    ✽

Oscar found her new configuration highly amusing, especially when he tickled her under her armpits to send her arms flailing, and, of course, there was now still no way she could interfere with anything he was doing down between her legs with the wooden dildo. Sitting between her knees with her ankles still shackled together behind his back and his own knees pressing on her thighs, he had unfettered access to the area he needed to stimulate in order to purge her of the troublesome fluids. In response, Emily could do little more than squirm before him with muted cries, groans, and frantic struggles marking each successful paroxysm.

Martha followed at six with her evening meal and paused in the doorway as soon as she saw how Emily was constrained. Emily was sitting on the edge of the bed facing the door and shrugged her shoulders at Martha’s hesitancy.

“Oh madam… The man is a monster,” she murmured as she laid the tray down and hurried to unclip the mouth attachment from her head cage.

“Don’t fret, Martha. It may not be what I want, but it is a little better than having my hands locked to my thighs and he tells me he’s going to leave them free overnight.”

“I could unclip them, madam.”

“Better not. If he should come in and see what you’ve done, there’s no telling what he’d do. Anyway, it’s not as if I can use my hands.”

Martha settled with the tray on her lap and fed Emily the thin porridge spoonful by spoonful, trying not to be distracted by the way her mistress’s breasts were constantly being nudged and pulled. With the food gone, the tea drunk, and the chamber pot emptied and replaced, Martha replaced the mouth tab and wished her mistress a goodnight.

Emily expected Miles to be her next visitor, but Giselle entered at nine in his stead. It so happened that she found Emily standing next to the wall staple to stretch her legs and smiled at the way she was holding her hands so as not to strain her teats.

“This is better, yes?” she asked peering down at the unusual restraints. Emily gave a muffled grunt that could be interpreted either way and allowed Giselle to lift her right hand and, with it, her right nipple. “Your husband has a strange sense of humour,” she concluded., “But he has asked me to release these clips on your hands for the night.”

Emily nodded, but Giselle didn’t immediately comply.

“But there is something else… He doesn’t want you to leave the bunk during the night, so I have to first ask you if you wish to use the chamber pot again.”

Emily now wasn’t sure what was happening, but Giselle’s question was clear enough and she shook her head.

“In that case, madam, please lie back on your bed.”

Emily gave a short, muffled questioning grunt, but Giselle would say no more, so she sat back on the bed and swivelled her legs around, the only way she could move with her thigh bands locked together. Giselle asked her to shuffle down the bed to lie flat and, still confused, she complied. Then she squeaked when Giselle held up the wooden dildo.

She felt like a hungry dog salivating at the sight of food as her sex flooded in anticipation.

“Oo… You like this, don’t you? I can tell,” cooed Giselle, and touched Emily with a finger to confirm her suspicions. “I have oil from the kitchen, but I don’t think we need it,” and Emily gave a long groan when Giselle’s finger delved deeper. She tried to open her knees and looked confused when she realised her thighs were still locked, but Giselle produced a key to remove the padlock and Emily sighed as her knees lifted and opened.

With what could be interpreted as a sympathetic smile, Giselle began working the dildo’s head between her labia to spread her own special lubricant, but the smile didn’t touch her eyes. She saw that Emily had closed her eyes and was moving her hands on her chest just enough to nudge her teats. Then Emily gave a long sigh when the ball end slipped into the mouth of her sheath and the sighs continued as Giselle worked it deeper in a series of small increments. When the device reached its limiting depth, her eyes popped open and she looked with concern at Giselle.

“Nice and full, madam?” and she eased Emily’s knees down and her legs together. “There… Does that feel good?” and Giselle felt the shaft of the dildo move as Emily squeezed it from within. Then she slipped the shank of the padlock through the ‘D’ ring on one thigh band, then through a ring screw driven into the shaft of the dildo, and finally through the ring on the other thigh band. Emily became aware of what was happening only when she heard the sound of the lock snapping shut and tried to open her thighs. Then she tried to lift her knees and gave a yelp when she realised that could not happen now the dildo was locked to her thighs.

“Oh, madam… You sleep well and somebody will release the dildo in the morning,” and Giselle leaned in low to give Emily a kiss on her forehead. “And now, as promised, I shall unclip your hands,” and a moment later, both Emily’s encased hands were released from her teats.

She immediately dropped her hands to her crotch, but there was nothing to be done there. The first thing she realised was that the metal encasing her hands was too wide to fit between her closed thighs to pressure her clitoris that was hidden deep between her folds. The metal tapped against the shaft of the dildo, but there was no way to remove the device without unlocking it first and its grip was relentless. It was keeping her legs irrevocably aligned with her body so she could neither lift her knees nor sit. Instead, it required her to lie flat and straight down the centreline of the bed and, although she could now move her encased hands at will, she was effectively immobilised until morning. She looked pitifully at Giselle and touched the head cage at her mouth, but again, her hands just clicked against the steel.

“Bonne nuit, ma chérie,” said Giselle and covered her with the blanket before flicking over the eye caps to cover her eyes for the night.


Chapter 21: A Lesson in Church

Emily’s door opened at eight the next morning when Martha arrived with the breakfast tray. She wished her a ‘good morning’, and placed the tray down on the table before opening her eye caps, removing the blanket, and gazing at the dildo lodged between her mistress’s closed thighs. Then she unclipped and removed the tongue tab from the head cage.

“Master has told me to remove that dreadful instrument so you can sit, but not before I've clipped your hands back to your chest.”

“Then you'd best do it,” and Emily rested her hands against her breasts.

Martha had the key for the dildo and slid it slowly from its sheath, watching Emily twitch as the ball end left her passage and then struggle to sit upright.

“Master says that Oscar will not come today and instead, you're to be taken to the stables and washed.”

“I think I’d rather have Oscar.”

“Shall I tell Mr Cartwright, madam?”

Emily gave Martha an obviously fake smile and asked if she thought it would make any difference. Martha shook her head and took the top off a boiled egg with a spoon.

“He told me you should expect him at noon. You must eat now to keep up your strength.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Miles lifted Emily up onto her platform under the hoist, clipped the hook onto the top of her head cage, and flicked the two eye caps over to deprive her of sight.

“Gentlemen. I need assistance,” called out Miles and four stable boys who had been loitering just out of sight stepped from the shadows. “Ah, good lads. My lady requires a wash and I am, unfortunately, required elsewhere, so perhaps you can take it in turns to assist. Water from the hose and a gentle rub all over with a cloth will suffice… on the outside.”

Emily squealed and spun around to turn her back on her audience.

“Her condition, alas, needs more. The humours collect inside her pelvic region and medical necessity requires that they be frequently dispersed before they corrupt her blood, but the cure is easy to apply, although it’s likely to need at least three of you: one to work with the hose and two others to hold her steady. Use the hose to wash out her cunny, but be careful not to push it too far into her; no more than six inches should suffice and you can tell it’s working properly because her features down there will flap and tremble as the flow escapes her. Let it run for a few minutes to be sure she’s completely free of feminine secretions and then move to the back; to here, in fact,” he said prodding her anus with a finger.

Emily squealed again and spun back and the stable boys could now look closely at her crotch and her metal clad hands hanging from her teats. She was shaking her head and making muted humming noises.

“If you press the hose against her, the pressure will build and as soon as it begins to flow into her, she will open and a wet path through her sphincter muscle will allow the hose to slip easily inside. Then, all you need to do is to hold the hose in place until the pressure of water builds within her sufficient to burst back through her muscle around the hose. Once that happens, you may remove the hose and the cleansing water will purge her abdomen of impurities.”

“That sounds easy enough,” said the smallest and youngest of the lads.

“Then you need to do it again,” said Miles. “And you keep repeating the same sequence until the water streaming from her runs clear. After that, all you need to do is to rinse the soil from her legs and feet, and from the ground around her. Do you think you can manage such a task?”

“Of course, sir. We will all be pleased to have an opportunity to help our mistress.”

“Good lads. Once she’s been purged, leave her to dry and I’ll be back to collect her later.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Time passed at the speed of a cloud on a windless day, but the days did slowly roll by with Emily’s world reduced in the main to the small room with its single skylight providing evidence that days come and go. Small things began to take on meanings beyond their significance: a cup of tea with breakfast; a smile from Martha; a kiss on her forehead from Clara. Other things were so momentous that they needed to be blocked from her memory: Oscar toying with her as he induced sequential orgasms, one after another, from her imprisoned body; and explosive colonic decongestion triggered by unwitting stable boys.

She began to wonder if that was it now; her days preordained and invariable, but Miles still had the power to surprise her.

“It's Sunday. You're coming to church with us.”

It was only nine in the morning, Martha had finished feeding her breakfast, and the chin band of her head cage had just been closed for the day. She looked at Miles excited because Reverend Andrew Shepherd, the rector of St Mary’s, was a close friend of her father’s and might be able to intervene on her behalf, but her excitement was tempered because she was unsure how she’d be presented.

It was only when she was helped into the carriage the stables owned, the brougham, that her worst fears were realised. For starters, although she’d been given a travelling cape and the metal boxes enclosing her hands had been relocated to the centre of her waistband rather than her teats, her restraints were otherwise unaffected leaving her feeling humiliated and vulnerable. And then the worst news: they weren’t going to St Mary’s in Cinderfield at all; they were going to the Reverend Cartwright’s church in Lowerbridge, St Agnes in the Wolds.

Emily sat beside Clara and opposite Miles and Giselle, while William sat up in the driver’s box.

“I wouldn’t normally subject you to this outing because it can hardly be considered as meeting Doctor Dankworth’s criterium of minimum stimulation,” said Miles to Emily, “But when my father found out you’d been certified insane, he insisted on you attending a service. I expect you to be on your best behaviour…”

“I don’t think she has much choice,” said Clara.

“We’ll see… Misbehaviour will earn you punishment.”

They could hear the church bells tolling when they were still a mile away and by the time they arrived, the bells had stopped and the service had begun. William stopped the brougham outside the lychgate and the passengers dismounted, Miles lifting Emily to the ground owing to her shackled ankles.

“Stand,” he ordered and tossed her cape back into the carriage before delving into his shoulder bag to extract the dildo. “It’s to keep you upright,” he growled as Emily began backing away and shaking her head, but he pinned her against the side of the carriage and released the padlock between her thighs. Once again, her own body betrayed her and when he touched her with the head of the dildo, she was already wet with secretions and the dildo slipped in easily. Miles reapplied the lock and she was left able to stand and walk, but not to bend or sit.

“Come,” he said and attached the leash to her nipple chain to encourage her, and the little group entered the church through the south porch.

Emily had not actually walked anywhere with the dildo locked into her before and, to her surprise, every step twisted the link between her thighs. That same twist was transferred to the dildo and, along with the constant little tugs to her teats, the alternating rotations began to have an effect even before they'd entered the church.

“Ah…” exclaimed the Reverend Benedict Cartwright from the pulpit. “They have arrived,” and the congregation turned as one to watch Miles tow Emily up the central aisle towards the sanctuary. “Come… Bring her up to the altar so everyone can see her properly,” and Miles led her up the sanctuary steps to turn and face the assembly.

“Stand,” he whispered loud enough that she couldn’t fail to hear, and then he left her and sat with Giselle and Clara in the front row of pews.

Emily watched the reverend descend from the pulpit, his face distorted in the sort of grimace, and before her, fifty pale faces stared up at her in awe.

“Behold the wages of sin,” bellowed the priest. “This lost soul has been touched by the devil himself and he’s left his mark on her feet for all to see.”

He was still obsessed by her conjoined toes and for no reason she found herself peering down between her breasts at her feet.

“See her deformed feet where the devil’s design falls short of the works of God. The devil has sought to take her for his own by filling her with lust and lascivious thoughts. He’s tried to overwhelm her with an obsession to pleasure herself; an obsession that’s left her brain addled and her hands unable to resist the temptations of the flesh; her own flesh. That is why her distressed husband has had to encase her hands in metal to thwart her onanistic tendencies, and also why he’s had to lock her thighs together with a shaft trapped within her cunt to stop her forever pressing herself on all and sundry or tempting those weak of will.”

Emily looked at him as the congregation gave a muffled gasp. She felt frightened to move as he leaned on his staff topped with a golden crucifix and leered at her, his face inches away from hers.

“Good people of Lowerbridge, gaze upon the very depths of human deprivation. See the fair face that the devil himself moulded to attract the unwary. See how it’s had to be encased in metal to still her silken tongue and prevent her from enticing others into her evil ways. And gaze upon these tits,” and he lifted their linking chain to shake them and elicit another gasp from the nave. “…These tits that the devil has formed so fair to tempt good men to the dark side. See how they have had to be chained to prevent her suckling demons.”

He took a step back and waved his staff at the congregation. “Be warned, good women of Lowerbridge. Be warned against the temptations of the devil or you may end as this poor soul. It’s too late to save her now and all good men can do is to imprison her so she cannot corrupt others, and then leave her to her fate.”

A discomforting murmur rippled from the nave and Emily was frightened that men would rise from the pews with intent to harm her, but it was the reverend of whom she should have been wary because at that moment, he swung his staff in an arc and struck her on her left shin. She gave a muffled shriek and staggered, balancing on her right leg.

“On your knees, witch, and pray in the presence of the Lord,” and he struck her again, this time on her right shin. Emily dropped like a stone onto her knees and struggled to retain her balance with the dildo locking her hips and preventing her sinking onto her haunches. She turned frantically to Miles, her only hope of protection from the mad priest, but he was just gazing back with an impassive expression as the priest prepared to strike her again.

“Miles,” cried Giselle beside him. “Stop him. He will break her.”

Miles hesitated for a moment and then stood. “Father. Let her pray… See, she stands tall on her knees with entreaties to heaven.”

Reverend Cartwright stepped back and gazed down at Emily. She was, indeed, balancing tall on her knees, but only because she had no choice.

“Praise the Lord,” intoned the priest and then the whole congregation began to pray.

Emily was virtually ignored by the priest for the rest of the service, although many of the men of the congregation were studying her hungrily. She was still kneeling up before the altar when the church emptied to leave just Miles and the girls, with Reverend Cartwright outside bidding farewell to his congregation.

“Up you get,” murmured Miles as he wrapped and arm around Emily’s waist. With Giselle on her other side, they lifted her to her feet and she stood unsteady looking plaintively from one to another.

“Just look at those bruises,” exclaimed Clara. “He could have broken her legs.”

“She’ll be fine,” said Miles. “Help her down the steps…” and with Giselle’s help, they led her out to the waiting coach.

“You should discard her altogether,” said the reverend as they approached. “She’ll only bring you trouble and sorrow. The devil’s spawn are never good. Leave her here with me and I’ll ensure she has no chance to suckle demons in the dark of the night.”

“We will guard her well, father.”

“You do not know what evil witches can do. She needs more chains – many more chains – and barbs to stop her squirming.”

“We have her well under control.”

The priest looked unconvinced, but stood aside to allow the party to pass. “Then take care. She is still well able to cast evil.”

Miles nodded.

Then the priest looked at Giselle and his countenance changed. “Goodbye, Giselle,” he said with a smile and Emily looked at her in surprise; evidently, Giselle met his definition of a good woman.

The bruises lasted for more than two weeks. They turned blue after two days, green after a week, and yellow as they faded away. Martha was attentive with balms and salves, and Oscar was warned not to put any pressure on her legs during his treatment sessions, but whether or not Miles felt truly guilty for his father’s actions was difficult to ascertain. He did, however, allow Emily to remain in her bedroom for the first eight days before taking her down to the stables for her next wash.


Chapter 22: The Ride

Time passed and the memory of that fateful church service faded, but there was always the worry that one day Miles might subject her once more to his father’s eccentric views. It had been more than two months now since she’d been certified and the strict treatment regime was well established. Two months during which she’d endured the ignominy of being kept helpless and naked; of being forced to orgasm every day by the machinations of a crude village boy; being washed, flushed, and purged by well-meaning stable lads who didn’t know any better; and being compelled to rely on others to cope with her most intimate bodily functions, including her monthly cycles.

It was a warm day after a drab spell of grey weather that had caused Emily to shiver with the cold-water sprays, but now she was standing in the warm sunshine under the hoist on her podium. Several of the stable boys had helped her that afternoon. She could tell who they were by their voices even though she was prohibited from actually seeing them because her eye caps were always left closed for the session, so she couldn’t actually put faces to most of them.

“Once more,” said Alfie. She knew it was Alfie because that’s what the others called him.

“I don’t think she needs it,” said another voice, maybe the lad they call Bill. “That was a full load last time.”

“It’s not the quantity of water that’s important,” said Alfie. “It’s how clean it is when it comes out and I think it could be cleaner. Turn the tap on again…”

Emily felt Alfie press the end of the hose against her bum and then the water bubble once more from its open end. He pushed it against her harder, it sealed against her skin, and then the pressure built enough for the water to burst through her sphincter muscle. Cold water again filled her rectum and, at the same time, the hose slipped into her though her dilated muscle. She felt Alfie push it into her six inches or so and hold it there while the water bubbled up through her colon.

It was a sensation she now knew well: the slow ingress of water filling and expanding her abdomen until, after a couple of minutes, she was carrying more than a gallon. At that point, her belly felt so heavy she could feel the water dragging at her when she moved; sloshing from side to side and stretching her; expanding her as if she was pregnant, a little more each time.

It was only then when her belly was taut that the pressure inside her built sufficiently to force water to leak from her anus around the hose, and that was the signal to remove the hose with a sharp yank. It felt like she was suddenly uncorked and water burst from her in a mad torrent, splashing on the concrete behind her to dissipate and flow slowly away to a land drain.

She knew that if the water leaving her was clean, Alfie would be satisfied, but if it was still soiled, he’d fill her again.

“I think we’ve cleaned her good,” said Alfie’s voice and Emily relaxed. “There you are, madam. You can relax now in the sunshine; I'm sure your husband will be along shortly.”

The boys had been their usual proficient selves with their ministrations, but she couldn’t blame them; they thought they were helping her and all had wished her a speedy recovery as they'd left. It wasn’t easy for her to relax when she was standing on an upturned box with her head cage linked to the hoist, especially when her hands were hanging from her teats, but at least the worst part of her ordeal was over for another day.

It was evening before Miles returned and she heard his voice. “So, my dear, nice and clean,” and he flicked open her eye caps to return her sight. “Now, I have a surprise that I'm sure you're going to love. Clara tells me that you're actually quite a good horsewoman and I'm going to give you the opportunity to prove it to me. I've saddled your horse for you and you can show me how skilful you are in the exercise yard. It will give you the opportunity to receive some much-needed exercise whilst, at the same time, maybe help to disperse more of those troublesome humours.”

He lifted her from the crate, reattached the leash to her nipple chain, and led her back through the nearest range towards the exercise yard with William and Oscar walking quietly along in their wake. It was so late in the day that there was no-one else left working in the stables.

Filo, Emily’s grey mare, was standing patiently in the yard and whinnied when she saw Emily. Despite her unusual appearance and the steel cage on her head, the horse seemed unperturbed and trotted up to her to nuzzle her affectionately.

“Aw… She loves you. This is going to be great,” said Oscar.

It was then that Emily noticed the appendage that had been added to Filo’s saddle. It was cock-shaped and extended more than six inches vertically upwards from the saddle’s surface. It was the reason why Miles had left the exercise until late in the evening after everyone else had left. He took hold of Filo’s bridle while William took Emily’s leash to lead her to stand beside Filo’s flanks, and Oscar then unlocked first her thigh bands and then removed the chain from between her ankle cuffs.

“Now we don’t want to upset the horse, do we,” growled William while Oscar added, “I've already well-greased it for you, madam,” and between them, William and Oscar, Emily was lifted high in the air over Filo’s back and lowered onto the saddle.

She was careful not to make a noise that might spook the horse as she sensed herself filling with the slickened phallus, but couldn’t avoid a muted grunt when she felt herself drop the last inch to land heavily on the leather surface. She tried to wriggle, but, unsurprisingly, found herself fixed fast, so instead sought for the stirrups with her bare feet; there were none.

“Comfortable?” asked Miles as Oscar tied a cord underneath Filo’s belly between her ankle cuffs. “We don’t want you falling off…”

William led Filo and Emily to the edge of the yard, attached a long leading rein – the lunging line – to Filo’s bridle, and gave it to Miles standing in the centre of the yard with a lunging whip.

“Ready?” called out Miles to Emily, and then, “Walk on Filo,” to the horse with a tap on its flank with the whip. With no input from Emily, the horse began to walk around Miles in a broad circle with Emily obliged to rock back and forth with every pace with her metal-clad hands pressed tight against her chest to minimise movement. For ten minutes, Miles watched his estranged wife moving gently on the saddle. Without hands to hold the saddle or stirrups to steady herself, every pace that Filo took caused her to move on the phallus and roll her pelvis teasingly against the saddle’s surface to evoke little signals from her clitoris.

“You're doing well, Emily,” called out Miles. And then in the same breath, “Filo, trot on,” and another tap of the whip.

Filo jumped to obey and her gait changed dramatically. No longer was Emily merely rolling back and forth; now, with no way to synchronise her movements with the horse, she was bouncing uncontrollably in the saddle. Every step Filo took knocked Emily at least three inches up the phallus, only to slide back down in time to meet the saddle rising on her next step. The phallus now took on the characteristics of a piston in a steam engine with her bouncing tits, further energised by her flailing hands, mimicking the action, but half a cycle out of phase. The regular pumping was slowly eroding her self-control until she was unable to resist the burgeoning orgasm that had been simmering beneath her. With eyes closed and her throat constricted in a silent scream, Emily convulsed in the saddle as the spasms destabilised her and her pelvic muscles sought purchase on the invading phallus.

“Steady, Filo,” warned Miles in a low voice as her mistress’s wild movements unnerved the horse and she faltered, but Miles’ steady handling settled her and she resumed her bouncing gait with Emily still jogging up and down on her back and slowly beginning to refocus on Miles’ smiling face.

William and Oscar had withdrawn to the side to watch the spectacle, Oscar making crude suggestions regarding Emily’s bouncing breasts while William remained stoically silent, and all the while Filo trotted round the circular path with her mistress barely conscious on her back.

The cycle repeated many times, each orgasm as strong as the last but taking longer to develop until the light began to fade and Miles considered Emily to be adequately decongested. He slowed the horse and told it to stand, and its rider sagged forward in the saddle.

“Release the lunging line and bring them here,” Miles said to Oscar and the lad slipped off the fence and walked up to the animal, grinning up at Emily who was still clutching her metal clad hands protectively against her chest.

“That was a ride you'll not soon forget,” he remarked as he unclipped the leading rein. Slowly, she opened her eyes to stare down at him. “Perhaps we’ll do it again tomorrow; what do you think?”

By way of an answer, Emily knocked Filo’s flank hard with her knee and the horse took a step sideways, pushing Oscar so that he stumbled. Then she spurred on the horse with her heels on his flanks and he lunged forward.

“Grab them,” shouted Miles, but Emily was urging the horse on and, using the pressure of her knees, steered him straight towards Miles in the centre of the yard. Miles raised the whip, but then threw himself aside as the horse thundered past. Emily kicked again and horse and rider sailed over the yard’s boundary fence and into the adjacent paddock.

Emily landed heavily on the phallus, but Filo didn’t falter. “A horse,” shouted Miles. “I need my horse,” as William rushed into a nearby range, but Emily was already beating fast across the field towards the far fence, Filo covering the ground at an easy gallop and Emily now moving easier than when the horse was trotting.

✽    ✽    ✽

They crossed two large paddocks to fly over a five-bar gate and into the lane beyond. It was twilight and darker still under the overhanging trees and moonless sky. She brought Filo to a standstill with steadying pressure from her knees and gulped in lung-fulls of cool air while her brain worked overtime. To the left was the village of Cinderfield and Doctor Simon McQuoid, but she’d be bound to meet others en route and then who knows what would transpire. To the right, the lanes diverged like the roots of a tree to serve many small farms and homesteads as well as eventually weaving their way to the villages of Nunsfield and Slaughtersford.

Emily knew several of the surrounding properties, but one in particular stood out: a small arable farm belonging to an old friend of her father’s. She turned Filo to the right and nudged her forward into another mesmerizing trot.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was quite dark after she’d covered the five miles and guided Filo up the track to Weathercote Farm and eased the horse to a stop in the small yard. A collie ran from the barn and began barking around Filo’s feet, but with Emily on its back and rubbing her knees gently on her shoulders, the horse remained placid.

“What’s got into you now, dog,” muttered a woman bumbling through a doorway carrying an oil lamp. She saw the horse and rider, and then it registered that the rider was a naked young woman. Finally, the light caught her head cage and the woman screamed.

Adrian Westerland came running through the doorway and stopped dead, staring up at Emily in the half-light.

“Emily Hart?” he murmured and she nodded.

“My God, girl. What an earth are you doing. Here… let me help you down,” but Emily shook her head frantically and kicked out her legs to show there were no stirrups. Westland took a step back and reassessed the situation, staring up at the head cage and her encaged hands. Without a word, he walked past his wife and dog to fetch some rope and a small stepladder from the barn, tied Filo’s bridle to the rail beside the house, and placed the ladder beside the horse.

“Now then,” he said as Emily turned her head towards him and held up her chin. He unclipped the chin strap and she opened her mouth to show him the tongue tab and utter, “Un-oo ee.” It took but moments more for the old farmer to remove the device from the head cage.

“Thank you, Mr Westerland.”

“My God, girl. What’s going on. Why… Well, why everything?”

“It’s my husband’s idea of treatment for hysteria, which, I assure you, I haven't got.”

“Husband… Aye, I heard you'd married.”

“It has not been a successful union. I’d be obliged if you'd unclip my hands from my, er, chest, and then perhaps untie my ankles and move the ladder closer so that I can unseat myself; I'm rather intimately pinned in place.”


Chapter 23: The Way Ahead

Emily was sitting in one of Adrian Westerland’s old leather armchairs with her feet curled up beneath her. Mrs Westerland, a woman in her fifties called Muriel who appeared old before her time, had loaned her a long frock that now wrapped comfortingly around her legs. The head cage and metal mittens were still locked in place and Westerland had no way to remove them, so now Mrs Westerland was sitting beside Emily and feeding her a thick broth.

“What would you like us to do?” asked the old farmer. “I could find tools tomorrow to cut away your restraints and then, perhaps, smuggle you away.”

“That would mean leaving everything father worked for and I can't leave Clara behind. To be honest, Mr Westerland, I've not thought this through at all. Miles was torturing me on Filo, driving me round the exercise yard until he thought he’d broken me, and then I saw a chance to break free and I took it. Now I don’t know what to do. He started doing all this because I said I wanted to divorce him and that would mean he’d have to return Woodhouse Stables to me, but divorce seems so unlikely now. I'm beginning to think he just wants me out of the way so he can live at the stables with his mistress, and if I go back, he’s going to be more determined than ever to lock me away. He’s had a doctor certify me insane with hysteria, so more than likely I'm going to be sent away to an asylum.”

“Let’s look at this logically,” said Westerland. “The first thing to do is to try to cancel that committal certificate. Perhaps Doctor McQuoid can help in that respect.”

“Could you please get a message to him? Let him know I'm here.”

✽    ✽    ✽

At that very moment, Doctor McQuoid was talking on his door step with two policemen. “I can assure you, Harry, she’s not here. You're welcome to check if you don’t believe me.”

“Mr Cartwright was very sure this is where she’d go.”

“And you say she was on horseback?”

“Her own grey.”

“Then check my stable, but you won't find it.”

“I don’t know,” said the police constable resignedly. “I don’t understand this at all. I've known Emily since she was a wee girl and I would never have imagined something like this would happen. Cartwright said he was treating her in accordance with the doctor’s instructions when she suddenly took off, but here’s the thing: she can't speak, she’s naked, and she’s tied to the horse. God knows what’s going to happen to her.”

“Believe me, Harry, if I see her, I will tell her to give herself up. She’ll have no choice; there’s nowhere else she could go.”

McQuoid spent an uncomfortable night sitting in an armchair in his consulting room in case Emily should appear, but by morning there was still no sign. Miles Cartwright himself arrived with his stud groom at seven and demanded to search the premises, and McQuoid just stood aside and let him get on with it. Cartwright left half-an-hour later disappointed.

Clara called at noon just to tell the doctor how worried everybody was about Emily and then, at three, after several of the villagers had already presented their ailments to the doctor, Mrs Westerland dropped in. She had a problem with a stiff arm and sat stoically in the consulting room nursing it as if it was broken.

“She’s at Weathercote Farm,” whispered the woman and McQuoid knew instantly who she meant. “She’s asking for you.”

The doctor thought quickly. “I expect Cartwright is having somebody watch me, so I can't come straight away. He was expecting to find her here earlier. Tell her I shall come as soon as it’s safe; two or three days at most.”

“Thank you, doctor,” said Muriel Westerland. “My arm feels much better now.”

Simon McQuoid arrived at Weathercote Farm in the late evening two days later after riding a rather circuitous route through the surrounding countryside to ensure he was not followed. He was greeted at the door by Adrian Westerland who showed him through to the drawing room where Emily was curled up in a chair reading a book somewhat awkwardly because she still had her hands encased in the metallic boxes.

“Simon,” she exclaimed and jumped up to hug him. McQuoid, looking a little embarrassed, untangled her and sat her back down again, taking a chair beside her.

“The man’s a devil,” said Westerland. “You should have seen her when she arrived; she was completely helpless.”

“Not quite, Mr Westerland. I got here, didn’t I?”

“Aye, lass, you did. The question is, however, what do you do now.”

“I'm fairly certain I can get the committal certificate cancelled,” said McQuoid. “I've been doing some checks and it appears that although Dankworth has been practicing medicine since long before practitioners were required to be registered, he has never actually taken the trouble to register himself. That means, too, that his apprentice who countersigned the certificate…”

“Who never even took the trouble to visit me,” exclaimed Emily.

“Quite,” said McQuoid. “It means that his apprentice also doesn’t have the official capacity to sign, so the certificate should be voided. Unfortunately, as Emily knows full-well, Cartwright, as her husband and official guardian, can still incarcerate her at Woodhouse Stables on his own cognizance.”

“I have a relative in Ireland who owns stables and would welcome assistance,” said Westerland.

“It’s very kind of you, but as I said before, that would mean abandoning my father’s stables and Clara too. She’s vulnerable just being near him.” She sagged back despondently in the chair, and then snapped to full alert. “What’s that?” she whispered in response to a knocking at the back door.

McQuoid stood and laid a hand on her arm. “It’s all right. That'll be Eric Hempstead. He’s our local solicitor. I asked him to meet us here.”

Muriel led Hempstead into the room, a fresh-faced man older than Emily, but younger than McQuoid. Introductions were made and he couldn’t conceal his surprise at seeing Emily with her head encased in the steel cage and her hands inside steel mittens.

“I was told you’d escaped your husband’s captivity, Mrs Cartwright, but I did not expect you to still be restrained.”

“We don’t have the keys,” explained Westerland.

“Well, perhaps it’s just as well, because I can see no alternative other than to return to your husband if you wish to pursue a legal remedy. Doing otherwise, immediately puts you on the wrong side of the law and the courts will take note of that.”

“A legal remedy?” she asked.

“I understand that you wish to seek a divorce.”

“But I have no money of my own to pay you or the legal fees.”

“Doctor McQuoid has volunteered to cover the costs on the understanding that he can recover such expenses from you if and when you retake possession of Woodhouse Stables.”

“But Simon…” she exclaimed turning to him, but he waved away her surprise.

“Now then,” continued Hempstead. “If Doctor McQuoid succeeds in cancelling your committal certificate, the fact that your husband has you incarcerated inside the property should be no obstacle to calling a divorce hearing, but you need to prove more than adultery by your husband.”

“More than adultery? Isn't that enough?”

“I'm afraid not for a woman. A man, yes, but a woman will need to establish adultery plus some other offence such as cruelty, incest, desertion, or bigamy.”

“But… But that’s not fair.”

“And since when have the affairs of women been fair? In this case, you shouldn’t have a problem. Miles Cartwright is almost building the case against himself by the way he’s been treating you. But let’s start with adultery. Can you supply any evidence or witnesses.”

“I used to hear them every night through the wall.”

“I regret that your word alone will be insufficient. Is there anyone else?”

“Well, there’s Giselle, of course. She’s never denied their nightly trysts.”

“And the servants?”

“Ah… They may be a little more reticent. The best servants have been bred through the generations to not hear that which they shouldn’t. In any case, they reside on a different floor and may actually not have any first-hand knowledge of Miles’ nightly activities.”

“Well, if this Giselle admits her involvement, he could hardly deny it. I think we have a case with a good chance of success and I have taken the liberty of preparing a signatory sheet for the petition. Sign on the line and I’ll submit it to the court.”

Emily held up her metal encased hands and shrugged.

“Well, just a mark then and I’ll countersign to confirm it was you.”

“Now what?” asked Doctor McQuoid.

“She could stay here until her case is heard in the court,” suggested Westerland.

“She could,” agreed Hempstead, “But that could prejudice her case. We need her to look like the innocent party and she could hardly be that while she’s hiding not only from her husband, but also from the committal notice. Looking only at the legal aspects, it would be best if she returned to Woodhouse Stables.”

“But you can see what he’s doing to her.”

“Oh, aye,” said Westerland, “And it was much worse on the night she arrived here.”

“I’ll go back,” said Emily suddenly standing up. “Mr Hempstead is right. It will look better at the court if I'm not a fugitive and, anyway, if I'm caught here by the police, I could get others into trouble. Mr Westerland and Muriel have been very kind to me and I wouldn’t want to cause legal difficulties for them. Mr Hempstead... I would be pleased if you would escort me back to Woodhouse Stables in the morning.”

“Madam, it will be an honour.”


Chapter 24: The Wanderer Returns

As luck would have it, it was Giselle who they met at the gate of the stables the next morning. The girl watched them, Emily and Hempstead, walk up the lane side-by-side with Hempstead leading Filo.

“Emily. How nice to see you. Miles has been concerned for your safety.”

“Good morning, Giselle. This is Mr Hempstead from the village. He has been kind enough to escort me back here with Filo because, well… I was having trouble with her rein,” and Emily held up her hands still encase in steel.

“Monsieur,” said Giselle and gave a small curtsey.

“Madam,” returned Hempstead and dipped his head.

“Is my husband about?”

“I believe he’s in the stables. I’ll get one of the stable boys to fetch him.”

“Thank you. And Clara?”

“I'm here,” she said walking from the house. “Honestly, Emily, what on earth did you think you were doing. Miles has been so worried. And you're dressed… Where did you get that frock?”

“A kindly woman gave it to me.”

“Well, you'd best take it off before Miles sees it or else he’ll be so cross. And where’s the rest of your head cage?”

“Is this what you want?” asked Hempstead and held out the tongue tab and mounting bar.

Clara took it from his hand and said to Emily, “So then, lift up your arms.”

“I thought I might at least have a cup of tea first.”

“I’ll bring you one later, but right now you need to strip and be properly reconfigured before Miles appears.”

“Really, miss. I don’t think this is appropriate out in the street.”

“You don’t know Miles, Mr err…”

“Hempstead, madam.”

“Well, Mr Hempstead, if my sister’s husband sees her like this, it’ll be the worst for her,” and she grabbed the hem of the frock and pulled it up over her head before Emily had the opportunity for more dissent. “And the titties,” said Clara and Emily moved her hands to her breasts so that Clara could reclip them to her nipples. Hempstead just stood by holding a rope tied to Filo’s bridle with his eyes popping out of his head as he watched the young girl handicap her older sister.

“What’s up, Mister Hempstead?” asked Clara. “Never seen a naked, insane woman with her hands hanging from her tits before?”

“Goodbye, Mr Hempstead. Thank you for your assistance,” said Emily and then opened her mouth so that Clara could insert the tongue tab and close the straps.

“Come on, we need to hurry now and get your shackles refitted; he could be back at any time. And we need to get that cunny locked up too.”

“Goodbye, madam,” said Hempstead after Emily was already silenced. “It’s been a pleasure meeting you,” and he watched as Clara picked up Emily’s nipple chain and led her now naked form into the house.

“Don’t judge Clara too harshly,” murmured Giselle. “I think little sister is actually worried that Mr Cartwright might take his ire out on his wayward wife. He feels she made a fool of him when she rode off.”

“Do you think she’s in danger?” asked Hempstead now wishing it wasn’t his recommendation that brought her back.

“For her life, non. But I am glad I am not in her place.”

Hempstead passed Filo’s leading rope to Giselle and they both stared at the saddle now with a cloth draped over the phallus; its shape wasn’t so easily disguised.

✽    ✽    ✽

“So, the wanderer returns,” said Miles looking at Emily sitting on the edge of her bunk. “That little episode didn’t get you very far, did it?”

She held still while he released the strap beneath her chin and then removed the mouthpiece to free her tongue.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“I didn’t do that to make life more comfortable for you. I wish to know where you went.”

“I don’t know. It was just a small farm. Filo galloped so far up the lanes in the dark I was quite lost. She could have gone ten miles for all I know because I had my eyes closed for a lot of the journey.”

“Name…”

“What?”

“What was the name of the farm or the farmer?”

“I don’t know that; he never told me. He helped me to dismount and then his wife gave me a frock to wear and showed me a bed, and I slept for almost an entire day. I told them who I was and they said I should return to you, so here I am.”

“Here you are… and I don’t believe a word of your story.”

“I'm sorry, Miles. I know I shouldn’t have rode off like that, but once Filo started galloping, I couldn’t stop her.”

“Really? You seemed to be in control when you started.”

“I wasn’t… You don’t really think I could control her jump over a four-foot-fence when I had no reins or stirrups and the only thing that was keeping me in place was, well… you know what it was.”

“Hmm… Stand up.” She stood. “Now spread your legs.”

“Clara’s re-shackled me.”

“Well, spread them as far as you can,” and she gave an involuntary gasp when he drew the wooden dildo from his pocket and a small phial of vegetable oil. She gave another gasp when he eased the now oily head of the instrument up into her and yelped when it could go no further.

“Feet together,” he growled and then added the padlock between her thigh bands which he’d removed so that she could mount Filo, but this time the lock included the ring on the dildo’s shaft.

“I've neglected you for too long,” he said. “As my wife, there are natural tasks you're expected to perform and you'll start now,” and he held up a mouthpiece for the head cage, but it wasn’t the one with the tongue tab; this one had the same fixings each side of her lips, but instead of a tab, it had a metal ring designed to fit just behind her teeth to leave her mouth wide open. So wide, in fact, that this new device had no need of further adjustment when it was clipped to the rest of the head cage.

“There… Comfortable?”

“Ah,” she said; a response that could be interpreted either way.

“Good. Now drop to your knees.”

Emily was unsurprisingly reluctant to fall onto her knees when she now couldn’t bend at her hips and had no way of lowering herself gently. Miles solved her dilemma by moving behind her, wrapping his arms around her to take a firm grip, and then knocking her knees from the back with his foot. She dropped and it was only Miles’ support that prevented more bruising.

Now she looked up at him unable to sink lower onto her haunches or to stand, just as Miles intended. Neither could she close her mouth… He unfastened the fly buttons of his trousers and extracted his member now fully erect, and then, catching hold of her head to steady her, he slid said member between her lips, through the metal ring, and into her throat. She closed her eyes to better concentrate on the erotic sensation because this was as close to romantic love as she was ever likely to get with her husband.

✽    ✽    ✽

Clara visited in the early afternoon with a tray that included buttered bread as well as a cup of tea. She found Emily sitting up in bed with her back against the wall and her tether chain draped across chest between her trapped hands.

“Eww! You're a bit of a mess,” and she disappeared again to fetch a damp face cloth. “You have to expect this, though… You are his wife.”

She carefully wiped her lips and chin, and where her drool had dribbled down between her breasts from her still wide-open mouth, and then removed the mouthpiece. It took a while before Emily got movement back in her jaw, but then she thanked her sister.

“I'm sorry I hurried you when you first arrived back, but I was worried that if Miles had seen you clothed and unrestrained, he’d have been even more angry than he already was; and it worked, didn’t it? He’s not beaten you… just used you to… you know… demonstrate his dominance.”

“Is that what he was doing?”

“As I said, you are his wife and he has the right…”

“And Oscar?”

“Oscar!”

“Miles left me stuck on my knees for Oscar to find. Much of what you’ve just wiped away was his doing. He said he wanted to find out which of us, you or me, was more accomplished at oral stimulation.”

“Oh!” The was a long pause and then Clara said, “And, er… what did he conclude?”

“He didn’t say and I wasn’t able to ask.”

“Well, at least he let you up from your knees.”

“He had to; he needed to decongest me on the bed.”

“Good,” said Clara breezily. “Hungry?” she asked and held up a slice of buttered bread. “I'm afraid it’s all you're likely to get before seven this evening.” And then, “Oh… He’s taken your clock away.”

Emily just shrugged.

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily’s day ended peacefully enough with only Martha entering the room later to provide a meal of thick broth and to set Emily up for the night.

“It’s a beautiful evening,” said the girl.

“I can see blue sky.”

“The lavender has begun flowering; the scent is lovely and it’s covered in bees. It’s my favourite time of year.”

Her whimsical mood was all but destroyed when Emily remarked that it used to be hers too. She looked down at Emily’s steel-clad hands hanging from her teats. “If you weren’t wearing those metal mittens, you could feed yourself.”

“And if I wasn’t chained to the wall, I could smell the lavender,” Emily added and Martha gave her a weak smile.

“I'm sorry,” murmured Martha. “I wasn’t thinking. Oh madam, I do wish this would end.”

“You and me both.”

The meal continued in near silence until Martha eventually put down the empty teacup and murmured, “Mr Cartwright requires that you lie flat for the night,” and when she did, Martha removed the lock between her thighs. “Will I need oil, madam?”

“I wouldn’t think so…” and that proved to be the case when Martha collected the dildo from where Oscar had left it on the plant stand and gently nudged it against Emily’s sex. After some initial exploratory prodding, Emily’s arousal increased sufficiently that Martha could slide the instrument fully home and reapply the lock.

“Thank you, Martha,” but both girls knew she didn’t really mean it.

“Mr Cartwright has told me I shouldn’t release your hands this evening.”

“Of course, he did.” She sighed and wished Martha a goodnight that she did mean, and Martha refitted the tongue tab.

“Goodnight, madam,” she said as she covered her with the blanket. And then, “I'm sorry,” when she flipped closed the two eye caps.

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily inhabited her dark world while the outside light slowly faded and birdsong was replaced by the hooting of owls. Every sound within the house ignited memories both good and bad, each little twitch of her hands resulted in a twitch to her teats, and every movement of her legs disturbed the dildo buried deep inside her.

Fourteen hours later, the creaking of her door announced the arrival of breakfast, and a jovial, “Good morning, lazy bones,” disclosed the fact that it was Clara who was the nominated provider. She flicked open Emily’s eye caps and bright sunlight flooded the room.

Emily made a muffled humming sound and Clara unclipped the cage’s chin strap and removed the tongue tab.

“I need the pot,” murmured Emily.

“Of course, you do. Just hold on a moment,” and she fumbled with the keys as she sought the one that would release the dildo.

A whispered, “Oh God…” as Clara unsheathed the device and then she rolled to the side to slip from the bunk and drag the pot out from beneath the bunk with her foot.

“I'm bleeding,” said Emily.

“I'd noticed. I’ll tell Martha. She can get you a towel to lie on. I doubt that Miles will want to have much to do with you today, but Oscar will still need to decongest you.” A short pause and then she added, “We thought we’d catch the post bus to Redhill this afternoon. He’s promised to buy me a new hat.”

“That’s nice,” said Emily.

“We haven't used the bus since we last went with Father. It’ll be fun.”

“I'm afraid I won't be able to accompany you,” came Emily’s sarcastic response and Clara smiled, but didn’t add anything.

✽    ✽    ✽

Clara’s prediction proved correct and it was five days before Emily saw Miles again and that was to take her down to the stables for a wash inside and out. Several stable boys enthusiastically assisted and by the time Miles returned two hours later, Emily was drained of energy and needed to be supported after disconnecting the hoist from her head cage and lifting her down from her platform.

“Help her into the smithy,” said Miles and with a young lad on each arm, she meekly followed Miles. Henry Evans, the smith, gave her a weak smile and invited her to sit next to the anvil.

“We’re going to change things a little,” said Miles smiling and he unclipped her right hand from its teat, selected a key from the bunch he pulled from his pocket, and removed the padlock from the metal glove. The steel shell opened and Emily stared at her hand like a child, slowly curling and uncurling her fingers.

“There… That was easy, wasn’t it?” And then, “Much too easy. I feel these locks are giving you entirely the wrong impression; I’d like you to realise that your condition here is long term and there’s really no point in you thinking about leaving us, either creeping off into the night or riding away on Filo,” and he closed the shell again and moved her hand onto the anvil.

In her befuddled state, Miles’ actions hardly registered. She watched the smith insert a rivet through the holes that previously held the padlock, but it was only when he hit it with a hammer that she realised it was never intended to come apart again. Miles picked up her other hand and she tried to pull away, but he easily held her over the anvil and the smith struck again.

“You see how futile it would be to run away?” Miles murmured in a voice that seemed all the more threatening because it was quiet. “The next ones are a little trickier. Henry has made you a platform you can lie on,” and he indicated the plank the smith had placed on the far side of the anvil on two upturned fruit crates. He’d covered it with a cloth and was now looking at Emily expectantly.

“Lie on it. Henry needs to access the padlock lugs on your collar.”

Tears were now trickling down her cheeks as she laid her head on the plank so that the lugs were on the anvil. Miles removed the lock, Henry fitted another rivet, and then he hit it to make the collar permanent. She tried to rise then, but Miles held her back with a hand on her head and her worst fears came to pass when he removed the padlock on her head cage and Henry inserted a fourth rivet.

She struggled to move, but Miles warned her she wouldn’t like it if Henry missed his aim. With her eyes squeezed tightly shut, she heard the strike and knew with certainty that Miles intended to keep the cage on her for good.

“Good,” said Miles. “That’s very good. Not much more to go. Ankles next, so sit down on the planks and lift your feet up onto the anvil.”

Even with the shackles permanently riveted to her ankles and the short chain fixed between them, Miles was still not satisfied. The smith riveted the belt about her waist and the bands about her thighs, and then looked to Miles before attempting the final fixings.

“Are you sure, sir?”

“Don’t make me tell you twice,” and he watched the smith take a thick chain link that he’d previously cut open, unclip Emily’s right hand from her teat, and replace the clip with the chain link. Then he took a screw clamp, trapped the link between the jaws, and tightened the clamp until the link had been swaged closed. There was now no way to disconnect Emily’s hand from her teat short of cutting through the link.

Emily shuffled slowly back up the path to the house. Nothing appeared any different… The ankle shackles, head cage, collar, and the links to her teats were just as they were before, except now they had all been made permanent. The effect on Emily was psychological. It told her that her status as an insane internee was now also immutable and she should hold out no hope of ever being free. The only padlock remaining was the one that swung beneath her crotch to keep her thighs closed and that remained because she needed to be able to open her thighs to permit Oscar access.

That evening, Martha saw the rivets on her head and hands, but said nothing. What could she say?


Chapter 25: Miles is Served

The next morning, Emily lay on her bunk unsure what was happening. It seemed late, although she had no way to be sure, but there’d been sounds in the house for hours; footsteps on the stairs and pots rattling in the kitchen. They couldn’t just leave her there all day, could they? Unable to move, or call, or see… Where was Martha or Clara.

Was that the doorbell?

More footsteps, this time on the passage outside the door, and then the door opening. Finally…

“You’ve done well, Mr Cartwright. I'm sure she’s benefiting greatly from this?”

“I've not noticed her becoming more docile.”

“It takes time. You can't rush this sort of treatment.”

Emily knew straightaway who her visitor was. She could tell by his tremulous, halting style of speech: Doctor Dankworth.

“It’s a pity you let your guard down and she escaped the other day.”

“It was unfortunate… I have to admit, I underestimated her that day, but it can't happen again, not now all her restraints have been made more permanent.”

“Well, no harm done and she returned unscathed. It’s a good idea to rivet all the fixings; much more secure and in years to come, once we’re sure she’s properly cured, they can be cut from her. I say, I very much like the metal gloves; that must limit her abilities considerably, and attaching them to her teats is a stroke of genius. Keeps her under control while being a constant reminder to her of her revised, subservient status; yes indeed, very humbling.”

Emily could feel the doctor’s breath on her chest as he bent over her and then he picked up a hand and she felt the pull on a nipple. “Good, workmanlike fixings, too…”

She sensed him move to her face. “I presume you're able to open these eye screens when the need arises.”

“I usually leave them open all day.”

“All day, eh… Well, perhaps that’s not too unreasonable, but keep it under review; you may need to be a little more restrictive than that to maximise treatment efficacy. But I must say, you’ve done a wonderful job with this head cage. It fits her profile perfectly and I can see it has a built-in clamp mechanism to keep her jaw closed.”

“It’s only released to allow her to eat.”

“Quite so. Now then, what’s the business-end looking like? Quite flushed, I see…”

“She’s decongested daily and the lad that does it is very proficient.”

“Good. It’s difficult to give her too much exercise in that area. Is that something you’ve locked inside her?”

“Only during the nighttime hours. It keeps her still because she can't move her legs when that’s there. During the day, I allow it to be removed so she can sit upright and even stand if she so wishes, but the tether is quite short so she can't wander far.”

“Hmm,” mused Dankworth. “You know, I think you might be onto something here. She looks very moist,” and Emily gave a muffled shriek and wriggled her hip when she felt the doctor press a finger between her labia. “The device appears to act as a constant decongestant. That’s good, Mr Cartwright. I see it’s been dissipating her secretions all through the night. Can you not leave it there all day?”

“I can't. She has to sit upright to eat and she needs to leave the bunk to use the chamber pot.”

“Ah, I see your point. Unfortunate, but unavoidable, I suppose. Well, at least, this room gives her very few distractions, although you could consider covering the rooflight, especially since you're intending to open her eye flaps later. I think, over all, Mr Carwright, that you have done well. Yes, very well. Keep up the good work and we might be able to discern a change for the better within just a few months; a year or two at the most.”

The men left and, shortly afterwards, Martha appeared with breakfast, opened her eyes and mouth, and removed the nighttime dildo.

Days stretched into weeks and Dankworth’s visit faded in her memory to become just another unwelcome incident that changed nothing. Her life remained a routine of bored frustration interspersed with frenetic periods of sexual stimulation she could no more control than avoid. Oscar was the main source with his daily decongesting gifting her multiple orgasms she could well do without. It wasn’t that he was inept or ineffective with his attentions. Quite the opposite, in fact, because once started, her involuntary writhings proved so entertaining to him that he was loath to stop. It had actually reached the stage where her sex betrayed her by flooding her vulva with secretions as soon as she saw him, even before he picked up the dildo.

Her visits to the stables were now routine too and every two or three days, Miles would leave her hanging from the hoist for the stable boys to wash and flush out. She couldn’t really complain about them because they tried to be kind and gentle, and believed they were helping her, but she hated it when they pushed the hose up into her cunny and it was infinitely worse when they pushed it into her bottom. Pelvic decongestion Miles called it, but all Emily knew was that it must fill her colon with a gallon of cold water before the pressure increased enough to force the water out around the side of the hose.

She saw nothing of Miles unless he felt the need to use her for oral sex and, strangely enough, she actually looked forward to those times. In some small way, she still felt a romantic connection with him; the spark of intimacy when she touched him with her tongue and when he slipped through her lips to fill her mouth… her throat. She even felt a sense of power when she stirred his senses enough to induce an orgasmic response and his seed filled her mouth so she could swallow his essence.

It would have been like a perfect union if she could have shared his ecstasy, but that could never be and she was always left immobilised on her knees, unable to relax, waiting for whoever next visited: Martha, Clara, or Giselle. And when Miles felt inclined to use her in the morning before Oscar’s visit, Oscar too would be granted a treat.

And then Emily’s whole world was once more shaken to the core.

✽    ✽    ✽

Martha was feeding Emily her breakfast, such as it was, that morning when they heard Miles’ roar even from the drawing room.

“That will be the post,” said Martha. “It came earlier; I saw it on the hall table.” Moments later, he came thundering up the stairs and burst into the room.

“What have you done, you bitch?” he bellowed and struck Emily across the face with the back of his hand, an act that hurt him more than Emily owing to the steel head cage. “What’s this?” and he waved a leaf of paper at her as Martha tried to make herself look as small as possible in a corner.

“I don’t know,” said Emily. “What is it?”

“It’s notice of a petition you’ve filed with the court for divorce, that’s what it is. It says your case for divorce is going to be held in open court at Redhill assizes in two-weeks-time. Adultery and cruelty, that’s what it’s citing; adultery with Giselle… My God, girl, you're going to be paying for this for a long time. If you think this is cruel, you just wait. When did you do this? That time you escaped? And who’s paying for it all? It must be costing a year’s salary. But it says nothing of you being insane. Do you really think a judge is going to grant a divorce to an insane woman? If you do, you're madder than I thought. Withdraw this immediately, or else…”

“Or else what, Miles? Are you going to beat me. That’s exactly what I need to prove cruelty, so go ahead.”

“Bitch… You stupid, vacuous bitch,” and he turned on his heel and stormed from the room.

Martha was trembling when she stared at Emily. “I should go, madam,” she managed and fled from the room leaving a plate of buttered bread that Emily later managed to successfully consume without using her hands.

✽    ✽    ✽

For the rest of that day, there was nothing more: no more food, no more water, no Oscar, and no more Miles. No-body else entered Emily’s room until Giselle much later that evening. At least Emily was able to stand and move her legs, and even talk to herself because the mouthpiece hadn’t been refitted.

“Come to tuck me up for the night?” she said as Giselle entered.

“Non, madam. I have come to talk. Miles, he is very angry,” and she sat elegantly on the edge of the bed, placed a manicured hand on Emily’s knee, and leaned in close to whisper.

“You do not deserve this, madam. Miles is not a good man; he cheats.”

“With you?”

“Well, oui, that too. He tells me you will tell the court that he is an adulterer; that he takes me to his bed. Well, it is true and I will say that to the judge.”

“You will? Oh, Giselle, I knew you were a good woman.”

Giselle smiled and her blue eyes seemed to light up the room. “Non, madam. I am not a good woman, but there are limits to my wickedness and Miles seeks to stretch them beyond what I find comfortable.”

She stood and her gown rustled about her legs, silk and lace below an intricately embroidered bodice. Her exotic presence seemed to fill the small room with French perfume and promise. Her lips reflected the colour of the jewel at her throat and the soft mounds of her bosom, only partly concealed by the neck of her gown when she leaned forward, were in stark contrast to Emily’s own that were naked and twitched with every movement of her arms.

“Be careful, madam. Do not push him too far too fast.”

“It out of my hands now. The court will judge his actions in two weeks.”

“Oui, madam. And yours…”

✽    ✽    ✽

It was a strange period. Little changed in Emily’s life: Martha brought food and tea twice a day, easing the limits imposed by the dildo so she could sit first thing in the morning and reinstalling the device after she’d eaten in the evening to keep her still throughout the night. Miles never checked Martha’s work and Emily tried to reason with her, telling her it wasn’t necessary to be quite so meticulous about reinstalling the cage’s mouthpiece day and night or locking the dildo back inside her of an evening, but Martha was afraid of Miles and unwilling to take the risk.

Oscar’s visits didn’t change either and Emily had to endure his grinning features sitting astride her knees while he worked the dildo in and out with one hand, and harassed her clitoris to orgasm with the other, all for the sake of inducing the health-promoting paroxysm. But once he’d got her squirming, he was reluctant to stop and, instead, just stared at the random movements imparted to her tits by her flailing arms.

Clara and Giselle often visited too, sometimes together and sometime separately. They'd sit on the bunk with her and chat about inconsequential things whilst ignoring her nakedness and the tether chain linking her head cage to the wall. Of course, the chats were necessarily very one-sided because Emily was never able to verbally respond.

Oscar was now the one that took her to the stables every third day to be cleansed. He’d sit on a nearby wall to watch the stable lads doing their best to cure their mistress and then return her to her room afterwards. It was no worse than when Miles took her for cleansing and the ordeal was over quicker, so that was good.

And as for Miles, he too called upon her every third or fourth day to set her kneeling on the floor with the ring installed in her head cage in place of the tongue tab, and then he’d exercise his matrimonial rights and fill her mouth with semen. The episodes reasserted his dominance and seemed to calm him. It was no less than she expected and, thankfully, less than she feared.

“You are lucky, madam,” said Giselle. “Monsieur Cartwright is worried. He’s being careful not to damage you before the trial, but I'm afraid that afterwards he will not be so considerate.”

Emily wanted to say he won't necessarily win his case, but she couldn’t.

✽    ✽    ✽

One week before the trial, she could hear Miles agitated voice thundering in the hall. He seemed to be speaking with someone, but their voices didn’t carry the same. The altercation lasted five whole minutes and then there were doors slamming and the creak of footsteps on the stairs.

“Madam,” said Martha entering Emily’s room. “You have visitors,” and Eric Hempstead entered closely followed by Doctor McQuoid. They seemed to fill the room and Martha had to ease past them to reach the chin strap of Emily’s head cage and release the mouthpiece. “I’ll leave you with your visitors, madam,” murmured Martha and backed out of the room.

“Gentlemen,” said Emily, quickly recovering from her surprise.

Hempstead dipped his head in greeting, but Simon McQuoid was too tense for niceties. “Emily, how are you? How has he been treating you?”

She smiled. “I am as you see me: exceedingly inconvenienced but by now inured to embarrassment. As for my health, I am as well as can be expected and recently Miles is being uncommonly considerate, but that won't last if the divorce isn't granted. Giselle says he’s being careful not to damage me before the trial.”

“I see that doesn’t extend to easing your restraints.”

“He can't; he’s had them all riveted to me so they're not removeable, but it’s good of him to allow you in here to see me”

“He couldn’t stop us without angering the court. Eric is your solicitor, your legal representation, and he has a legal right to speak with you. My case is less compelling, but Miles wouldn’t look good in the eyes of the court if he prevented your doctor from seeing you.” He looked about the room. “Would you like me to fetch that blanket for you?”

“To protect my modesty? I think it’s a bit late for that.”

“I have been in contact with Mademoiselle Giselle and she has confirmed that coitus has occurred between her and Mr Cartwright since your marriage and, furthermore, she’s prepared to tell the court as much.”

“I’ve spoken to her too, and she told me the same,” said Emily.

“That’s good. At a stroke, we have won half the argument,” said McQuoid.

“Unfortunately, it’s not all good news,” said Hempstead. “I have applied to the Lunacy Commission to get your committal certificate annulled, but it will take time. The commission only has three full-time members to cover the whole of England and Wales and along with eight honorary members, they're responsible for licensing, inspecting, monitoring treatment, and, in some cases, even approving admissions and discharges. There are hundreds of county and private asylums, and the fact is, they just haven't got around to your case yet.”

“So, I’m still insane in the eyes of the law?”

Hempstead shrugged his shoulders. “It won't necessarily determine the outcome of your divorce application, but it does complicate things.” Hempstead opened his attaché case and consulted his notes. “We need to prove more than just adultery and the obvious target, I think, should be cruelty.”

“It’s not so clear-cut,” said McQuoid. “Looking at Emily now and knowing the ordeals she has had to endure, any reasonable person could conclude that Miles is being unjustifiably cruel to her, but the treatment program that Doctor Dankworth has given Miles actually specifies much that torments her. The fact that she cannot move from her bunk in this tiny, windowless room may seem, itself, cruel enough, but thirty years ago when Dankworth worked at the asylums, it was part of the recommended treatment. Similarly, nudity and physical limitations on movement and speech were considered beneficial because they made the patient more docile and compliant, whereas today, such crude methods have been superseded by modern medication like opiates. What I am saying is that much that now torments Emily cannot actually be attributed to Miles being cruel; it’s just what he was asked to do, and that particularly applies to the pelvic manipulations intended to induce a paroxysm, and to the vaginal douches and anal enemas intended to decongest her pelvic areas; those are still the recommended treatments for feminine hysteria and that won't change any time soon. So, we’re left with the little tweaks and changes Miles has made to the treatment program of his own volition, such as her head cage and steel mittens, or obliging her to ride on a saddle equipped with a phallus to stimulate her beyond endurance. I think now he’s actually helped our case by riveting all her restraints in place and using that dildo to immobilise her at night might also fall into the category of unnecessary cruelty,” and he glanced over his shoulder at the instrument resting on the plant stand… “It could also include psychological torments such as employing young boys from the stables to conduct her more intimate treatments with the aim of humiliating and belittling her.”

“As you are still cohabiting with your husband…”

“And his mistress,” added Emily.

“Quite,” said Hempstead. “As you are still cohabiting with your husband, it will be his responsibility to ensure that you and he are at the Redhill Assizes on Monday the 11th at ten o'clock. That’s in one week’s time, and, of course, I wish you the very best of luck.”


Chapter 26: Adjudication

One week… The atmosphere in the house became tense as both excitement and apprehension built. Emily saw very little of Miles during that week, but her regime, as imposed by the ever-conscientious Martha, was as pernickety and exacting as before with Oscar playing his part with his usual enthusiasm.

All went well until the Friday before the court session when a very agitated Hempstead presented himself at Woodhouse Stables wanting to talk to Emily. Miles met him at the door and, compared to their first meeting, was exceedingly courteous; he didn’t even ask the purpose of the meeting.

Martha escorted a rather bemused Hempstead up to Emily’s room, removed the tongue tab so she could speak, and left them alone.

“I have bad news,” he whispered so no-one outside the room could hear. “Giselle seems to have disappeared. She was supposed to come to see me this morning and when she didn’t show up, I sent a lad round to the stables to see why. Ida, your cook, sent a message back to say that she hasn’t been seen since Wednesday evening.”

“That means I can't prove adultery.”

“Shh!” hissed Hempstead, but Emily said that if Giselle has gone missing, Miles already knows. “What can we do?”

“What about your younger sister Clara? Will she know anything?”

“I don’t want her involved; already she’s risking her reputation by flirting with Oscar and I don’t want her admitting she knows anything of her brother-in-law’s misdeeds. I can speak to Martha again, but I doubt she’ll want to say anything against Miles; if this petition doesn’t go through, she’d be out on the street with nowhere to go. And I don’t think Ida will know anything anyway because she’s half-deaf.”

“Then all we can do is to hope the judge succeeds in getting Miles to tell the truth.”

“A forlorn hope, I'd say,” and Emily sank back against the wall, flipping the heavy tether chain out from behind her back with her elbow as she did so.

“I'm sorry, madam. We can but do our best. Until Monday,” and he tipped his hat and departed.

✽    ✽    ✽

Monday morning it was raining, but Miles, for one, was in high spirits. He covered Emily with a wool coat that was long enough to touch the ground and buttoned it closed up to her neck before escorting her from the house and into the waiting hired carriage. They sat facing each other, adversaries in a fight only one could win. Clara was there too, sitting beside Miles while the ever-austere William sat beside Emily, eyes fixed on the changing landscapes through the carriage window. Green fields and hedgerows merged into mills, factory yards, and, finally, rows of tenements, their once-red brick façades grimy with soot from coal fires.

The carriage clattered slowly along cobbled streets with the sound of hooves, iron wheels, and the shouting drivers filling the thick air, and as they neared the centre of the town, so the multitudes intensified with crowds of workers, street vendors, children, and servants all intent on their own aims and duties. Emily stared out the window at the women carrying baskets of flowers, the gentlemen in top hats and ladies in long dresses and bustles, a street performer with a small, terrified monkey sitting on his head, the beggars, and the prostitutes.

The court was a modern, three-storey building with stone quoins on its corners and a row of small, gabled windows relieving the roofline between several towers of ornamental chimneys. The carriage stopped beside wide oak doors standing open with the doorman in a dark uniform watching their arrival with interest. Miles alighted and lifted Emily to the ground before guiding her around the back of the carriage with a hand on her shoulder to join William and Clara. He knocked twice on the carriage door to rouse the driver and the carriage moved off to the sound of hooves and iron-rimmed wheels once more clattering on the cobbles.

Miles stepped away to talk to the doorman and Clara moved closer to Emily to pull her coat tighter over her shoulders. “I'm not coming in to see you lose your divorce petition. I have shops to visit, but, well… good luck I suppose.”

Emily gave her a pale smile. Why should she want the marriage dissolved? She has everything she wants with Miles and Oscar; reverting back to how things used to be would do nothing to improve her life and could do much to frustrate and restrict. She watched Clara walk away, swinging a market basket from her hand; the girl was almost skipping.

Miles beckoned from the entrance doors and William said, “Come…” with a hand on her back to guide her.

“The doorman says there a small anteroom where you can wait,” said Miles and directed Emily a few steps along a corridor. The doorman eyed her warily as she passed, only her face visible beneath the hood of her coat and that patterned by the steel bands of the head cage, and he watched as Miles opened the door into a tiny room no more than four feet square. Emily entered and sat on the bench seat opposite the door and Miles closed it with a solid ‘clunk’ as the lock engaged, opened a small, sliding panel to peep in at her, and then slid that shut again.

✽    ✽    ✽

Eric Hempstead and Doctor Simon McQuoid sat at a desk on the floor of the court looking across at Miles Cartwright sitting alone at a similar desk positioned on the far side of the central aisle. The court was packed and the level of noise in the building was more indicative of a house party than a court of law. A divorce case was still rare despite the recent law reforms and an excuse to witness the private side of family life once a marriage had broken down was proving to be an irresistible draw for many, especially as in this case, one of the parties was deemed insane.

“Prey be upstanding for Judge Grimmond,” called out the clerk, and loudly repeated the instruction before anyone took any notice. The judge entered, an aged man with a thick, black beard that looked comical beneath his white wig. He sat, placed a sheath of papers at his side, and gazed at the floor of the court.

“We appear to be missing the plaintiff.”

“M’lord,” began Miles. “My wife, Mrs Emily Cartwright is insane and, I believe, not an appropriate person to allow onto the floor of this court.”

“But she is here?”

“She is, m’lord. I have her secured in a holding room.”

“M’lord,” called out Hempstead rising. “It has been shown that the committal certificate for Mrs Cartwright was wrongly issued and an appeal has been lodged with the Lunacy Commission to withdraw it.”

“I see that… I have it here. Doctor Dankworth makes several observations regarding Mrs Cartwright and I see you're not challenging all of them.”

“No, m’lord. Only those that may lead to her incarceration in an asylum.”

“You don’t consider onanism a symptom of hysterical insanity then?”

McQuoid stood beside Hempstead. “Doctor McQuoid, m’lord, medical practitioner for the village of Cinderfield. I have known Emily Cartwright since she was a child and accept that in some cases, onanism can suggest hysteria, but by itself, is not generally considered a strong enough indicator of the disease to warrant incarceration in an asylum. In Mrs Cartwright’s case, I can categorically state that she shows no signs of the disease and at worst can only really be diagnosed with a compromised personality trait relating to the onanism.”

“M'lord,” said Miles jumping to his feet. “I beg to disagree with Doctor McQuoid. I’m sure I know her a lot better than he does and I find her aggressive and rebellious, common indications of feminine hysteria, but all this talk is irrelevant because she has been diagnosed with the disease and that diagnosis and the resulting committal certificate is still extant.”

“I decide what is irrelevant in my court, Mr Cartwright. Tell me, is Mrs Cartwright rational and lucid? Does she understand what she’s saying.”

“Well, yes, but the conditions of her treatment must be observed and one of those requires her to remain silent.”

The judge smiled. “I'm sure that is what you'd like, Mr Cartwright, but it’s necessary to hear her testimony and I require you to bring her before this court.”

“As you wish,” grumbled Miles and nodded to William who left to fetch her. When she entered, William led her to stand next to Miles – a mysterious figure swathed almost entirely in black with nothing but her face visible beneath the hood and that patterned by the head cage. She moved slowly with the sound of her shackle chain hidden beneath her coat knocking against the floorboards as she walked.

“Is it necessary that she be so clothed?” asked the judge and Miles gave a casual shrug.

“She’s subject to the conditions of her treatment, m’lord, and those conditions require that she be kept naked and subdued in order to promote an agreeable attitude. You will have noticed the restraint fitted to her face; it’s to prevent her raving and to protect her carers from being bitten.”

“Indeed. And it prevents her from talking intelligibly?”

“To release her mouth would be in contravention of the treatment plan prepared by her doctor.”

“Is Mrs Cartwright’s doctor here today?”

“No, m’lord.”

“Then I will take responsibility. Allow her to speak; and remove the hood of her coat so she can look around the court.”

Miles reluctantly pulled back her hood to gasps from the public gallery as the extent of the head cage was revealed. Then he released the clips of the chin strap and removed the mouth piece that was keeping her silent.

“Thank you, my lord,” said Emily. Then she looked at McQuoid and Hempstead and smiled, but the expression didn’t touch her eyes. “Would you mind, my lord, if I sat with my council?”

The judge nodded and she stepped across the aisle with the accompanying clattering sound of her shackles to stand next to McQuoid.

“Are you feeling all right,” he asked quietly and she gave a soft sigh.

“I'm fine…” she whispered and looked at the judge.

“Mr Cartwright, I expected you to remove that cage from your wife’s head.”

“I regret, m’lord, that is not possible. After repeated escape attempts, I have found it necessary to rivet my wife’s restraints in place to ensure she remains secure.”

“And you, Mrs Cartwright, are you satisfied to continue as you are?” Emily looked at McQuoid and Hempstead, and then nodded to the judge. “Very well, then… Mrs Cartwright, your petition claims adultery between Mr Cartwright and your housekeeper, Mademoiselle Giselle Laurent.”

“Yes, my lord. I could plainly hear them in the night in my husband’s bedroom; it was next to mine.”

“But never actually saw them together?”

“No, my lord. Mr Cartwright would lock my bedroom door every evening so I couldn’t leave.”

“Mr Cartwright… What say you to this accusation?”

“My lord, it is ludicrous. Why would I choose to entertain a lady within earshot of my wife?”

“Because you knew she was powerless to intercede?” suggested the judge. Then, turning back to Emily, “And your petition claims that Mademoiselle Laurent is prepared to attest to your husband’s infidelity.”

Hempstead stood at that moment. “That was the case, m’lord, but unfortunately Mademoiselle Laurent seems to be missing. She’s not been seen for the last five days.”

“Missing,” repeated the judge and looked searching at Miles who remained passive and inscrutable. “So, you have no witness of your husband’s infidelity.”

Emily looked close to crying as she stared back at the judge and murmured, “No, my lord.”

“In that case,” said the judge, “I fear this is going to be a very short trial; I have little option but…”

“My lord,” called out Hempstead suddenly. “May I ask for a short recess so that I might confer with my client.”

“And can such a conference possibly be profitable?”

“I hope so, m’lord.”

“Thirty minutes,” said the judge and stood to leave the court.

“Clara…” said McQuoid. “She’s your only hope.”

“I can't involve her in something this sordid.”

“If you don’t, you risk everything. You could be subjected to your husband’s spiteful retribution for the rest of your life.”

“But she’s a child.”

“She’s old enough to know what’s been going on. She only has to say she’s heard Giselle in his room; surly that’s not too much to ask of her? If you don’t involve her, you'll be powerless to prevent Clara being influenced by your husband in the future.”

That seemed to jolt Emily into a realisation that Clara was the last hope for both of them. “I don’t even know where she is, she was going to look in some shops.”

“I’ll see if I can find her,” said McQuoid and jumped up quickly before Emily could raise more objections.

✽    ✽    ✽

Hempstead and Emily sat in silence to watch the judge re-enter the court and settle himself on his podium.

“Court is now in session,” said the clerk and the judge stared at Hempstead. “Is your client now satisfied?”

“No, m’lord. Could I ask for a further recess? A day or two perhaps.”

“No, Mr Hempstead. I cannot delay this case further just because you find yourself unprepared because it impacts on other cases awaiting resolution. If you have nothing more to add, I shall give my ruling and we can all move on. I'm sorry, Mrs Cartwright. I have sympathy for your plight, but without evidence I can do nothing.”

“My Lord,” cried McQuoid bursting into the courtroom and struggling with his breath. “I have located another witness I should like you to hear,” and a few seconds later, Clara entered behind him.

“No, m’lord. She’s just a child,” cried out Miles, but Clara disagreed.

“I'm not a child. I’m sixteen years old. I'm old enough to get married and have children.”

“Indeed,” said the judge. “Please take a seat in the witness box and take the oath.”

“I am Clara Hart and I'm Emily’s sister,” she said after swearing on the bible.

“And you live in the same house?”

“Oh yes. I have a bedroom on the other side of Miles’ to Emily’s.”

“So, you are able to hear things in your step-father’s room.”

“I protest,” shouted Miles. “The child is biased. She’ll say anything to help her sister.”

“That’s not true. I've done everything you’ve told me to do with Emily. Sometimes I even lock that wooden dildo thing into her at night so she can't move just because you like being mean to her.”

“Thank you, Miss Hart; and you, Mr Cartwright, I’ll thank you to remain silent and seated.”

“This isn't right,” he muttered, but then sat and stared hard at Clara.

“So, I’ll ask you again, Miss Hart. Are you able to hear things that happen in your step-father’s room.”

“Oh yes, but I don’t have to; I was there.”

“You were in Mr Cartwright’s room with Miss Laurent?”

“Oh yes, quite often.”

“Clara,” cried out Emily. “Don’t say anymore.”

“It’s alright. Miles told me it was alright because he’s my guardian now, and anyway, I wasn’t doing what Giselle was. I was just touching and kissing, and sometimes sucking on his willy.”

Miles was now staring straight ahead at a blank wall while Emily had her head buried in her folded arms – Clara, on the other hand, was like a runaway train.

“That’s alright, isn't it? Oscar tells me it’s alright too and that I can't get pregnant just sucking him.”

“So, Miss Hart. Just to be quite sure, you were actually in the same room as Mr Cartwright while he was engaged in coitus with Miss Laurent.”

“I would say about two or three times a week for all the weeks Miles had Emily locked up in the attic,” she added.

“Thank you. You may take a seat in the public gallery.”

“But he never did what you said to me, that coitus thing… He never did that to me in case I got pregnant. I’d just have to sit and watch them, and then, when I complained, all Miles would say was do it yourself.”

“Clara, that’s enough,” called out Emily.

“Why should I? Everyone was getting satisfaction except me. Giselle and Miles were so busy they didn’t have time for me once they got going and I'd just feel left out, and upstairs you were alright with Oscar doing you every day and then having that dildo locked inside you every night. I know that’s not the same and you couldn’t exactly give yourself an orgasm with it, but it made you want to, didn’t it?”

“Miss Hart,” said the judge. “You would do well to listen to your sister and take a seat in the gallery at this juncture.”

Clara had been enjoying the attention and looked at the judge sourly as she exited the witness box and sat by herself on the end of a row.

“And now, Mr Cartwright, do you have anything you’d like to add to the witness’s statement, and I must warn you that I will consider any more lies to be perjury and that is punishable with a prison sentence.”

Miles looked defeated and shook his head.

“In that case, my ruling is that the adultery by Mr Cartwright and Giselle Laurent has been proved. That leaves the second part of this petition, namely that Mr Cartwright displayed cruelty towards Mrs Cartwright during their marriage. What say you to that charge, Mr Cartwright?”

“I have never acted with anything but my wife’s best interests in mind. I accept that some of the conditions of her treatment may appear to uninformed persons to be somewhat restrictive, demanding even, but everything that was done was in accordance with Doctor Dankworth’s treatment programme.”

“Do you carry a copy of this programme?”

“I do, m’lord,” said Miles and passed a folded leaf of paper to the judge who then read it carefully for the next few minutes.

“It says that Mrs Cartwright should be deprived of clothes and any forms of comforts, and secured in a plain room with minimal external stimuli. Does that mean she has been locked into the room?”

“No, m’lord. Her door was never locked.”

McQuoid jumped to his feet to complain that Mr Cartwright was being misleading. “It’s true that her door was never locked, but that’s irrelevant because she was chained to the wall, initially by her collar and then later by that head cage. Furthermore, her hands have been rendered useless and her legs shackled.”

“All to promote a sense of docility and obedience so that the treatment becomes more effective,” said Miles.

“In her petition, Mrs Cartwright mentions unreasonable restraints including the head cage and being immobilised each night by having a dildo locked to her thighs. I don’t see such restraints itemised on the doctor’s treatment programme.”

“No, m’lord. They were my ideas to help my wife remain calm throughout the night. Such measures have since been examined by Doctor Dankworth and he has congratulated me on my efforts.”

“Doctor Dankworth worked in Lunatic Asylums fifty years ago when such measures were often used, but medical practice is very different today,” said McQuoid. “This is the basis of my complaint to the commissionaires; that is that Doctor Dankworth is now an unregistered practitioner who’s training and techniques have never been updated.”

The judge turned to address Emily. “It seems to me that any cruelty inflicted upon you can be attributed to Doctor Dankworth and not Mr Cartwright.”

Miles grinned. “That’s so. That’s exactly right. I have only been following the programme I was given.”

“My Lord,” called McQuoid standing up. “Doctor Dankworth is a fool, a compassionless and outdated fool, but it is the procedures and torments that Miles Cartwright has inflicted upon his wife that go far beyond what Doctor Dankworth specified that should be considered cruel.”

Miles jumped to his feet, but the judge reiterated that he should sit and be silent while McQuoid spoke.

“Her restraints go far beyond what is required to keep her secure and have all been riveted to her body instead of locked in place, thus dispelling any hope she may have that they'd eventually be removed. The nightly dildo locked to her thighs to immobilise her legs is there solely to torment, as are the restraints applied to her hands. And then the method of her more intimate treatments has been devised by Mr Cartwright with the aim of maximising Mrs Cartwright embarrassment and debasement. Vulval massages, vaginal douches, and anal enemas have all been administered by young boys from her own stables instead of by professionals. Finally, may I draw your attention to one particular occurrence when Mr Cartwright seated Emily on a horse with her only means of maintaining her balance being a rigid dildo fixed to her saddle. Seated thus, she was tormented by trotting around the exercise yard for more than an hour with no way to moderate her movements on the dildo.”

“It was to decongest her,” called out Miles.

“Mrs Cartwright, are your movements restricted beneath you coat?” asked the judge and Emily nodded. “And would you please show the court your restrictions?”

“Someone else will need to remove my coat,” she said and turned to McQuoid. He hesitated but a moment before unfastening the buttons and sliding the garment from her shoulders.

Judge Grimmond stared at her shackles, the bands about her thighs locked together beneath her crotch, and her hands encased in the metal boxes and hanging from her teats, and then asked McQuoid to replace her coat. He was quiet for what seemed like an excessively long time just staring at her caged face and then pronounced: “I find the accusations by Mrs Emily Cartwright against her husband, Mr Miles Cartwright to be proved insomuch as Mr Cartwright has been found to have committed adultery and also to have employed excessive cruelty when treating Mrs Cartwright for the disease of hysteria. Therefore, I pronounce that this marriage is hereby dissolved. And now, Mr Cartwright,” said the judge. “You have been cruel and deceptive towards your wife, but Mrs Cartwright is your wife no longer and any further interference towards her person or possessions by you will be dealt with by the law. In accordance with the 1882 Property Act, all property gained by Mrs Cartwright during marriage or owned by her before marriage now reverts to her sole ownership. I understand that particularly applies to Woodhouse Stables, which was in Mrs Cartwright’s sole possession before your marriage. You, sir, own your own property, namely Lower Bridge Farm in Lowerbridge, and you are, therefore, required to vacate Woodhouse Stables. I’ll give you until Thursday to complete your move. Do you have any questions?”

“No m’lord,” he answered quietly.

“Now,” said the judge turning to Emily. “What to do with you?”

“As Emily’s physician, I would be happy to accept responsibility for her health and to ensure she’s resettled at Woodhouse Stables.”

The judge regarded McQuoid closely. “Thank you for your offer, but I'm afraid it’s not that simple. Perhaps Mrs Cartwright and her council should reconvene in my private chambers to examine her situation more closely.”

With that, the judge rose and left through a side door. Emily looked at McQuoid and Hempstead, who both returned blank stares, and then at Cartwright to meet his malevolent glare as he followed William from the room. Clara, too, watched him leave and then smiled at Emily, but the atmosphere was unsettling and Emily shivered.

The judge’s office was smaller than expected and with Emily, McQuoid and Hempstead in it, felt crowded. They sat and looked across a desk littered with papers and brown folders tied up with red ribbons at the judge, who seemed tired and regretful.

“Well…” he said. “You have won your divorce and I am completely satisfied it’s justified, however, you still have a problem: Mrs Cartwright is still legally diagnosed as insane and has been committed to an asylum. I can't just ignore that fact.”

“But I've already explained that the diagnosis was flawed and there’s nothing wrong with her. A request that the committal be cancelled is with the Lunacy Commission even now.”

“And that’s where the problem lies. Do you have any idea how long it’s going to take before someone from the commission interrogates Mrs Cartwright’s committal? I happen to know of a similar case and it’s already been three years. I'm sorry Mrs Cartwright; I have no alternative but to comply with this certificate and until your committal is cancelled, as I'm sure it will be, I must order that you be interned in an appropriate asylum.”

“But… But this is ridiculous. Can't we bring this matter before the courts to have it resolved?”

“You could try, Doctor McQuoid. Technically, that right is still available to you, but I have to warn you that the Lunacy Act of 1845 passed control of all asylums to the Lunacy Commissioners and you'll find the courts very reluctant to intervene.”

“So, Emily has to go with you now?”

“With me, no… But I have made arrangements with a suitable establishment in anticipation of just such an outcome. I shall send for them now and they’ll be here in about two hours. Meanwhile, I regret that Mrs Cartwright will need to await their arrival in one of our detention rooms.”


Chapter 27: Prevailed and Committed

Sergeant Harry Buckthorpe had ridden the seven miles on a fool’s errand. Why were they so concerned about her? She wasn’t even English. So, what if she did decide to leave for pastures new? Anyway, it was too late now. They wanted her to give evidence in a court case, but that’s all settled now, so what was the point?

“This is it sarge,” said the young constable. “Lower Bridge Farm,” he added pointing to the painted sign on the end of a narrow, rutted lane.

It was another quarter-mile before they arrived at the house, a red-brick, two-storey property with a tiled roof, suggesting it was of relatively recent construction. Opposite was a barn and beside that, a stable range and some smaller outbuildings. They’d passed no horses in the paddocks and, as yet, no humans.

“It’s very quiet,” said the constable. “Where do you think they are?”

“How on earth should I know,” snapped Harry. He dismounted, tied the reins over a rail, and knocked on the kitchen door. “No-one in,” he moaned and turned away when nobody answered.

“Yes, there is. Can't you hear ‘em. Someone inside is shouting.”

Sergeant Buckthorpe pushed open the door and the constable was right: a woman was calling from somewhere on the upper floor.

“Giselle Laurent?” he asked peeping around a door jamb at a girl sitting on the edge of a bed.

“Oui, I am Giselle. Miles did this,” and she kicked out a leg to show the constable her metal ankle cuff and its chain locked to the bed frame.

“Have you been here all this time? Where is Mr Cartwright now?”

“He has gone to see his father at the church. His father is the vicar.”

“Right,” said Buckthorpe sitting down beside her. “They were expecting you to give evidence in court last Monday.”

“Miles told me that in the end it made no difference. Emily won her divorce; she must be very happy. Miles thought it best that I didn’t attend the court,” and she kicked her leg out again to rattle the chain.

“This is illegal imprisonment, you know. I can arrest Mr Cartwright for this.”

“You can't… Laurent is my maiden name. We married when we were still in Paris. He’s been a good husband, but then he saw the chance of taking possession of Woodhouse Stables, and you know the rest. But I didn’t think he’d treat Emily like that. I thought we could just keep our earlier marriage secret and all just live happily together, but Miles wanted to push Emily aside while avoiding divorcing her, and now it’s all gone wrong.”

“Well, Mrs, er… Giselle Cartwright, perhaps I can't arrest Mr Cartwright for your imprisonment, but under the Offences Against the Person Act of 1861, I can arrest him for bigamy. Furthermore, because you had knowledge of the offence, under the Accessories and Abettors Act of the same year, that makes you liable just as if you committed the bigamy yourself, so I'm going to have to arrest you too.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Simon McQuoid rode up to the gates and read the words spread above them in wrought iron lettering like a banner: Mrs Beston’s Charitable Asylum for Young Ladies. He tugged a bell-pull and heard a distant ringing somewhere in the lodge, and a porter emerged from a dark doorway.

“Name…”

“Doctor Simon McQuoid.”

The man seemed displeased to find McQuoid’s name on the list he was holding and sourly unlocked the gates.

“Stables are to the right,” he said and locked the gates once the doctor was inside.

A pretty girl no older than Emily with a short blonde hair and a narrow chin met the doctor at the door and they entered the reception office.

“I've come to see Emily Cartwright,” and the girl consulted her list.

“I'm sorry, doctor, you must be mistaken. We have no-one of that name here.”

“That’s not what the matron said last week when I made the appointment. She said come back in a week and charged me a crown.”

“Oh, you mean Emily Hart.”

McQuoid relaxed. Emily had reverted to her maiden name.

“We've put her in a private room for you. Number 18 along the corridor.”

“Thank you,” and he picked up his cane and walked in the indicated direction along a corridor painted nicotine yellow. Strange sounds emanated from behind closed doors, not only voices but surprised cries and low moans. Number 18. He knocked on the door and then turned the knob and entered to be greeted by Emily’s smile.

She was dressed in a fancy, knee-length skirt and bodice that was all red lace and frills and her only restraint was an iron collar around her neck with a chain locked to a ring behind the bed. McQuoid tried to ignore it and asked how she was.

“Bored, but otherwise quite well. They won't give me any books to read; they say I need complete rest.”

“But you’ve got your hands back and no head cage.”

“Well spotted. They had to grind the rivets away to remove them and it took ages. No shackles on my legs either, just this tether chain to keep me where they put me. However, they have left those little adornments Miles fitted through my teats; they considered them just ornamentation, so they’ve left them in place.”

“Are they treating you well?”

“They are treating me in accordance with medical guidelines – feminine hysteria: decongest fanny – which is more than can be said for much of Miles’ treatment regime.”

“I suppose that’s only to be expected.”

“Oh, it’s done in a very professional manner by the ward’s matron who has the touch of an Irish navvy, but sometimes she delegates to a little blonde girl called May who looks like an elf.”

McQuoid smiled. “I've met her; she’s working in reception.”

“Well, she’s alright; we have quite good discussions sometimes if she’s not too busy. She used to work in a bakery kneading bread and she says the experience serves her well for this job.”

“Are they treating you for… you know, what you did?”

“Are they treating me for a tendency to self-stimulate? Yes, they are, thank you for asking. Their efforts are directed towards discouraging the practice using mechanical means,” and when McQuoid looked confused, “An iron belt between my legs to stop me touching myself just as Doctor Dankworth had specified, but it’s not fitted at present. I should be grateful that that’s their preferred treatment; May tells me that some asylums use distraction therapy. She says they shave a person’s head and then use croton oil on their scalp. It causes the skin to blister and the person becomes much too engrossed with rubbing their head to think about rubbing anywhere else.”

McQuoid winced… “But you say you're not wearing the iron belt now, though?”

Emily gave him a curious look. “No… They took it off because you paid a crown to see me.”

“Is that how these meeting usually work?”

“If the girl is unattached; like if she’s not married or betrothed. It’s why you find me dressed up like this instead of clothed in the usual grey cotton smocks.”

“What if the girl objects?”

“They don’t. Either they're happy with the arrangement or they dare not complain.”

“That doesn’t sound very humanitarian for an institution that prides itself on its modern thinking.”

Emily shrugged. “A crown’s a lot of money and, anyway, we are all lunatics in here.”

McQuoid realised that Emily was trying to make light of her incarceration, but the implication she was alluding to was real enough. “I've not heard back from the commission yet.”

“It’s much too early. Perhaps write to them again next June to see if you can hurry them along.”

“This is serious, Emily. You shouldn’t be in here.”

“I am not really finding it amusing.”

“I've spoken to Dankworth again, but he’s reluctant to do anything and, in any case, there’s very little he can do. He says that once a committal certificate has been issued, the only people who can cancel it are the commissioners. I've even asked him to write to the board and admit that he’d made a mistake, but he won't.” McQuoid thought she might start crying, but the news was no worse than she expected.

“How is Clara and who’s looking after the stables?”

“Clara’s fine. She’s been made a ward of court, so technically, the court is now her guardian until she’s twenty-one. Harold, your old stud groom, is running the stables in your absence and Ida is acting as housekeeper. Everything is working fine there.”

“No need for me at all then.”

“We’re all missing you, Emily. In fact, there’s something I’d like to ask you. It might seem odd that I should choose now when you're so… so inconvenienced, but, well, I've been thinking about it for a long time, although the question has not been appropriate before.”

She turned to look at him and felt herself begin to tremble as a whole life’s worth of possibilities started to bubble up through her consciousness.

“I don’t mean it’s been inappropriate to think about it, of course; I mean it would have been inappropriate to actually act upon the thoughts. No… that wouldn’t have been appropriate at all, but now you're a free woman. Oh Christ… Sorry… Now you're no longer married is what I meant. Oh dear; this is coming out all wrong. What I mean is that it’s not been at all possible before, and it is not really possible now, but once the commissioners have acted and you're back at Woodhouse, and everything is how it should be, and you're fully recovered from your ordeal, then would be the proper time to ask you, but I can't wait that long, and…”

“Yes…”

“What?” asked McQuoid as his confused state slowly resolved itself.

“Yes,” she said and wrapped her arms around his neck to kiss him.

✽    ✽    ✽

Emily and Simon McQuoid spent the rest of the afternoon sitting side-by-side on the small, iron-framed bed talking, often in their excitement at the same time, and it was only when May knocked on the door at five o'clock that they paused for breath. She asked if they were decent and McQuoid smiled and opened the door, something that Emily couldn’t do because of the length of her tether.

“You'll have to leave now, doctor; visiting hours are over.”

“Thank you, May.” And then because he couldn’t control his excitement: “Emily has just accepted my proposal of marriage.”

“Oh,” exclaimed May. “Oh, well, congratulations, sir, and to you Miss Hart.”

“Thank you, May,” said Emily with a grin so wide it was making speech difficult.

“I'm afraid you'll still have to leave,” and then after a glance at Emily, “Perhaps in five minutes or so.”

Five minutes later, McQuoid walked through the reception hall with a light step and a popular tune playing in his head when a large, severe-looking woman appeared in the doorway of the reception office.

“Doctor McQuoid. May has just told me your news. Cause for celebration, I believe.”

“Indeed. Thank you, matron.”

“May I ask when you intend this event to occur?”

“We don’t know yet. It all depends upon when the commissioners get around to cancelling her committal certificate.”

“Oh… You intend to wait that long?”

McQuoid looked confused. “I’d assumed we’d have no choice.”

“Not so. You are quite entitled to marry Miss Hart any time you wish. In fact, it’s quite a common occurrence because it makes the woman’s release so much more likely.”

“I'm sorry. I don’t understand. Please explain.”

“It’s all very well seeking a cancellation of her committal certificate, but that could take years. I would suggest that a much better route would be to petition the asylum superintendent for her release. I believe such a petition stands a good chance of being successful, and I say that for several reasons. Firstly, as her husband, legally speaking you also become her guardian and responsible for her welfare and behaviour, hence the right in law for a husband to discipline his wife and, if the occasion demands, to restrict her movements even to the extent of using mechanical means. Responsibility for ensuring that her insanity, if indeed she is insane and I know that is in doubt in Miss Hart’s case… responsibility for ensuring that her insanity doesn’t impact society in any way, therefore, passes to you. She is, in essence, released into your care.

“The second reason I believe such a petition would likely be successful is purely medicinal. It’s been proved time and time again that the most successful way to cure a woman suffering from hysteria, and particularly an onanist with a persistent tendency to self-abuse, is to subject her to frequent marital relations. Such interactions relieve the woman of the excessive secretions that can accumulate within her pelvis before they pose a risk to her health. We do our best here to treat such women and, I do believe, we do as well as any, but we can't compete with the attentions of a devoted husband and I have no doubt you'll be able to cure Miss Hart most effectively and in a purely natural manner. Thirdly, you are a physician and I can’t think of a better partner to care for Miss Hart’s health. And finally, it’s plain to anyone reading your petition to the Lunacy Commission that the certificate was illegally compiled. The asylum superintendent does not have the authority to cancel that certificate, but merely being aware of it and your petition to cancel must colour his judgement to some extent when he’s considering Miss Hart’s release.”


Chapter 28: A Last Judgement

In the event, Emily’s discharge from Mrs Beston’s Charitable establishment proved to be as easy as writing to the asylum’s superintendent, and then marrying the girl. They even allowed the actual wedding to take place at St Mary’s in her home village of Cinderfield, an event attended by most of the village.

After the marriage, Simon took his new bride not away on honeymoon, but to Woodhouse Stables, the place she most wanted to be in the whole world and, at the same time, the place she dreaded walking through more than anywhere else.

“The lads have already seen you,” explained Simon. “They were all at the wedding.”

“But to actually be there with them, in the place where they did all those things to me, I don’t know that I can do it.”

Arriving at the house with Martha and Ida was no problem. Both had been sitting in the front pews during the wedding and both showed only gratitude that Emily was once more living among them.

As for the stable’s staff, Harold, the old stud groom, and Henry Evans, the smith, came up to the house to enjoy half a gill of whisky with Simon and to offer their congratulations to Emily. Harold was as jovial as ever and seemed perfectly at ease in their presence even to the extent of relating amusing incidents that occurred during her absence; and that was the only time he referred directly to Emily not being present and in control of the stables. Evans, however, was a different matter. He seemed stricken with guilt for riveting her restraints in place in lieu of padlocks, and was particularly regretful for crimping her encased hands where he did. At one point, while they were talking alone in the library, he actually started crying and it was Emily who found herself doing the consoling; not at all what she imagined.

And then Emily and Simon, accompanied by Harold and Henry, walked slowly down to the stables, across the exercise yard where Emily had ridden Filo, through a range, and into the stable yard where the stable lads and farmhands had gathered. There were ten of them ranging from teenagers to the old lags in their sixties, and they cheered and clapped when Emily appeared. Simon had arranged a barrel of Cinderfield’s finest brew and over the course of an hour or so, each came to congratulate her on her marriage and to tell her how happy they were to see her well and with them again, many whispering that they never did like Miles Cartwright.

Finally, Emily walked back past Filo’s stall and spent several minutes patting the beast, pleased to see that her special saddle was no longer anywhere to be seen.

And what of Clara? Simon left the sisters alone in the drawing room to talk after the initial excitement had subsided, and Emily sat while Clara seemed agitated. She was walking back and forth across the room, sometimes stopping to gaze out of the window, and then stopping beside the book case to stare blindly at the splines.

“Clara, talk to me; tell me what is wrong.”

It was several minutes later that Clara suddenly announced, “It was me…”

“What was?”

“It was me that gave Giselle the dildo to leave in your room.”

“I know that. You’ve already told me that.”

“And it was me that broke the ball off the end and just pushed it back on. I was cross with you… I thought it was just a funny way to pay you back for those things you said about Oscar. I didn’t expect it to escalate as it did. If I hadn’t have done it, you'd never have needed a doctor, Miles would never have known about your… you know… Doctor Dankworth would never have seen you, and you’d never have been diagnosed as insane. It was all my fault.”

“You… You caused me all those weeks… You almost got me incarcerated for the rest of my life!”

“I know… I'm sorry, Emily. Really, I am.”

Emily just stared at her little sister. Sorry… The word hung in her mind like an echo that wouldn’t diminish. This was surely taking teenage rebellion to new levels, but then she calmed. The deed was spiteful and mischievous, but it was never intended to be cruel.

“Well, you were right. Oscar wasn’t a very nice person after all and I don’t want to see him ever again.”

Emily was still just staring at her; her little sister; the bane of her life. She was trying to think of something that Clara had done that might go some way to redeeming her character. “At least you were there when I needed you the most; in the court giving the evidence that ending my marriage to Miles.”

“It wasn’t even a proper marriage because he was already married.”

“That’s true.”

“Will he get into trouble for that?”

“He most certainly will if they ever find him. Giselle and his father have already been prosecuted as accessories; Giselle has been sentenced to a year in Millbank Prison and the Reverend Bendict Cartwright has been committed to an asylum for assessment. Simon says the judge considered him quite mad. Giselle’s sentence was reduced because at the end, she tried to help me end my marriage to him, but she’s not going to like prison. The discipline is very strict and they're not allowed to talk, the building’s damp, the food is only bread and gruel, and she’ll miss her fine clothes. Life is going to be hard for her and I feel sorry for her because she’s not really a bad person; she just met the wrong man. If they ever find him, Miles’ sentence is likely to be much more because his offence was done with the added intent to steal Woodhouse from me.”

“When I stood up in court and told everyone what had been happening, I didn’t really think it was very important. It all happened after Doctor Dankworth had diagnosed you as insane and Miles told me that meant you couldn’t properly be considered to be his wife anymore and it was alright if he transferred his affections to Giselle. He told me too that it was alright if I went to bed with him and Giselle because he was my legal guardian and it was his job to look after me and teach me about life. I now know that was wrong too.”

Clara relaxed in an armchair that spread her skirts out in a broad swathe before her. “Well, I'm glad it’s all over now, but I still think you shouldn’t have said those things about Oscar. I can see now that what Miles was doing was wrong, but that doesn’t apply to Oscar; we weren’t doing anything wrong. I’m not stupid, you know… I wasn’t going to let him do that coitus thing with me. I am actually old enough to know what I'm doing.”

“Are you?”

✽    ✽    ✽

Martha placed the tea tray on the small side table at the top of the stairs to tap on the bedroom door and a sleepy voice from within invited her to enter.

“Good morning, sir, madam…”

“Morning, Martha. What time is it?” asked Emily.

“It’s eight, madam.”

“Already,” murmured Simon beside her. “What did we do last night?”

Emily giggled and watched Martha’s embarrassment as she placed a tea cup and saucer on the bedside table. “Thank you, Martha.”

The maid walked around the bed to place the second cup beside Simon. “The post has come early today, sir,” and she stood an envelope up beside the cup. “It’s from the county assizes, sir.”

“Is it, indeed?” and he waited until Martha left the room before he reached for the letter. “Your maid is unnecessarily observant.”

“She only saw the crest on the envelope. What’s it say?”

“It’s from Judge Grimmond…” Simon read through the entire text before adding, “He says he wants us to attend the county offices in Redhill on Friday at two in the afternoon and we’re to bring Clara with us.”

“What do you think he wants?”

“Well, he’s Clara’s guardian, so he probably wants to agree some sort of a plan for her. Perhaps he wants to know whether she’s thought what she wants to do after leaving school next term.”

“She thinks she’ll just live here and work in the stables. Horses are all she ever talks about. Horses and boys. Well, boys mainly.”

Friday: the weather was warmer and much dryer than their last visit, but the grimy streets looked just the same.

“Why can't you be my guardian?” Clara asked Simon. “This is silly going all the way to Redhill every time he wants to talk to me.”

“I have actually discussed that with Simon,” said Emily. “We’ll ask Judge Grimmond. We don’t see a problem with that so long as you do as I say next time.”

“Yeah, like a good little girl.”

“It won't work if you don’t, Clara,” warned Simon. “And I advise you to be ultra-respectful to the judge when you talk to him; he holds your next five years in his power and he may be less pliable than Emily.”

The hansom cab dropped them outside the county offices and the porter showed the three of them into the same small office as before. They settled and ten minutes later, Judge Grimmond and another man entered, the newcomer making the judge’s five-foot-nine-frame look huge by comparison.

“Doctor and Mrs McQuoid, welcome, and Clara. Allow me to introduce Doctor Evans.”

“A fellow physician,” said McQuoid and held out his hand.

“Not quite,” said Evans. He was shorter than Clara and had a surprisingly high-pitched voice. “I am what they call an alienist; I treat the mind. I'm here to talk with Clara.”

Judge Grimmond rested against the desk while Evans took the last remaining chair, leaned forward to rest his hands on his knees, and peered at Clara through the thick lenses of his spectacles.

“Clara, I have read the transcript of your sister’s court proceeding and I have to say I share the judge’s concerns. You're sixteen years old…”

“Sixteen and six months,” said Clara.

“And you became sexually involved with your then stepfather, Mr Miles Cartwright, and his supposed mistress Giselle Laurent. Is that not so?”

“Doctor Evans,” said Emily. “Everyone knows that Miles was a wicked man who corrupted everything he touched.”

“That is what concerns us, madam.”

“But he’s gone now and Clara is with us; we can ensure she leads a chaste and respectable life.”

Evans turned back to Clara. “You shared your stepfather’s bed with him and Giselle?”

“Miles told me it would be all right because he was my new guardian and would ensure nothing untoward occurred; and he was right, too; I am still a virgin. You can check if you want?”

“That won't be necessary. I believe you, Clara. So, how often did this happen?”

“Well, all the weeks that Emily was in the little attic room and sometimes before that when Emily was locked in her old bedroom. He’d invite me to join them I suppose about three times a week.”

“And you'd watch Mr Cartwright and Giselle making love?”

Clara nodded.

“Did you ever join in?”

“No, not when they were doing that. I didn’t want to get pregnant, but I did when they were doing other things.”

“Like oral sex?”

Clara looked confused and Evans clarified. “Did you take Mr Cartwright’s erect member in your mouth?”

“Oh, yes. I did that. I liked doing that and used to do it often with Oscar.”

Evans looked at Emily, but she was looking at her feet with her head in her hands.

“Oscar is a boy from the village that she used to meet at the stables in the evening,” offered McQuoid.

“Oscar told me I couldn’t get pregnant by doing that.”

“That is indeed so,” murmured Evans. “Tell me what you were doing while Mr Cartwright and Giselle were love-making.”

“Clara…” whispered Emily by way of a warning, but Clara spoke anyway.

“You mean while they were both having orgasms? You see, I know… Doctors say girls can't have orgasms, that they can't feel the same drives and passions, and have paroxysms instead, but I know they're exactly the same thing. And why shouldn’t I have an orgasm if they're having one. Even Emily used to give them to herself.”

“So, you would rub yourself until you felt your body spasm? Did you do this at other times?”

“Yes,” she stated defiantly. “Sometimes, and Oscar would sometimes do it to me too.”

“And you still do it?”

Her truculent expression was answer enough.

Evans looked over his shoulder at Judge Grimmond and the Judge cleared his throat. “Mr and Mrs McQuoid, please excuse us for a few minutes,” and both he and Evans stood.

Emily jumped to her feet too, followed them from the room, and, once outside the office: “You can't do this, judge, not to Clara. It’ll destroy her life.”

“We are trying to do the best for her. She’s destroying her own life.”

“Mrs McQuoid,” said the little man. “Clara is showing several of the signs of advanced hysteria. If we don’t get her properly treated in a professional establishment, it won't just be her reputation that will suffer; her mind and body will be irreparably damaged”

“I've undergone that treatment, Doctor Evans, and I've been incarcerated in just such an asylum, and I can tell you it’s not what Clara needs and will damage her much more than any onanist tendencies she may have acquired. My husband is a medical practitioner and well capable of monitoring Clara’s health. Leave her in our care and together we can guide her to a responsible and respectable adulthood. Please, don’t take her away.”

“Well,” said Doctor Evans looking at the judge. “Her problems stem from an over-developed sexual appetite exacerbated by masturbation. If we just control the masturbation, that would, by definition, limit any other sexual activity and with the right guidance she may self-heal.”

“What are you suggesting?” asked the judge.

“A chastity device. Give Mr and Mrs McQuoid the responsibility for ensuring that she is always protected and you can periodically monitor her progress to determine whether or not we need to admit her into a professional establishment.”

“We could do that,” said Emily quickly.

“Do you have such a device with you, doctor?”

Evans grinned. “I always have several outside in the Brougham. It has all my supplies in a case strapped to the back and I'm sure I could find one that’s a snug fit.”

“Day and night, Mrs McQuoid…”

✽    ✽    ✽

Clara sat opposite Simon and Emily in the cab, squirming gently on the seat with the occasional click of metal links when the carriage went over a bump.

“Doctor Evans says he’ll see you again in a year, but he did warn you that the consultation will be to determine if more needs to be done; he’s unlikely to actually relax your conditions after so short a time.”

“He told me I need to wear it day and night…”

“We’ll remove it every morning. He’s told us that’s allowed so you can wash if we monitor you closely, but that we must refit it as soon as practicable; thirty minutes at the most.”

Clara didn’t look directly at either of her companions. “Is it always going to be this tight?”

“It’s non-adjustable,” said Simon, “And it has to be that tight to stop you being able to squeeze fingers beneath it.”

“But it’ll stop everything.”

“You mean the fumblings of boys?”

“It just isn't fair… And what if I want to get married.”

“If you marry, the judge will, of course, authorise its removal. But if you're saying you just want to be able to engage in some sort of sexual misbehaviour before marriage, then I'm afraid that’s just not going to happen, neither self-induced nor with any boy. Once you're twenty-one, then you'll be your own mistress, but until then, you're a ward of court and your behaviour is subject to the court’s oversight.”

“But I can't feel anything... I'm going to be sealed up  down there for the next four and a half years.  I’ll be no better than a female eunuch.”

“You’ll be a chaste lady.”

“Fuck…” murmured Clara, and she meant every word.
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The Service Wife

England, 1935, although perhaps not quite as we remember it…
Eighty years after the Victorians first began taking really positive steps to protect their womenfolk, women’s suffrage was finally beginning to ease their conditions. By that time, it would be unusual to see a woman on a leash, but they're still legally required to wear a metal collar identifying their responsible male and it would be a brave woman who defied convention and went out in public without her ankles shackled.
It's Kate’s birthday. She’s twenty-one and still single; time to attended the marriage bureau where prospective husbands search for a wife, but for Kate, it’s a tense time: anyone from a hereditary peer to a purchasing agent from the leisure and entertainments industry could bid for her. But Kate is special: she has the sort of brain that can design electronic equipment that detects aeroplanes flying forty miles away. It’s an uncommon trait in a girl and not really compatible with what her new master has in mind.

Fishing with the Service Girl

This story is a sequel to ‘The Service Wife’ and continues the life of Kate Fletcher eking out a career in an imagined 1930s England where the Victorian values of the previous century prevail. Men, whether fathers, husbands, or masters, consider their womenfolk to be valuable possessions that need to be cosseted and controlled and although it’s no longer usual to see a woman leashed, they are still legally obliged to wear a steel identification collar. Indeed, it would be a brave woman who defied convention and went out in public without her ankles shackled.
However, Kate is special. She’s demonstrated her scientific worth and is now Senior Advisor in a government research laboratory, but in order to preserve the secret nature of the work, that status does come with enhanced constraints to her living and working conditions both in terms of her mobility and also to her, er… more personal freedoms.
But Kate is philosophical; legally, of course, the ministry can do what it likes with her. They actually own her as a company asset just as a father could be considered to own his daughter or a husband his wife, and anyway, her extra restrictions won't be for long because the project will soon enter its production phase. It’s doing great… right up to the time her ministry sponsored laboratory gets privatized and her career takes an unexpected turn. The clue’s in the title…

Streamer Girl

It wasn’t her fault… It was a mistake, a mix-up, a simple misunderstanding, but somehow Eve Mason became responsible for Tracy’s casino debt and it was huge. To make things infinitely worse, the contract she’d signed clearly stated the penalties for defaulting on the debt involved working in the casino until the money was repaid; in the basement; in the special entertainment suite.
Fortunately, a friend suggested an idea that could see the debt properly financed. It involved creating a website with a live videocast that followed Evie around all day: a video diary. Subscribers from all over the world could pay to see what she got up to.
Unfortunately, but unsurprisingly, Evie’s boyfriend Adrian discovered that erotic content attracted more subscribers, and if there was a bondage element…
I expect you can see where this story is going…

The Dangerous Penitent

In the wild hills of Mid-Wales, Megan is on the brink of adulthood and struggling. Homeless and wrongly accused of a heinous crime, she’s given lodgings and a job with wages by a priest who believes her only crime was soliciting, but for that she should pay a penance and that’s when her problems really begin.

Poppy Summers Special Agent

Rhona, tall, dark, graceful, and astute, walks the corridors of Leobird Security Services, a UK government security contractor. A young woman with an aloof, self-confident manner and a refined dress sense, an asset to any company until she’s recognized as a dominatrix in a fetish club; then she becomes a problem. The Security Director thinks her clandestine hobby will leave her susceptible to blackmail and her employment should be terminated, but the company’s CEO sees a gateway into the heart of Russian Intelligence, the SVR.

Training is going to be tough if she’s going to meet operational requirements: a cosmetically-enhanced Barbie Sex Toy with no self-control and lactating tits.

And then her operational duties become more complicated than anticipated…

Judicial Service

It’s ironic that a young woman police officer working vice should, as a result of a mean trick played by an old school antagonist, find herself accused of a sex crime and classified by the court as a prostitute. For Alice, this classification means more than just the loss of her career and name-calling because the penal system now has a special way of dealing with prostitutes, one that helps to balance the state’s fiscal accounts as well as controlling illicit soliciting, but the arrangement doesn’t sit well with Alice’s moral sensibilities. And then there’s the husband to consider…
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