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CHAPTER ONE

ALTHOUGH CHI EF ORGANI SER and control | er of the Paradi se and
all its works, Madane Vesta customarily left general matters
of discipline and training to her nunerous assistants. No
one knew better than she how capable they were at carrying
out tasks.

M ss Kaufnman, for exanple, the chief overseer, was a m d-
dl e aged woman with iron in her soul - a natural disciplinar-
ian to her very fingertips. Her assistants, such as M ss
Judith and M ss Mara, whilst being sonewhat nore attractive
to | ook upon, were scarcely less efficient in their duties.
And sonetinmes even nore enthusiasti c.

However, Madane Vesta did make it a practice to inspect
all new arrivals aboard the Paradi se so that, when news of
Julia’ s safe arrival was brought to her, she first of al
consul ted her records. She read as foll ows:

JULI A CHANT

Aged 25 years

Angl o- American origin

Qccupation: Mnor nodelling career in youth. Escort to
nunerous weal thy nen. Enjoyed life as a ‘playgirl’. Becane
m stress of Quentin Gsman. Cheated the latter both sexually
and financially.

Characteristics: Tall, good figure, above average i n | ooks.

Figure: 38 - 24 - 38. Long dark hair, blue-green eyes,
aristocratic features. Selfish, arrogant, short-tenpered.

Madane Vesta snmiled faintly as she studied these brief de-
tails. They were fairly typical of the young wonen who were
sent to her. She had also learnt at first hand from Quentin
something nmore of Julia's life style. Al in all, she
reflected, Julia nade excellent material for the regi me aboard
t he Par adi se.

It would be a pleasure, in due course, to present her to
Quentin in a quite remarkably reformed condition

Madane Vesta lifted the house-phone on her desk



“Ask Mss Judith to cone to ny quarters as soon as it is
conveni ent,’ she said.

Some five minutes later, a tall attractive blonde in her
early twenties knocked and entered Madame Vesta’s cabin.
She was clad in the customary garb of a femal e overseer
thigh-length black boots, a brief black |leather skirt and
tiny bolero jacket to match. Through the belt above her
wai st was | ooped a long |eathern thong attached to a short
wooden handl e.

‘ Good evening, Ma’'am’ she said respectfully.

‘ Good evening, Mss Judith,’” cane the reply.

‘l am sorry to have kept you waiting, Ma’am’ said the
tall blonde, ‘but I was in the mddle of giving Tania an
extra caning.’

“An extra caning? Midanme Vesta's voice showed no sur-

prise. It was flat, alnost indifferent.
‘Yes, Ma’am’ said Mss Judith, ‘As you may recall, Tania
was on the official Punishment Session this evening ... but

in ny opinion sonething additional would not come amiss in
her case.’

Madane Vesta nodded. ‘1 quite understand, Mss Judith,
she said. ‘You have a free hand in such matters. Tania is
inclined to be a little rebellious, | believe.

‘I think we can now begin to say was,’ answered M ss
Judith with a faint smle.

Madane Vesta nodded again. Her high cheek-boned face
remai ned i npassive. She rarely interfered in disciplinary
matters - unless she considered themlacking in severity.

‘ The woman Julia has arrived aboard,’” she said. ‘Oaned by
Quentin Osman, the Anerican. You renenber hin®’
‘I ndeed, Mo’ am’ replied Mss Judith, ‘I had heard she was

now on board.’

‘When M. Gsnman was on the ship,’ continued Madanme Vesta,
‘he made a specific request that you be put in charge of
Julia’ s training. He seened to be inpressed by your effi-
ciency.’

Madanme Vesta's |lips noves slightly in a grimcharade of a
smle. On the other hand, Mss Judith snmled nore openly,
showi ng white tigerish teeth

‘1 ampl eased to recei ve such a commendati on froma guest,
she sai d.



‘“Well ... ' said Madane Vesta, ‘I intend to put this wonan
in your charge. According to M. Osman, she is quite a
handf ul .’

Mss Judith smiled her tigerish snile again. ‘He did
mention sonething of that to me,’ she said.
‘ However,’ said Madane Vesta. ‘1 am sure that will not

present many problens. Life at liberty and Iife aboard the
Par adi se are two rather different things. Wat were diffi-
culties for M. Osman, will present no difficulties for us.

‘l agree, Ma’am’ said Mss Judith. Her pleasure at the
assi gnnent she had been gi ven was obvi ous. There was not hi ng
she liked nore than having sonething of a ‘rebel’ to dea
wi t h!

‘Lets go below then’ said Madane Vesta, rising from her
desk. ‘W' |l have Jason along. He's always quite an inpres-
sive sight for a newconer.

Jason was one of the two giant Negro overseers on board
t he Paradi se, both of whomacted as assistants to the fenmal e
overseers

M ss Judith went to the house-phone and nmade t he necessary
arrangenents, then the two wonen |l eft the cabin and began to
descend to the | ower depths of the ship.

There was a look of snug satisfaction on Mss Judith’'s
face. It was quite a tine since she had been assigned a
newconmer. And a so-called ‘rebel’ at that.

Though Julia Chant’s features were a little grinmy and her
cl ot hes sonewhat dishevelled, that scarcely detracted from
the loveliness of her features and her figure. It was
scarcely surprising she | ooked as crunpled as she did, hav-
ing travell ed under sedation in a packing case for a consid-
erabl e number of days - the normal nmethod of shipnment of
‘cargo’ despatched to the Paradise

She stood in the centre of a small, bare cabin, her arns
aloft and held by manacles and chai ns. “Stood” is not
exactly the right word for, being still sem -conscious, she

was hal f erect by the nanacl es about her wists rather than
by her own volition. Madane Vesta and M ss Judith studied
the tall, shapely figure which was now in their possession
‘M. Gsman certainly has good taste,’ remarked M ss Judith.
‘I ndeed,’ replied Madane Vesta perfunctorily. She sw tched
on an overhead spotlight so that Julia was nore strongly



illumnated. ‘Al the sane,’ she added, ‘he does not |ike
being two-tined.’

‘Naturally,” said Mss Judith. ‘Well, she'll soon |earn
that now. Shall | give her an injection?

‘Pl ease do.’ answered Madane Vest a.

M ss Judith advanced with the hypoderm c she had brought
with her and plunged the needle into the side of Julia
Chant’s neck. It was the first of the daily injections Julia
woul d be receiving fromthat noment on. They were a specia
stimul ant which prol onged powers of endurance remarkably.
Al so they ensured that a far greater physical effort than
nor mal was possible. Wthout the stimulant a girl woul d have
fainted | ong before through pain, shock or fatigue ... so it
was a nost val uabl e asset in the regine of the Paradise.

Val uabl e ... but scarcely wel conme by those who receive it!

Julia’ s large, w de-set eyes opened a few noments after
t he needl e had been renoved fromher neck. They had a liquid
| um nosity about them - but a bew | dered bl ankness too.

‘WWhat has happened ... to ne? she asked in a hoarse
whi sper. ‘Have ... have | had an accident?’

“No,” said Madane Vesta with a sardonic snile. “ Your
presence here is by design.’

Julia’ s eyes took on a deeper bew | derment. She | ooked
up, seeing the chains and manacl es that held her

‘MM ... wists are hurting,’ she said weakly. ‘Please
take these .. these things off and let my arns down. They
ache awfully. 1Is ... is this sonme sort of hospital? Please
tell me what has happened. | renenber | was in that taxi

then | got drowsy ...’
No reply cane. Madane Vesta was waiting for the stimulant
to get a stronger hold.

‘“Who are you?' asked Julia plaintively. ‘Were aml?
“Al'l in good tine,’” said Mss Judith.
‘Let ne out of these things. [It’s hurting, | tell you.

What the Hell’s going on?” There was a flash of anger both in
Julia’ s voice and her eyes. She was beginning to cone to
life properly again. ‘Don’t just stand there ... do sone-
t hi ng, whoever your are,’ she snapped.

Agai n no answer was forthcon ng

‘Do you hear nme?’ Julia alnost yelled. ‘I'mcalled Julia
Chant ... and | don’t know what ganme you're playing ... but
you'll certainly pay for it!’

Madanme Vesta stepped forward casually. Then she gave



Julia’s face two stinging slaps. Extrenely hard sl aps,
across right and left cheeks.

‘Lets get your head a little clearer, nmy girl,’ she said.
Julia s mouth gaped in shock ... then a stream of vitu-
peration came fromit. One could scarcely call it the kind

of | anguage one would have expected to hear from a young
worman of her background.

Madanme Vesta slapped Julia's face again. This tine she
got two resoundi ng slaps on each cheek and her head jerked
fromside to side as if she were a rag doll being shaken.
Monentarily she was stunned into silence. Then a further
stream of vituperation cane from her ... culminating with
threats of what she would do as soon as she got her hands
free.

‘This is assault!’ she screeched. ‘I ... I ... I'Il see
you go inside for this ... oh my God ... I’Il kill you for
this!’

M ss Judith smled delightedly. It seenmed that this Julia
had as nuch spirit as she had hoped.

‘“Now listen to me ... ' said Madane Vesta, gripping Julia
by a hank of rich, glossy black hair.
‘' won't ... | won't ... let nme go!’ cried Julia, now

di straught. The fury blazed fromthose glinting blue-green
eyes.

Unhurriedly, methodically, Midane Vesta snmacked Julia’'s
face again. This tine four smashing slaps fell on each cheek
and, head reeling and ringing, Julia slunped in her chains.

“Ch ... oh you b-beast ... howc-can you ... ’ she sobbed.

Madane Vesta took hold of the girl’s hair again. ‘I told
you to listen to nme,’” she said calmy. ‘Are you going to or
not? | don’'t mnd slapping your pretty face all night if
need be.’

For perhaps the first tine a flicker of fear passed over
Julia’ s face. She realised that sonething quite unpredict-
able ... quite ghastly ... had happened to her. She nust
have been ki dnapped by t hese horrible wonen. She was being
held to ransom Well, thank God Quentin was well -heel ed
He’ d pay whatever asked, the stupid bastard. No ... she
mustn’t think of himlike that not any nore. Suddenly he had
become her lifeline.

Julia swallowed, trying to get a grip on herself. Her
ears were still ringing and her cheeks felt aflanme. | nust
keep calm she told herself.



‘I ... I’lIl listen,” she man-
aged to say, with all the meek-
ness she coul d nuster

‘The first thing to get into
your skull, girl,” said Mdane
Vesta, maintaining a grip on
Julia’ s hair, ‘is that your life
is no |longer your own. You are
now a captive slave-girl, owned
by Quentin Gsman ... and here, on
board ny ship, for training. For
training to his requirenments and
sati sfaction.’

Julia s mout h sagged. Her face,
scarcely surprising, |ooked
unconpr ehendi ng.

‘What are you tal king abut?’
she said. You nust be mad. A
slave? O Quentin? Ch ... don't
be ridiculous ...’

Renorsel essly, Madame Vesta .

sl apped Julia’ s face | eft and ri ght
agai n. Four nore slaps on each

cheek ... until Julia was crying
out hal f hysterically.

‘S-Stop ... oh ... stop it
st op!’

“If you ever call nme nmad agai n,
said Madane Vesta nenacingly,
‘1”1l have you whi pped until the
bl ood runs.’

Julia froze, then shuddered
violently. A clarion of bells
were reeling through her head.
What was this nightmare?

‘Wi pped?’ she croaked, between
sobs, ‘what ... what ... oh no

you must be ...’

Her voice dried up. Just in
ti me she had checked hersel f. She
nmust hunmour these inbeciles. She
nmust be careful. Her life was in
danger. Howit had all happened...

You are now a captive slave-

girl,

owned by Quentin Gsman




even exactly what had happened ... and an inexplicable nys-

tery. |f she kept her head, all mght still be well.

‘Yes ... whipped.’ said Madane Vesta icily. ‘And now I
will repeat what | said ... and you wll remain silent,
girl.’

Julia bridled at the contenptuous form of address but,
biting her lips, managed to remain silent. She did not want
to invite any nore of those nurderous slaps fromthis mad-
wonan.

Coldly Madane Vesta repeated the facts of Julia s new
situation. That she was now a sl ave. Sent there by Quentin.
That she was but one of many such. That, in due tine,
Quentin would arrive and see her as a refornmed character. As
his sl ave.

At this point Julia' s patience snapped.

‘His slave,’” she alnost snarled. ‘That fat slob!’

The rel entl ess face-sl appi ng was resuned, until Julia was
in a state of near delirium

‘“When M. Gsman arrives, in a nonth or two’s tinme,’ said
Madanme Vesta above Julia’ s retching sobs. ‘You w |l be happy
to go on your knees and beg to be all owed to have t he honour
of kissing the arse of that fat slob - as you so arrogantly
call him’

‘No ... ohno ... noaned Julia. ‘It ... it ... mmfff

c-can’t be true ... it can't be real ... this ... this
must be a nightmare. ©Ch please et me wake up ... p-please

let ne go ...~

‘G ve her another injection, please Mss Judith,’ said
Madane Vesta. ‘It won't do any harmat this stage.’

Mss Judith was quick to conmply, with Julia desperately
trying to cringe away fromthe needle.

‘You may be interested to know that | am going to be in
charge of your training, Julia.” said Mss Judith as she

j abbed. ‘M Osman requested it ... and | think I'"mgoing to
rather enjoy it.’

‘Csman ... Osman has been here? croaked Julia. ‘I can't
believe it ... | can't understand it ... it ... it ... it’s
all s-so ... inpossible ...~

‘Of course,’ responded Madane Vesta, ‘it is always a lit-

tle difficult for any girl to conprehend at first. Such
wor ds, such statements are difficult totake in. A practical
demonstration of the facts is, however, nore convincing.’
She turned to Mss Judith. ‘You gave Jason his instruc-



tions?

‘Yes, Ma’am’ answered the bl onde overseer. ‘He is bring-
ing Rebecca with him’

Julia, eyes wide, was |ooking disbelievingly from one
worman to t he other. Every nonment her predi cament was seeni ng
to get even nore frightful than it had seenmed at the outset.

‘Ah yes ... Rebecca,’ said Madane Vesta. She turned back
to Julia. ‘Rebeccais the slave of a friend of M. Osman’s.
A certain Oto CGerber. She has been here for sone tine now

and |l earnt to behave herself.’

There was knock on the cabin door.

‘Cone in,’” called Madane Vesta

The door opened and Jason, one of the two nmassive Negro
assi stants aboard, entered. As usual he was naked, but for
a brief white triangle of cloth about his loins. The trian-
gl e bul ged prodigiously; the Negroes body glistened with oil
under the harsh light. A choking sound cane fromJulia ...
and then a disbelieving, wailing cry.

For behind Jason cane Rebecca, a voluptuous red-head,
slave of OXto Gerber. She was naked and craw i ng neekly on
all fours, led by a collar and | ead.

‘Herr GCerber,’ said Madane Vesta conplacently, ‘likes
Rebecca to be exercised a couple of tinmes a day. Jason
usual Iy takes her onalittle tour. This seened an appropri -
ate stopping point this evening.’

Mout h agape, Julia’ s face quivered with incredulity. Her
eyes were starting from her head.

‘No ... oh ... no... oh ... no ... no she whinpered as
she gazed on the crouching figure.

‘Kiss your Master’s feet, slave,’ said Madane Vesta per-
enptorily.

W thout hesitation, Rebecca s nouth pressed to the black
flesh.

‘No ... oh... no... no... " Julia continued to whinper.

This is a nightmare, she told herself. I nust wake up
soon!

‘ Show your bottomto this girl,’ said Madanme Vesta.

Agai n wi t hout hesitation, Rebecca noved so that her vol up-
tuous hindquarters were directly towards Julia. A dozen

freshly-raised twin-track cane weal s encircled the [ ush white
flesh.

“NO "’ Julia alnost shrieked.

‘Before Rebecca was brought here,’” said Madane Vesta,



qui te unmoved by Julia’ s reaction, ‘she was caned. Caned by
Jason here. One of my assistants. Not, | may say, for any
fault on this occasion, but nerely to denonstrate to you, ny
girl, that any slave aboard this ship can be thrashed at any
time ... Julia for any reason or none. Sinply at ny command.
And you ... Julia ... you are now such a sl ave!’

Julia’ s eyes dilated in horror.

‘No... no... NO... OOO"’ she cried. ‘I can't believeit

Il won't ... | won't believe it ... it ... it’s inpossi-

ble! It’s hideous ... it ... it’s disgusting ... ooohhh ...
that poor worman ... ohhh ... you wll pay for this vile
monstrosity!’

Madane Vesta's face renmined inpassive. She was all too
famliar with such outbursts from newconers. It was sone-
thing, to one degree or another, that they all went through.
Just part of the process.

Di sbelief ... desperation ... they were all quite natural.

After a few weeks there was a fatalist acceptance.

Then they truly knew they were sl aves.

“Up!’ ordered Madane Vesta.

Jason gave a tug on the lead and Rebecca sprang to her
feet, setting her ful some white breasts bouncing. Her flesh
was vel vety, creanmy white. Her features were sharp, her nose
long; the red hair fell to her snmpoth shoul ders. In her
hazel coloured eyes was that fam liar |ook of despair ac-
quired by a trained slave. Her body hair had been shaved.
That was an order of her owner, OQtto Gerber. Round her wai st
was a slimsilver chain.

“Put her on a hook!’' ordered Madane Vest a.

The Negro assistant | ed Rebecca to the wall and fastened
the |l eash to one of the strong hooks projecting.

‘Are you beginning to believe nme, girl? asked Madame
Vest a.

‘No ... no... it can't be true ... was all Julia could
whi nper. Yet her eyes were fastened with a hi deous fascina-
tion on Rebecca’ s docil e nakedness as she stood subm ssively
| eashed to the hook.

‘“Wll then’ said Madane Vesta calmy, ‘we shall have to
continue to nake you believe that you are now a slave. It
does take rather | onger with some than others.’” She turned to
the bl ack giant. ‘Jason,’ she ordered, ‘strip this creature
naked. Let’s | ook at the wares which she prizes so highly.’

Jason stepped forward slowy. H's strong teeth showed



suddenly and startling white. A nixture of anusenent and
lust. He too enjoyed a newconer.

‘“NO ... OO0OQ "' cried Julia, her voice al npost screeching.
She recoiled back as far as the manacles and chains would
all ow. She had a natural aversion to col oured peopl e anyway.

Casual ly Jason hooked his finger into the top of her
di shevel | ed dress.

‘NO... NO... OOOOQ "' cried Julia again.

I n one easy novenent Jason’s finger opened her dress from
neck to hem to reveal a brief bra and panty set of rose-pink
net . The firm ful soneness of her figure was even better
reveal ed.

‘“You ... you beast ... you filthy b-beast ... stop it
stopit ... screaned Julia, twisting violently this way and
that. ‘How dare you ... 1’11 kill you ... 1"l kill you!’

Unhurriedly Jason hooked his finger into Julia s flinmsy
brassiere and ripped that away too. Her white, strong-
ni ppl ed breasts cane thrusting out, swinging wildly with her
attenpts at evasion. Madanme Vesta regarded them stonily
but there was a hint of appreciation in Mss Judith s eyes.

Yes ... M. Gsnman certainly had good taste. Julia was one of
the better devel oped arrivals for sone tine.

‘“You ... you devils ... you ... you swine ... oh God ..
you' Il pay for this ... ' Julia s eyes were blazing fierily;

her nouth was a quivering gape of shocked horror

Jason’s finger went to the sole renmaining brief garnent,
pulling teasingly on the elastic of the panties. As he well
knew, this would be the last tinme Julia had any covering of
that nature, unless her naster decreed.

‘NO... YOUCANT ... YOU CANT!' canme the wailing cry.

In her desperation, Julia jerked her head forward and her
teeth snapped at Jason’s biceps |like a cat trying to catch a
fly. Accustonmed to such tactics, he avoided her easily ..
and ripped the panties away.

Julia swung there, now conpl etely naked in her chains, her
features a contorted frenzy of hate and fury.

‘Monsters ... aaaggghhh ... you nonsters!’ she screeched
hoar sel y.

Madane Vesta renmained inpassive Mss Judith smled be-
ni gnly being very pleased with her charge’s display of spirit
The body reveal ed coul d scarcely be faulted. It was ful
and lush yet superbly proportioned. Upt hrusting breasts,

snoot h curving belly, swelling hips, |long thighs.



‘Slaves do not try to bite,” said Madane Vesta, giving
Jason a nod.

Jason noved around behind the still twisting Julia. He
was no novice at this sort of initiation. He surveyed the
curvaceous quivering white bottom w th considerable satis-
faction ... and then he sl apped it hard.

He slapped it hard again and again, with Julia yel ping
loudly with pain and shock. The slaps on her face had been
horrifying enough ... but to have this black brute smacking
her bottom was a humiliation beyond anything she had inag-
i ned possi bl e.

Jason’s hard black palm fell first on one cheek then

another ... and Julia squirnmed ever nore frenziedly. Both
with the pain of the slaps and in an attenpt to avoid them

D-Devils ... aahh ... oww ... you d-devils ... 1"ll kil
you for this ... beasts ... BEASTS ... BEEE ... BEASTS!’' she
screeched.

Indeed, within half a mnute or so, she becane al nost
i ncoherent in her verbal frenzy. That anything so vile could
ever happen to her had never renotely crossed her renind

bef or e. There she was stripped naked. Havi ng her bare
bottom sl apped by a brutal black man! Unbelievable! Unbe-
lievable ... and unbearable! | MPCSSIBLE

Yet ... yet ... it was happening!

Juli a thought she woul d gl adly have died in those nonents.
Anything ... anything ... was better than what was happeni ng
to her. Ch ... oohh ... the hideous horror of it! ... The
whole world ... everything ... had gone mad ... mad ... nad!

“STOP IT ... SSSTOO ... QOOOOPPPP ... IT ... STTT

OOOPPPPPP! ' she shri eked.

G i nni ng conpl acently, Jason continued to slap the wildly
squi rm ng buttocks until he received anot her nod from Madane
Vesta. Breasts heaving, choking with sobs, Julia hung and
swung in her manacles and chains. Her eyes rolled back in
her head, saliva dribbled fromthe corners of her nouth. How

how OH HOW ... could this be happening to HER

‘Are practical denonstrations beginning to inpress you
more than words, girl? enquired Madane Vesta when Julia
seened to be gaining sone little control of her seething
enoti ons.

Julia s eyes blazed li ke hot coals at the black-clad fig-
ure who stood before her

‘ She-devil!” she screeched. ‘Devil ... devil ... she



devil ... I ... I’Il ... rip you

to pieces for ... this ... ahhhh

ohhh ... ny God ... 1"l fol-
lowyou to Hell ... to mmake you
p-pay ...’

Julia burst into a torrent of
sobs and her head slunped. She
swung i n her chains, tenporarily
mental |y an enotional | y drai ned.

‘Quite the tigress,’ renarked
Mss Judith with her sel f-satis-
fied smle.

‘Chyes ... quite,’” nodded Mad-
ame Vesta. ‘But we were led to
expect that. But | think the
time has cone to start tam ng t he
tigress properly. W can now, |
think you will agree, dispense
with these fun and ganes.’

‘l agree entirely,’” said Mss
Judi t h.

Madanme Vesta signed to JASON
“Put on a collar and chain,’ she
ordered, ‘and then released her
fromthe nmanacl es.’

Jason fastened a broad | eat her
col l ar about Julia’s white neck,
then attached a slim | ength of
chain to a small ring at the
front.

S-Stop it ... oooh ... stop
000 you can’'t dothis ... ' choked
Jul i a. Wld with fury as she
was, there was now an edge of
panic in her voice. She was be-
ginning to reali se she was deepl y
i nto sonmet hing nore frightful than
she had first dared to contem

plate. Her face still burnt and
her ears still rang from Madane
Vesta’ s sl aps; the cheeks of her

bottom still stung from the
negro’ s sl aps.

think the time has cone
to start taming the ti-
gress properly



Yes ... the negro’s slaps! Howcould she ... SHE ... have
had her bottomsnacked by a negro! It was all so utterly ..

incredibly ... inpossible!
Meanwhi | e, M ss Judith had unl eashed Rebecca fromthe hook
on the wall.

‘ Down,’ she said.

I medi ately the red-head went to all fours, curvaceous
bottomthrusting high. There she waited in abject resigna-
tion.

The manacl es about Julia’ s hand went to the chain. Wth
all her mght she strained back, trying to resist Jason’s
pul I .

‘NO... NO... OOO... ooohh ... what are you doing? she
shri eked.

‘Down you go ... like Rebecca,’ said Jason, giving Julia’'s
butt ocks anot her full-bl ooded sl ap.

‘Yee ... oOWMWW ... NO ... ho ... stop it ... stop ... oh
stop it!’

‘ Di sobedi ence,’ said Jason, giving Julia’ s bottomyet an-
ot her sweeping sl ap.

‘NO ... NO ... QOO screanmed Julia, now quite dis-
traught.
‘Don’t bother with it,” intervened Madane Vesta. * She’l

be doing as she’s told soon enough. Just bring her along
Jason.’

‘“Very well, Ma’am’ nodded the overseer

Then he picked up Julia in his nmuscular arns, pulling her
back on the collar and chain so that she had no chance to
bite at him He marched to the door with Julia kicking and
threshing wildly.

‘NO... NO... NO... OOO"’ the screans continued.

It need hardly be said that Jason was not unappreciative
of the touch of the | ush womanly body struggling agai nst him
Struggling so uselessly. He could handle Julia as easily as
if she were a five-year old child. Nor need it hardly be
said with what horror and revul sion that Julia found herself
cl anped hel pl essly against the nuscular black nakedness.
She wanted to nurder the brute ... she wanted to die! But
why ... oh why ... at least, did she not faint with the
appal ling horror of it? It was not possible for a woman |i ke
her to endure such things! But then, of course, Julia knew
not hing, at that noment, of the relentless power of the
stimulants which flowed through her veins. Normal Iy, she



woul d have fainted. But no longer. She had been endowed
wi th powers beyond her own wi shes.

The littl e convoy noved al ong t he passageways of the Para-
dise. Jason with the struggling shrieking Julia in front,
Madanme Vesta in the mddl e, Rebecca docily trotting al ong at
the end, led by Mss Judith.

Up a conpani onway, al ong another passage, and the dread,
bl ack doubl e doors appeared ahead. Above them in Cothic
lettering, the words ‘PUNI SHVENT ROOM stood out in bold
relief. How many sl aves aboard the Paradi se had approached
those doors with indescribable dread! How nany nore in tine
to come - including Julia ... would do so equally!

In they went ... into the | argest cabi n-chanber of all on
the Paradi se. There was the dais with its chairs, fromwhich
Madanme Vesta or M ss Kaufnman nmade their irrevocable pro-
nouncenments ... there was the Wi pping Post, the Wi pping
bl ock, the Horse, and the wide variety of intricate contriv-
ances up which ‘recalcitrants’ could be hel pl essly secured
in every concei vabl e ki nd of posture. There were the chains,
the manacles, the legirons ... the vast array of corrective
instruments ... all waiting ready. A famliar enough sight
to those accustoned to nake to nmake use of it; a veritable
Chanber of Horrors to those who had to suffer in it

As it happened, the Puni shment Roomwas not enpty. There
was, one mght say, some renains of corrective discipline
meted out earlier in the evening. At the appointed hour for
such things. It consisted of a naked slave girl still
tightly secured over a kind of wood and | eather Hurdle. Her
wists were shackled to her ankles; her fingertips and toes
were an inch or so fromthe floor. Thus she took the weight
of herself on her belly and flanks, her hindquarters up-
thrust in a curve. These hindquarters were stripped fromthe

top of her buttocks to hal fway down her thighs ... for,
earlier that evening, she had been flogged with a three-
thonged marti net. Pai nful enough indeed but, with cal cu-

| ated cruelty, her pain had been prol onged and even i ntensi -
fied. For over the thrusting buttocks and down the thighs
had been placed a thin sheet of gauze. Still wet, closely
impregnated with salt crystals, it clung Ii ke a second ski n,
so thin that the weals showed clearly through. The added
agony that the stinging-biting salt induced was very evi dent

. for the tornented fl esh never ceased to tw tch and qui ver,
and the groani ng sobs were conti nuous.



Madane Vesta, now leading the little convoy, passed the
figure with utter indifference. A punishnent had been de-
creed: a puni shnment had been adm nistered; a puni shnent was
bei ng endured. That was all there was to it.

They canme to a halt in the very centre of the Punishnent
Room Julia still clamped in Jason’s arnms, had ceased strug-
gling. Probably through tenporary exhaustion. Eyes wi de,
she sinply whinpered |ike a wounded, cornered ani nmal

‘Put her on the ring, Jason,’ ordered Madanme Vesta.

The Ring designated was right before them It was a
simpl e enough affair ... and was indeed a ring of iron sone
seven or eight feet across, raised three feet of the floor
In the centre of the Ring, set in the floor, was a pinioning
device on a small iron turn-table. In effect, the device was
asmall pillory into whichthe victinms head and wists could
be | ocked, the rest of her body then being draped over the

raised iron rim of the Ring. Thus it will be understood
that, whil st being held conpletely hel pl ess, the victi mwould
have conpl ete freedom of novenent ... in a circular direc-

tion only. Round and around the rimof the Ring, in fact,
with hr hindquarters raised up in a convenient curve.

In panic, Julia canme actively to life again when Jason
began to fix her neck and wists into the iron pillory.
Under st andabl y enough, for it was a daunting nonent, even
for the nost hardened who ever had to visit that dread Room
Jason’ s task took I ess than a minute to conplete. There cane
the click of the key in the padlock which held the pillory
crushingly tight.

‘Excellent,’” comrented Madame Vesta, surveying Julia’'s
nakedness, so invitingly and so hel pl essly presented.
‘Indeed ... ' smiled Mss Judith in agreenent. Though she

was wel |l aware that it was Madanme Vesta’'s prerogative to nmake
the first vivid inpressions onthis newconer, it would not be
| ong before her turn canme. |In fact, her pleasures would be
of a nore prolonged and satisfying nature.

‘Now, you arrogant harlot,’ said Madame Vesta in a voice

of steel, ‘you are going to be nade to understand that every
word | have said it true ...’
‘Ch ... l-letme... go... ohGod ... I"mchoking ... oooh
let me go ... oooh ... what are you g-going to do?
croaked Juli a.
‘Do?’ Madane Vesta smiled faintly. ‘I, Julia, amgoing to

give you a thrashing that you will renenber for the rest of



your life ...
‘“NO ... Y-YOU CGCAN T!"
‘ and while you are getting it, my girl, | want you to
think of one thing in particular. Wether you are capabl e of
coherent thought, that is ...’

‘NO... ©O... LET ME GG ... LET ME GGO"’

‘... and that is, | say, that Quentin Gsman has arranged
it all ... and that it is he whose slave you now are ... ’

‘NO... COO... NO... OOOoOOO

Julia’ s choking cries and protests continued as Madane
Vest a wal ked across to a rack where an astoni shing variety of
instruments hung in readiness . She did not take long in
maki ng her choice. She nearly always used the sane instru-
ment at these ‘initiations’

The instrument she took down had a snooth ebony handl e.
Fromt hi s ext ended sone four feet of tightly plaited | eather
It could only extend as straight as it did, not drooping as
a whip woul d, because the |leather was plaited round a thin
core of whal ebone. At the handle end, this instrument was
about the thickness of an index finer ... and it tapered to
its tip where it had no nore than the thickness of a knitting
needl e.

Not the deadliest of instruments used aboard the Paradi se,
but quite, quite deadly enough for a newconer!

Moreover, it has to be said that the sting of this par-
ticular instrument was literally in its tail. That is to
say, at the tip ... where it would bite nmpost viciously of
all. For the last six inches of this switch were not plaited
with leather. The white whal ebone was exposed and, inset
intoit at half-inch intervals were a dozen zircons ... tiny,
di anmond- hard pel |l ets.

Madanme Vesta ran the switch lovingly through her fingers,
then flexed it with relish. It was always the greatest
pl easure for her to ‘initiate’ a newconer. It was al nost the
only tinme she took any truly active part in mtters of
di sci pline.

Conpl acently - yet with i nner sadistic delight - she gazed
upon Julia s vol uptuous hindquarters, unmarked but for the
bl otches left by Jason’s sl aps. Never, she thought, wll
this woman be the sane again.

Her slavery is beginning in earnest!



Quentin Gsman has arranged it all
that it is he whose slave you now are




Expertly, nethodically, and w thout haste, Madanme Vesta
whi pl ashed the switch across Julia’ s buttocks.

The effect of each full-bl ooded cut was, to say the | east,
remar kabl e. The sounds Julia nmade were wel | -ni gh i ndescri b-
able ... and can perhaps be best conpared to the sound of a
pig in a slaughter-house. And the contortions which her
shapely hindquarters perforned had to be seen to be be-
I'ieved.

Sonetinmes the strokes cane fromJulia s right, sometines
fromher left. Sonetinmes there was ten seconds or so between
each stroke, sonetines as nuch as half a minute. For,
naturally enough, in her frenzy of pain, Julia swvelled
wi I dly around and around the Ring. Partly because of the
intensity of the pain and partly in a vain attenpt to evade
the next stroke to conme. Never for one single second did her
bottomcease to squirmw th uncontrollable violence. Wth a
frantic kind of frenzy. The nates cl enching and uncl enchi ng
i ncessantly.

But no matter how nuch Julia swirled and tw sted around
the Ring, Madane Vesta was always ready for her. Ready to
strike in her own tinme; at the nost appropriate nonent.

There were tinmes when Julia’ s thighs were splayed wide in
her agony ... and then the switch would bite into the soft
inner flesh of them Per haps once, perhaps tw ce. Then
Madane Vesta would return her attentions to the |ushness of
the madly juddering buttock-flesh.

The cacophony of hi deous-shri eki ng sound becane even | ouder.

| mpassi vel y wat chi ng, Jason stood with fol ded arnms. Al ong-
side himwas Mss Judith, eyes bright with sadistic pleas-
ure. It was great to see a wonan getting her first thrash-
i ng. It was one, she knew, whatever happened |ater, they
never, never forgot. And Madanme Vesta was pulling out all
the stops on this occasions, no doubt sensing that Julia had
more pride and arrogance in her than nost ... apart from
above average | ooks and figure.

Al ongside M ss Judith still crouched the conpliant figure
of Rebecca. Her head was bowed, so she could not see Julia
on the Ring. But she could hear her. 1t recalled to her that
first dread tinme she had been there and, involuntarily, her
own nates twitched and contracted fromtinme to time. The
agoni sing bite of the zircons at the end of that whiplashing
swi tch was sonet hing never to be forgotten!

But could one say that Rebecca felt pity, or even sympa-



thy, for Julia? Scarcely so. For, after one had been aboard
t he Paradi se for a few days one could only have roomfor pity
for ones self. That drained up all the supply of that
enotion. |ndeed, sonetinmes it was a kind of relief to see or
hear anot her being punished ... saying to oneself that, this
time at least, it is not ne!

“MERC ... EEE ... AAAAIIIEEE ... MERC ... EEE!'" The ago-
ni sed, high-pitched pleas could not be heard between the
Screans.

Face set, unnoved, Madane Vesta laid yet another stroke
fully across the centre of Julia s juddering bottomwhen it
conveniently presented itself as she threshed around the
Ri ng.

Again ...

This time across the tips of the thighs.

Again ...

Back to the buttocks again, the zircons biting into the
f I ank.

Again ...

This tine on the i nner part of a thigh, for the thighs were
spl ayed.

Again ...

Back to the withing, up-thrust nates.

“YYYAAAI | | EEEE!l  AAAHH ... M M MERC ... EEEEEEE!

But there was no mercy.

The thrashing continued renorsel essly.

Until despite the double dose of stimulant she had re-
ceived, Julia's flesh, blood and spirit could endure no
nor e.

A merciful oblivion descended upon her as her head sl unped
down, senseless at last ... having known pain far beyond al
nor mal endur ance.

The sudden silence in the Roomseened al nbost strange. The
ears of all were still ringing with the shrieking sounds
whi ch had just ceased. Seemingly quite unruffled, Midane
Vesta repl aced the deadly switch back in the rack

Then she surveyed t he havoc she had wought ... the still-
twitching flesh of buttocks and thighs criss-crossed in a
multiplicity of red and purpling weals. A thorough ‘initia-
tion indeed. Madanme Vesta's head nodded slightly as if in
congratul ation of herself. Yes ... for sure, Julia would
never forget what had just been done to her

‘ Take her to the Recovery Room Jason.’ said Madane Vesta.



‘Sedation. And, by the | ook of her, she’'ll have to remain
there for two or three days.’

‘“Very well, Ma’am ... and | agree,’ said the Negro, also
studying Julia’s lacerated hindquarters.

He entered the Ring, unlocked the iron pillory, and picked
up Julia's slunped figurein his arms. Slowy he carried her
out .

‘Right, Mss Judith,’ said Madane Vesta with brisk effi-
ciency, ‘you can take over when she cones out.

‘“Very well, Ma’am’ said Mss Judith with snug sati sfac-
tion.

‘“But | would like reports fromtine to tine.

‘Of course, Maam... '’

The two | eather-clad figures strolled towards the door of
t he Puni shment Room (Cbediently, silently, Rebecca contin-
ued to pad al ong behind them

Two or three days? How, you may ask, could Julia possibly
recover in so short a tinme after such a thrashing?

But, if you ask, you will not be aware of the ways and
means of the Recovery Room aboard the Paradi se

Lanps with mracul ous fast-healing powers, ointnents al-
nmost equal ly efficaci ous, were enployed there. They had a
capacity to repair the flesh twenty-four tines faster than
under normal circunstances. Thus one hour under treatnent
was |ike a whole day and night. A whole day and ni ght was
i ke twenty-four days!

How merci ful, you m ght say, to heal such ravages so fast.
but, of course, it was a kindness to be cruel. The quicker
the fl esh was back to normal again, the quicker it was ready
to feel the bite of rod or Iash again.

Needl ess to say, wthout such a remarkable, scientific
advance in healing nmethods, it would have been inpossible
for the regi ne aboard the Paradise to proceed as it did. No
constitution, no flesh could have withstood it.

But the stimulants, the lanps, the ointnents, nmade sure
they could withstand it. Thus a shorter tinme for recovery
meant a shorter tinme without suffering and a prol ongati on of
endurance meant a prol ongation of pain.

In short, the Recovery Roomwas a key factor in the disci-
plinary regi me which Madane Vesta had personally initiated.



Sensel ess, face down, Julia |lay upon one of the tables in the
Recovery room her wists and ankles held by straps at its
four corners. Above her, focussed on her hindquarters, the
unseen rays of the |lanmp poured carel essly down.

And as she lay there, Jason’s black hand smoothed sone
white ointnent over the weal -striped flesh. H s features
displayed little enmption, despite what he could see and
fondle at leisure. For this was all very nuch part of every
day duty for him Scores of naked slave girls lay on those
tabl es every week while he attended to them

But, of course, as he | ooked down, he did not deny hinself
that, if ever the tine cane, Julia would nmake a nost tasty
di sh.

Wul d that tinme cone, though?

For not all the slave girls aboard the Paradise were
“available’. That was a decision for their owners. Sone
liked to keep a slave exclusively to thensel ves for sexua
pur poses; others stated categorically that the girl could be
had by anybody who wanted hr.

This distinction was nmade visibly plain. The forner cat-
egory wore a slimsilver chain about the waist, the latter a
gol d one.

As yet, Julia wore no chain at all



CHAPTER TWO

M ss Judith decided that Julia should occupy the sane cabin-
cell as the lovely Melissa. She was the auburn-haired girl
who had been made Quentin Gsnman’s personal sl ave whil e he had
been aboard. She had rather simlar |ooks to Julia ... and
a simlar background too. The difference between them of
course, was that Melissa was fully trained and her owner,
havi ng taken the pleasures he wanted, had decreed that she
wore the gol den wai st-chain of full availability.

The overseer smiled to herself. The girls would have
somet hing in common besides |ooks and tenperament. They
woul d have Quentin Gsnman. That ought to give them sonethi ng
to tal k about.

After alittle over forty-eight hours, having had a report
fromJason, Mss Judith nmade her way to the Recovery Room
There Julia still lay under sedation, face down on the table.
There was not a sign that a hand had been laid on her.

‘“Injection, Jason,’ said Mss Judith with a nod of ap-
proval. ‘Better nmake it a double one. Then release her.’

Jason carried out the instructions and Julia slowy turned
over, her eyes bl ank and bew | dered. Then the horror rushed
into them Wth a cry she jerked erect, instinctively cov-
ering her naked breasts with her hands.

‘No ... ohno... ' ' she whinpered to herself. The living
ni ght mar e had begun again. And the nenory of the unendurably,
endl essly-biting switch nade her start trenbling uncontrol -
lably. It was the |last nenory she had had before sensel ess
obl i vi on.

Mss Judith smled faintly at Julia s display of nodesty.

‘“Put your hands behind your back and stick those tits
out,’ she said. ‘Here you display them not hide them’

Julia s face puckered. She knew she had to do it, because
now she knew what they could do to her. Yet still she could
not make herself do it.

Swiftly Mss Judith unhooked the single thonged strap
whi ch al ways hung ready from her belt. It was two feet of
supple leather, two inches wide and a quarter of an inch



thick ... and it cracked down viciously across the upper part
of the front of Julia s thighs.

The girl uttered a startled yelp of pain and cl asped at
the burning welt across her flesh

‘l said behind your back!’ rasped Mss Judith, laying the
strap on a little |l ower down the thighs.

Anot her startled cry fromJulia, but this tine, she quickly
cl asped her hands behind her back. Already she knew that
that strap would fall again if she did not. Oh God, how
coul d she be treated so! How could she be nade to do such

t hi ngs!
Yet deep inside, she knew how and why ..
The uni magi nable agony on the Ring still burnt like a

brand deep in her soul

* Shoul ders back, stick those tits out as | told you,’ said
Mss Judith. ‘They' re good ones ... and you know it.

Wth quivering lips and tears rolling down her cheeks,
Julia forced herself to the humliation of obeying such an
order. It was all the worse with that grinning bl ack nonster
al ongside. Oh the beasts, the beasts! If only she had the
strength to leap up and claw themto pieces! |If only she
could dare to do it!

M ss Judith ran the nmeaty | eather thong through her fin-
gers.

‘I will tell you at the outset, slave,’ she said (and
Julia flinched at the node of address), ‘that whenever you
di sobey me ... or indeed, do not obey me quickly enough ..

I shall lay this across you. |Is that clearly understood?

Biting her lips, Julia could not bring herself to speak
only nod.

The strap cracked down again across the snooth thighs ...
and once nore Julia clasped her hands involuntarily to the
searing pain.

“Answer me, slave!’ barked the overseer

‘Yes ... y-yes ... ' sobbed Julia, ‘oh ... please ... not
again.’

But the strap went down again with all the force at her
conmand ..

Wth a shriek, Julia catapulted backwards, clasping the
welt, alnost falling off the table. No |onger did she care
about how her naked breasts danced before the eyes of the
Negro. She only cared about the pain ceasing ... and about
avoi di ng nore.



‘Mss ... yes ... MMss ... ' she cried

Hating herself for doingit. Hating to have to doit. But
driven to it by dread of pain.

‘You always address nme as “Mss”’ said the blonde over-

seer. ‘If you ever forget again, I’'ll have your backside up
and you' Il get half a dozen. dear?
Julia flinched at the threat. ‘Yes ... Mss,’ she an-

swer ed quickly.

“And, apart fromthis,” went on Mss Judith, indicating
the strap again, ‘always renenber, slave, that | can take you
down to the Puni shment Room for sonething considerably nore

pai nful. A sound caning for exanple. O perhaps you d |ike
to feel Madame’s switch again?

‘NO ... O0O"’" Julia literally shrieked the word. ‘N-No

00 ... Mss,’ she added hastily.

‘It is well that you should be told these things at the
outset, slave,’ said Mss Judith conplacently. ‘ Then you
can have no conpl aint at the consequences of your behavi our
Now, get off the table ... stand erect, shoulders well back

and | egs astride, hands on the top of your head.
Tearfully, Julia slid off the table and did as she was

told. It was amazing to her that she could stand at all. How
could she feel so strong, so alert?

‘“Cuff and collar, Jason please,’” said Mss Judith. ‘Don’t
nove an inch, slave ... ~’

Julia stood stock still, filled with an awful dread. She

coul d not possibly control the quivering of her nouth nor the
trenbling of her body.

She cringed as Jason approached. ©h how his black flesh
repell ed her! And she sobbed uninhibitedly as he fastened a
| eather collar around her neck and |eather cuffs on both
wists and ankl es.

“Your nmaster,’” said Mss Judith, ‘who, as you are now
aware, is M. Qentin Gsman,’ (Julia' s features literally
seened to quake) ‘has decreed that you retain your body hair

so there will be no need to shave off that pretty bush.

Julia’ s nmout h sagged i ncredul ously. How coul d such thi ngs
be!

‘He has al so decreed,’” went on Mss Judith, ‘that you are
not to be sexually avail able to anyone but hinself. At this
stage anyway.’

Julia’ s nouth sagged even nore incredul ously. Sexually
avai l abl e? How could she be nade sexually available to



anyone? Least of all Quentin Gsnan!

“Accordingly,’” continued Mss Judith, ‘you wear a silver
chai n about your wai st '

Jason fastened on the chain, turning the key in the tiny
padl ock.

‘... and that synbol,’ she concluded, ‘indicates to mem
bers of the crew and guests that you are excl usive property.
For the tine being, as | say.’

Julia swayed, the tears trickling faster down her cheeks.
It was al nost i nmpossible for her to credit what her ears were
hearing. Surely they could not be truly neant? Surely they
must be a bluff to frighten her?

Yet ... yet ... after what had al ready happened ... possi-
bly anything could happen! Julia shuddered violently and
her breasts heaved under her harsh sobs. The appal ling
i mages whi ch were surging into her mind were too frightful to
cont enpl at e.

Yet ... yet ... she was forced to contenpl ate them
‘1l hope everything is nowquite clear to you, Julia,’ said
Mss Judith. ‘O course, | realise it will take a little

time for youto assimlate it properly. That is natura
and | nake allowances for it. Have you any questions?
Julia shook her head wretchedly. She wi shed the floor

woul d open up and swallow her ... or that sonme thunderbolt
from Heaven woul d descend and stri ke them all dead.
‘NNo ... o... ' she croaked, between sobs.

M ss Judith’s eyebrows went up slightly and she gave Jason
a slight nod.

The next nmoment Julia found herself up-ended. Jason had
hi s massi ve hands about her wai st and was thrusting her head
bet ween his tree-trunk thighs. Between them as she shrieked
out in shock and terror, her head was clanped. The hands
lifted her waist until her hindquarters were thrusting up
hi gh.

‘How soon to forget, slave,” Mss Judith said. *‘So soon
after ny warnings.’

The strap swung and thwacked across Julia’ s squirmng
bottom... and that bottomsquirned even nore as it absorbed
the burning pain. O course, it was nothing conpared wth
Madanme Vesta's switch ... but it was still very nuch sone-
thing to Julia as a novice under discipline.

Two ...

Three ..



Four

Five ...

Si x!

The | ast stroke was the hardest of all ... and drew the
nmost angui shed yelp of all fromits recipient.

Jason rel eased Julia frombetween his thighs and took her
by the hair. Doubtless she would have fallen if he had not

done so. Julia, sobbing and retching, pressed her hand
urgently to her burning bottom

“Chh ... oohh ... mmfff ... mmfff ... ooh ... oohhh ...
she gasped.

‘“You can’t say | didn't warn you, slave, can you? said
M ss Judith, smling.

‘No ... no ... Mss ... mmfff ... mfff ... ’ answered
Julia. ‘1 ... 1 ... mmfff ... 1 ... j-just f-forgot ...
‘“Well, | advise you not to forget again,” snapped M ss

Judith, ‘otherwise you're likely to feel a cane across that
shapely arse of yours. That is nore likely to stimulate your
brain matter.’

She signed to Jason. The prelimnaries were al nost over -
and fam |iar enough they had been. Reactions in these early
st ages were al ways nmuch of a muteness. Naturally a new sl ave
took time to adjust ... but that did not nean she was al | owed
nmuch | atitude

‘“Put a chain on the collar,” said Mss Judith.

Jason fastened on the long slimchain and M ss Judith took
its end.

‘Come al ong, slave,’” she said. ‘It’s time for your to see
where you are going to be kept. And to neet soneone who |
m ght terma “conpanion in msfortune!”’



CHAPTER THREE

JULI A LAY ON t he hard pl anks whi ch had been scrubbed al nost
to whiteness. A heavy iron collar was about her neck and a
chain linked this to a ringbolt in the wall. [t was, in
fact, the very sanme collar which Madane Vesta had predicted
to Quentin Gsman that woul d one day encircle Julia s pretty
neck. She was face down, shoul ders heaving wi th harsh sobs,
hands pressed to the burning swathes of fire across her
butt ock cheeks.

The hi deous menory of Jason’s clanping black thighs
the way he raised her hindquarters as if she were a toy ..
the torment of Mss Julia s strap ... all were still fierce
upon her. She felt sick to the depths of her soul. And the
horror of her situation was |ike a crushing wei ght upon her

For, after what had al ready happened ... what was happen-
ing ... she realised all this was no ‘bluff’ designed to
scare her. Not sonething tenporary either. No brief night-
nar e.

This was harsh reality.

Absol utely for real

In some unbelievable way (outside all normal credibility)
Quentin had managed to have her abducted and transported to

to ... this hell ship. A place devised and desi gned by
a monster and directed by devil s!
I mpossible really ... yet true

For, though she night have w shed to, Julia could no
| onger deny the evidence of her own eyes. Even | ess her own
feel i ngs.

How coul d she deny the sight of that poor naked woman-
creature led on all fours, on the end of a chain by that
hi deous brute negro?

How coul d she deny the spectacle of the Puni shment Room
itself?

O what had happened there?

Julia’ s mind reeled anay fromthat nmenory. Even to recal
it was an agony. How wel come death woul d have been then!



How was it possi bl e she coul d endure and survive such i nhuman
tornents? It was past all normal understanding.

How coul d she deny the sick-making repul sion of Jason’s
cl asp? Her abasing nakedness? The humiliation of the iron
collar and chain ... and the fear they induced?

She coul d not deny them

Though she prayed to Almighty God to let her be able to
deny them it was possible to do so.

| mpossi bl e.

Unbel i evabl y i nmpossi bl e

As Julia continued to sob, her tears nmade a dark, danp
patch on the white boards of the bunk

Julia’s nerves flared as she caught the sound of a key
turning in the lock of the cabin cell to which she had been
taken. Shuddering, she pressed closer to the boards of the
wal | and beneath her, closing her eyes like a child wi shing
to get rid of an unpleasant idea.

Ssmmmaaa ... aaacckkk!

A broad pal m seemingly as hard as a pi ece of wood, smashed
across Julia s bare bottom

“Up!’ bellowed a harsh nale voice

Wth a shriek of shock as nuch as pain, Julia leapt up off
the boards, her chain cl anking.

‘“Up ... and kneel ... when Ahned enters!
Before her terrified eyes swama bl ack figure. The figure
came into focus. It was a negro as nuscul ar as Jason and as

scantily clad, with only the white pouch about his loins. To
her added horror, Julia saw that he had led a | ovely naked
woman on the end of a collar and chain, simlar to the one
about her neck.

‘“You not kneel like that,’” said the negro. ‘You knee
with legs wide. So ... open them slave ...’

The ni ght mare was begi nning again. How could this brute
order her about and address her as slave? It was absurd ...

Yet, in the back of Julia s mnd was the know edge of the
danger of such thoughts. O the danger of not doi ng what one
was told. She parted her thighs a little.

‘Wder,’” cane the comrand

Oh the hideous shane of it! Sobbing with hunmiliation.
Julia parted her thighs w der.

‘Now you puts your hands behind your head, little mss



slave girl. Then you clasps themthere and sticks out those
nice big udders God has given you, said Ahned with a big-
toothed grin.

Sobbi ng nore harshly, hating herself, hating the negro
hating the whole world. Julia forced herself to do as she
had been ordered. How dare she do anything el se? Suppose
the negro sent for Mss Judith and she started to use that
strap again? GCh what a terrible thought!

‘That’ s the position you gets yourself into, mssie, when-

ever ah cone in here ... or Mss Judith ... or anyone el se.
And yo gets yourself intoit mghty quick ... yeh ... mghty
quick ... unless yo wants a sore arse. You follow ne, white
nssie?’

Julia was conscious of the negroes eyes roving |ascivi-
ously over her nakedness and coul d not hel p shuddering un-
controllably. It nade her feel unclean. She felt she would
have gi ven anything to be able to cover her breasts with her
hands.

‘“Yes ... ' she whispered.

‘Yes , suh,’ said the negro assistant. ‘Mah nane is
Ahred, but you call me suh, slave girl.’

Julia gulped. ©Onh CGod ... fancy having to ... she saw a

flicker in the whites of the negroes eyes. Shuddered again.

‘“Yes ... sir " she answered. And a deep groaning sob
welled up fromw thin her, her head slunped and the tears
fl owed copiously.

‘You keeps yo head up, girlie,’ said Ahnmed. ‘Blub away

much as yo | i ke but yo keepes yo head up. Up ... .l say!’

Julia raised her tear streaked face. Her nouth quivered
uncontrol l ably, her breasts heaved violently. ‘Yo got to
| earn all these things m ghty quick, slave girl,’ said Ahned,
‘otherwise Mss Judith get to know. And she soon take sone
skin off that pretty arse of yours, | reckon.’

“NNO... NO... P-PLEASE ... NO... ' Julia found herself
pl eadi ng. The thought of M ss Judith was intol erable. *Please
... no ... sir ... ' she added.

Ahred grinned again. ‘Yo already learnin,’ he said.

Then he turned to the woman he had led in. Even through
her tears, Julia could see she was beautiful. Ri ch, dark
auburn hair surmounted |l ovely features. She was tall, |ong-
I i nbed, her figure excellent. Here was another |iving proof
that this was no nightmare but reality.

Ahred gave t he woman a pl ayful slap on the bottom *You' ve



learnt to be a good girl, haven't you Melissa? he said.

‘Yes, sir,’” answered the girl with meek respect which did
not accord with her naturally proud features.

Suddenly, with a shock, Julia saw that the woman, who was
just about her own age, she guessed, had been depil ated.
Then with an even greater shock, Julia saw Ahnmed’ s fingers
casual ly fondl e the exposed sex lips.

‘Juicy ... ' he said, grinning again.

To Julia s amazenment, the woman did not recoil or protest.
Rather to the contrary, she seenmed to proffer herself for
Ahred’ s attentions. Julia wanted to cl ose her eyes, but was
riveted by the awful obscenity of the scene. How could a
worman submit to such indecencies with seenmingly so little
enoti on?

Julia watched as Ahned led the girl to the wooden bunk on
the opposite side of the cabin, fastened her chain in the
ringbolt on the wall and gave her anot her sl ap on her bottom
Li ke an obedi ent dog getting to its resting place, Mlissa
slid on to the hard boards and knelt down in the sanme fashion
as Julia was al ready doi ng.

The negro | ooked fromone wonan to the other. There was a
certain smug satisfaction on his face. He reckoned he had
two of the top beauties aboard the Paradise in one of his
cabi ns!

Then he turned on his heel, closed the door and | ocked it.

Julia and Melissa were left alone.

Melissa relaxed from the obligatory posture and |ay down
resignedly ... and Julia followed suit. There was a sil ence.
The auburn haired beauty’s eyes were closed. Julia sinply
coul d not stop herself continuing to gaze on the nude figure
on the other bunk. Here, so near, was living proof of
uni magi nabl e horror. |If such things could happen to such a
worran, they could happen to her!

She nmust find out, she nust ask ...

‘“How ... howcould you |l et himdo that to you? ' she asked.
Her voice was hoarse, the vocal chords still strained from
the continuous screans when Madane Vesta had fl ogged her.

Mel i ssa opened her eyes wearily. ‘You do not understand,’
she said. ‘l cannot ... | nmust not ... stop him... or
anybody. You do not understand yet’. Mel i ssa cl osed her
eyes again. ‘But you will,’ she added.



Jui cy



‘Cannot? Must not?’ quavered Julia. ‘GCh ... how can you
say such things? Do you really nean then?’

Melissa bestirred herself, raised herself and | ent on one
el bow.

“You do not understand’ , she repeated. ‘Nor did | But it

woul d be well if you took my advice. Do not resist. As |
did. Submit. Oobey. You will suffer less. | know ...’
‘I ... 1 c-cannot ... | will not ... it’s inpossible ...’

croaked Juli a.

If Melissa had been capable of smiling, she would have
done so

‘Everything is possible here,’” she said sinply. ‘1 know.
Pl ease renenber | realise howyou feel. | have been through
it all nyself. Just take ny advice , that’'s all’

Julia |l ooked at her new conpani on i n di sbelieving sil ence,
the tears trickling slowy down her cheeks.

‘“How ... how can | ?" she asked after a silence.

You will find out’, replied Melissa. ‘For example after
you have received twel ve strokes of the rod sinply for being
slowto kiss Ahned’ s t oe when ordered, you will beginto find
out how you can be nade to do anything’ .

‘NNo ... no... no... ooo whinpered Julia.

‘Yes,’' said Melissa. ‘You will certainly find out. Sooner
or later. That’'s up to you I'msinply trying to help you’

There was anot her silence, while Julia covered her face in
her hands. ‘No ... no ... ' she kept repeating and then:
‘How can this have happened to nme?

‘“You're Julia, aren’'t you? asked Melissa, who was now
sitting up on her bunk, knees dangling.

‘Y-Yes ... that’s right ... but however did you know?
answered a startled Julia.

‘Because | have al ready net your owner,’ answered Melissa
inaflat voice. ‘Quentin Osman, isn't it? At our introduc-
tion, in this very cabin at Madanme’s invitation, he whipped
me. And nuch enjoyed doing so’

‘No ... no ... ' Julia kept saying, shaking her head from
side to side, ‘it ... it’s not possible ... | nmean Quentin
doing that ... to you. How ... how could it be

Quentin .. oh ny God!’

‘Afterwards,’” went on Melissa, in the sane flat voice
‘they nade ne his personal slave while he was on board. |
had to do anything he wanted’ .

‘“You . vyo.. you ... for Quentin? gasped Julia. ‘Ch ..



how coul d you?

‘“You're not jealous, are you?' asked Melissa with al nbst a
sneer in her voice.

‘Jeal ous!’ cried Julia. ‘He repulses ne ...’

‘He repul sed nme, too,’ said Melissa, ‘but | had to do it
all the sane. Now he has put you in the sane position. So
that, ultimately, you will have to do anything that anybody
wants. H mincluded.’

‘“No ... ooo!" cried Juliadespairingly. ‘1’d rather die!’

Unfortunately,’” said Melissa with calmcynicism * they
make sure here that no such easy way out is available.’

There was anot her silence, before Julia started repeating
again and again, ‘I can't believe it ... | can't believe it

A sudden flash of anger cane into Melissa s blank eyes.
‘For God’s sake start believing it,” she snapped. ‘Let ne
try and help you. Let me try and give you sone nore facts.
Get it into your head that, from now on, however hard you
try, you're going to feel Mss Judith’'s strap day in, day
out. That's the | east you can expect. Step out of line in

the slightest and you'll find yourself down in the Punish-
ment Room They’ ve got rods, birches, martinets, whips ..
the lot ... there. No doubt you’ ve been on the Ring, so

you' ve got sone idea ..
Julia groaned horribly.
‘... but let nme tell you some nore, Julia,’ continued
Mel i ssa. ‘What do you think 1'd been doing before Ahned
brought me back here?
Julia just shook her head.
‘1" d been servicing him’ said Melissa, the corners of her

mout h down-turning. ‘Sinply for his animal pleasure. 1 had
to suck him Then, when he’d had enough of that, he fucked
me. And, believe nme, | had to give himfull nmeasure ... ’

Julia’ s nouth was agape. Her head still shook from side
to side. “Y-You ... you ... with ... with that ... h-
horrible ... b-black ... brute? she quavered. ‘Ch howcould

y-you?’

The shar pness and t he sneer cane back into Melissa’s voice.

‘I"ve told you how. You' |l learn, as | say. Wich would you

prefer, another go over the Ring or Ahned?

Julia’ s face crunpled. That the decision was an i npossi -
bl e one, was obvi ous.

Anot her, and a longer silence fell.



‘l see,’ said Melissa at length, ‘that you are wearing the
silver chain. That means, in case you haven't been told,
you' re reserved for Quentin. In duetine, as mne did, he'll
arrive and have his fun and ganes ... ’

‘“No ... no!’

‘“He’ Il thrash you norning, noon and night, if he feels
like it ...~

‘NO... NO... ocoO’

‘ and after that you' Il still be grovelling and beggi ng
for nmore ...’

Julia could only croak hoarsely, nouth agape.

‘... then, when he’s had enough of his own fun - like ny
owner did - he’' Il have your status changed to Gold. See ...

I"mwearing a Gold chain. That neans |’ mavail abl e to Ahned
and Jason. They only have to put in an official request for
me. And do you inmagine that is ever refused? Also, if any
of the so-called guests aboard this ship take a fancy to ne,
of course they can have nme too.’” Melissa | owered her voice a
little. ‘Wirst of all, they can take you down to the Lower
Deck. Where the crew are. Then they |eave you there for a
coupl e of hours or so. That hasn’'t happened to nme yet, thank

God. | should inmagine it’s the worst.’

Julia was still shuddering silently, mouth still sagging.

‘... aml beginning to get through to you, Julia? You're
lucky, I had no one to help ne. To advise ne. | resisted.
In the first week | was here, | was taken down to the
Puni shment Roomfive tinmes. And each tinme was worse than the
one before. Try and understand that ... try ... try
however you feel. And, believe nme, no one knows better than

I how you feel.’

Julia s head drooped. She was filled to the depths of her
being with the bl ackness of utter despair. And horror. Not
to mention terror.

‘Is ... is there no way to escape?’ she whispered at |ast.

Mel i ssa snorted. ‘None,’” she replied. ‘Just forget it.
The whol e ghastly systemis fool -proof. You nust accept it.
As it is. Submt toit, |I say, don't fight it. That way it
may not be quite as bad for you.

Silent tears trickled down Julia s cheeks and spl ashed
onto her lush breasts.

Gsman ... Quentin Gsnan ... that horrible sl ob whomshe’'d
taken for an easy neal ticket (and a lot nore!) had done this
to her! It was incredible. Howcould he? Yet he had. Hate



and fury burned like a hot iron through her. whatever the

consequences, she would kill himthe nonent she set eyes on
him Kill himwth her bare hands. Rip his fat belly to
pieces ... tear off his ... his ..

‘Better get sone rest,’ Melissa was saying. ‘You |l need

it if ny guess is right about Mss Judith’s first discipli-
nary duties for you.’

‘Disciplinary duties? queried Julia, raising her head.
She | ooked a sorry sight.

Mel i ssa nodded. ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Disciplinary duties.
You don’t inmagine they just keep us here, chained up all the
time, do you?

It was, in fact, something that had not yet occurred to
Julia. Her mind had been far too full of other horrors.

‘I ... | hadn’t th ... thought,’ she said.

‘It is nmy guess,’ said Melissa, ‘that cone m dday, when it
is getting really hot, she’ll have you out scrubbi ng down t he
decks. It is, | believe, her favourite way of “breaking in”
newconers, as she calls it.’

*S-Scrubbing ... the d-decks?

‘Yes,’ said Melissa. ‘That’s howit began with nme. And,
believe me Julia, you'll scrub as you ve never scrubbed
before. If you ve ever scrubbed before. Frankly, you don’'t
| ook the type. But you will. You'll scrub till your arns
feel like lunps of | ead and your back seens to be breaking in
half. That’s howit is. So get sone rest.’

Mel i ssa herself turned over and curled herself up on the
hard boards. Her curvaceous bottom thrust nakedly towards
Julia. It was unmarked. but, by then, Julia knewthe reason
for that.

Quenti n has whi pped that bottom she thought with shudder-

ing disbelief. And ... and enjoyed it in other ways. Just
as Ahnmed had done not so | ong ago.

How could it be ... how could it be?

Yet it was ... it was!

Julia turned over and | ay on her belly. Gently she placed
her hands on her buttocks. How hot they felt. Howsore. The
menory of the falling strap nmade her nates twitch invol un-
tarily. She didn’t want any nore of that. Yet how coul d she
escape it?

Had not Melissa said it would happen every day?

Surely that nust be an exaggeration. Surely. Yes ... she
was just trying to make out things were worse than they



really were, so that it would not seemso bad for her |ater
on. Well, that was kind of Melissa. Poor Mlissa. Fancy
having to put up with that awful Quentin. To be his ‘slave’
Then she was seized with an uncontrollable trenbling fit.
But I ... |1 ... amhis ‘slave’, she said to herself.
Once agai n she began to sob uninhibitedly. Then, after a
whil e, her fists began to pound the board on which she | ay.

‘l hate him ... | hate him ... ' she snarled between
clenched teeth. ‘1’1l kill the bastard ... "Il kill him...
I will ... | swear | will!’

Resi gnedly, on the other bunk, Melissa listened to Julia’s
outburst. She shook her head sorrowfully. Her advice did
not seemto have been heeded, to say the |east.



CHAPTER FOUR

The heat of the upper deck hit Julia like that of an oven
after the conparative cool ness of the cabin cell in which she
had been confi ned. She arrived on that deck, struggling
awkwardly up a steep conpani onway, |ed by Mss Judith on the
end of her collar and chain. Across her thighs flanmed two
fresh swathes of pain ... on account of the fact that M ss
Judith had considered her too slowin getting into the re-
qui red posture when she had entered the cabin.

Julia stunbl ed as she reached t he deck, | ooki ng around her
in bew ldernent, blinking in the strong sunlight. For the
first time it was truly apparent to her that she was on board
a vessel. Through the nesh grilles which guarded the sides
of the ship, the sea stretched away snoothly bl ue. An
idyllic scene - under different circunstances.

M ss Judith unl ocked the collar about her charge’ s neck
and Julia gave a groan of relief. But, despite the heat, she
was trembling - for she was already in dread of the hard-
faced bl onde. Now Julia knew that, wi thout the slightest
compunction, her hand coul d smash across her face, her fist
could drive into her belly or, worst of all, that |eather
strap could crack across her tender flesh

‘Right,” said Mss Judith, ‘it’s tine you went to work,
girl. Probably never done any real work in your |ife before,
| guess. Relied on other attributes for your keep ... ’

Julia flushed at the inplication and bit her lip hard to
hol d back a retort - for she knewwhat it woul d earn her. The
frustration of having to restrain herself burned deep

“You see this deck? continued Mss Judith. She indicated
some forty to fifty feet of bl eached deck. ‘You are going to
scrub it, fromend to end.

Julia | ooked al ong the deck, shi mering under a heat haze.
‘But it’s already clean,’” she said automatically.

Her head reeled and she saw stars as Mss Judith’'s palm
fell across first one cheek and then the other

‘Don’t answer ne back, slave ... and don’t query ny or-



ders,’ she rasped. ‘Wien | say you scrub, you scrub. Now,
get down to it.’

On the deck stood a bucket of water, alongside a tin of
some powder and a scrubbing brush. Tears canme to Julia’s
eyes as she | ooked down at them Tears of self-pity that she
coul d be made to do such a degrading nmenial task ... working
naked before all who care to see. Oh the injustice of it ...

Thwacckkkk!

The flame of Mss Judith’s strap across her buttocks brought
her swiftly back to reality.

‘l said get on with it!’

Gaspi ng, shuddering, Julia fell to her knees. The relent-
| essness of Mss Judith terrified her. Not for one nonent
was she allowed a respite nor, seemngly, were allowances
made for the fact that she had just been pitched into a
hi deous new exi st ence.

Besi de her, out of the corner of her eye, she could see the
bl ack, high heeled boots of authority. The deck was hard
under her knees, the sun was hot on her bare back. Julia
pi cked up the scrubbing brush. It was true that she had
never done any manual | abour of consequence before. But now
she had to, she knew. For, alongside the black boots of
authority dangled the leathern thong of authority. She
pi cked up the scrubbing brush, dipped it in the bucket and
then the powder.

‘“l shall be back in ten mnutes to see how you' re doing,’
said the iron voice from above.

Julia began to scrub as the high heels clicked off down
t he deck.

After five minutes Julia felt she had had enough.

For one thing, it was so hot. For another, her right arm
and shoul der ached horribly. Also, it seened so pointless to
scrub an already-clean deck. Still, she went on with it,
sonmetines changing the brush to her left hand. If Mss
Judith is returning in ten mnutes she thought, | want to
seemto have done well. After that 1'lIl be able to take it
a bit easier.

As the effort grew greater and the aches worse, Julia’s
hate and fury steadily nounted. It becane like a ball of
firein her belly. It was Quentin who had done this to her.
Quentin!  There was nurder in her heart at the thought.



Then she began to scrub a little harder as she heard the
click of returning heels.

‘“What’ s this, you lazy trollop,” canme the voi ce fromabove.
‘Is this all you ve done?

Thwwaaccckkk!

‘ you' Il put your back into it properly ...~
Thwwaaccckkk!

‘“you’ Il scrub till it really hurts ... ~’

Thwaaaccckkk!

“1"1l teach you the neaning of toil, sweat and tears ...’
Thwwaaacccckkkk

‘do you hear, you slack bitch?

Julia heard all right. And she felt. She felt the burning
bl aze of the strap across buttocks and thighs as, like an
eel, she twi sted about on the deck in an attenpt to avoid it.
Quite unsuccessfully. Mss Judith was adept and accurate,
quick in her stride, swift tolay on whether Julia s bottom
flanks or thigh-fronts were best presented.

‘Yaaiieee ... aahh ... no ... no!’

Thwwaaccckkk!

“Aggh ... no ... oo ... st ... opp ... stop!’

“You' Il soon learn the neani ng of obedi ence here!

Thwaacckkkk!

‘NO... OO ... aaaggh ... NO ... M MORE!"

Thwaaaccckkk!

Thus it proceeded, until Mss Judith had laid on sone
dozen strokes ... and Julia was reduced to a cringing, weep-

ing heap, clutching the ship’s rail.

‘Now get back toit,’” ordered Mss Judith. *‘And | want to
see a great inprovenent next time | return.’

Groaning horribly, Julia craw ed back to the bucket, her
back heaving with sobs. O course, but for the stinulant
i njection she had received earlier, she woul d never have had
the strength to do any such thing. As it was, she was driven
on despite herself ... and could only be inwardly anmazed by
her own powers of endurance.

It nust be said in addition, though, there was also the
strong incentive of further pain if she di sobeyed!

Still sobbing, she picked up her brush and went to work
agai n.

And now she wor ked harder and faster, absorbing the burn-
i ng-throbbing pain of the fresh welts across her body ...
earnestly eager to receive no nore.



So much for her plans for easing up a little!

On the upper passenger deck, where Quentin Osman had once
frequently sat, a |lean-faced man | ounged in a chair al ong-
si de Madanme Vesta. It was fromthat very sane vantage point
that Quentin had watched a young sl ave-girl scrubbing, just
as Julia was. He had been both anazed and enchanted, for it
was his first day aboard the Paradi se. The thought that, one
day, Julia would be doing just the sane had thrilled himto
the core. Now, though Quentin was far away, it was actually
happeni ng.

‘She’s being put through it, isn’'t she? asked the man,
| owering his opera gl asses.

For the [ ast ten nminutes or so, he had been nuch taken with
the spectacle of Julia s shapely nakedness ... and all the
secrets she was forced to display continuously.

Madanme Vesta took the opera gl asses.

‘She’s new, very new,’ she said. M ss Judith’s al ways
tough on them at the outset. Rightly so. They' ve got to

| earn we nmean busi ness aboard the Paradi se. There' |l be far
worse for her than a taste of the strap in the days and weeks
ahead. | can assure you of that.’

The lean-faced man took back the opera gl asses. H s
thoughts were very nmuch as Quentin’s had once been; they
concerned his errant youngwife. Yes ... it certainly seened

as it the Paradi se would do nicely for her!

‘She’s quite some beauty,’ remarked the man. Cearly he
coul d see the red swat hes across Julia’ s white bottom... the
sweat beginning to glisten on her back ... the swi ng of her
breasts underneath her as her armnoved fromside to side

‘Yes,’' agreed Madane Vesta. ‘Even anong our collection, |
think she stands out. Nane of Juli a. Belongs to a rich
Yank.’

‘l see he’s classified her for hinself,’ said the man. He
had been made aware of the significance of the Silver and
CGol d chai ns.

‘Yes ... pity about that from your point of view ' said
Madanme Vesta. ‘If you fancy her, that is ...’

‘Ch yes ... | fancy her alright ... ~’

“Still, don't worry, I'"msure |’ ve got soneone for you who
you' Il enjoy just as much.’ She was thinking of Melissa

‘“Very much Julia s type ... but fully trained now.’



‘Thanks ... ' said the man. He felt his bl ood beginning to
tingle. This Paradise certainly was sonme place! Luckily, if
he made up his mind definitely, he had the noney to afford
it.

H s opera gl asses continued to focus on Julia’ s curvaceous
hi nd-quarters and | ong tapering thighs. Her whole back was
now one sheen of sweat. The armwas begi nning to nove nore
slow y; the shoul ders and head to sag.

Then he saw the tall figure of the blonde, |eather-clad
overseer cone striding down the deck. He sawJulia’s ful sone
nates contract convul sively wth dread.

Julia, of course, had heard the sound of Mss Judith return-
ing and a spasmof dread went through her. She had put twi ce
the effort into it ... and was, perhaps, halfway al ong the
deck.

Despite her near exhaustion, she increased her efforts as
the foot-steps grewnearer. She cringed as the boots stopped
al ongsi de.

‘Did | tell you to stop? snapped M ss Judith.

‘“NNo ... Mss ... ' gasped Julia.

Her hand and arm noved sl uggi shly again; her back heaved
with sobs of effort.

Mss Judith |ooked down at the sweating figure for a
whi | e. There was no doubt Julia had put in considerable
extra effort. To the limt of her ability for sure. That
was how it should be. Effort ... then effort beyond effort.
That was the way to break themin!

‘St op!”’

Mss Judith was a very good judge of when enough was
enough ... and knew the pointlessness of ‘flogging a dead
horse’. Not that Julia’s norning ordeal was over. Far from
it. It was sinply that the time had conme for a recovery of
some strength ... to facilitate a renewal of suffering.

Julia slunped down on the deck, sobbing bitterly. Never,
never before had she renotely known such an agony of effort.
The nuscl es of her arns seened to be on fire, yet as weak and
soft as jelly. Her back was one massive ache, her kneecaps

two tender torments. Not to nention the other torments
across her buttocks and thighs.
Ch ... if only they would et her die!

Way, at |least, did she not faint?



The whol e worl d had gone mad - that she could be driven to
such hideous effort. At the sane tine she was quaking
inwardly at the thought of Mss Judith’s sw nging strap

Wuld it fall again?

Surely ... surely not! Had she not, in God' s nane, done
all and nore than asked of her?
‘WWater ... water ... ' she croaked hoarsely. She sud-
denly realised how raging was her thirst. ‘Wter ... niss
water ... for pity's sake ...’

Needl ess to say, Mss Judith did not give things out of
pity. Only if the circunstances seened to require them
And, dehydrated as she was, it was obvious that Julia would
not be able to continue.

‘There is a trough at the end of the deck,’” she said
brusquely. ‘Drink fromthat ... then cone back here. On
your knees ...’

Wearily Julia pushed herself up and crawl ed slowy al ong
the deck. The bl essed sight of water greeted her. It was in
an iron trough and into it she greedily plunged her face
The indignity of it did not concern her one little bit. Al
she wanted to do was to gulp and gulp until her belly was
filled. Wat did anything else matter but that?

Sl aked, she retched violently ... then she turned and
crawl ed back down the deck.

Ch God, how | ong was this horror going on?

Had t hey not done enough to her already? She, a weak and
def encel ess wonan? Surely they had done enough. ?

If only they' Il stop ... just for alittle while ... 1’1
do what they ask of ne ... Yes | will ... I"'msure |l will, she
told herself. Sonmehow!’Il nmake nyself doit. Then the twn

vi sion of Jason and Ahned | ooned up, and in her heart, Julia
knew she woul d not be able to do anything they asked of her

Even so, she continued to tell herself she would - if only
they’ d stop tornmenting her
‘Kneel erect ... the proper posture, slave ... ’

Jul i a nbaned as she knelt up. Oh that back! Then, as she
had been taught to do, she parted her thighs wi de and cl asped
her hands at the back of her head.

Up on the passenger deck, the |ean-faced man was npst
appreciative of the firmup-thrust of Julia s full-rounded
breasts.

“What boobs,’ he rnurnured.

Madane Vesta showed no interest. Her eyes were half



cl osed as she lay back under the shade of the awning. The
scene and the sounds were very famliar to her.

Bel ow, Julia sawthe tall blonde through a haze of tears,
sweat and fatigue. Her head was swinmmng. Only slowy did
the figure conme into clearer focus. There, hands on hips,
strap dangling fromone wist, stood the woman who had com
pl ete power over her. W, at will, could make her suffer.
Who, in the last hour, had nmade her suffer nore than she
coul d have thought possible. Apart fromthe Ring ...

‘“Well Julia,” enquired Mss Judith, ‘are you now feeling
nore of a slave?

How she relished the | ook of fatigue and despair on that
arrogant face ... the sweat glistened on the body ... the
humiliation of the posture enforced. Perhaps she relished
even nore the thought of the turnoil she knew there was in
Julia’s mind and spirit. The hate, the fury, the frustration

all kept in check by fear of pain. Pain she could

inflict at will. Yes ... Mss Judith was a true sadist; and
wel | aware of it.

‘Yes ... MMss ... ' answered Julia, her voice still a
croak.

‘And are you begi nning to understand t he neani ng of disci-
pline?

‘Y-Yes ... Mss ...~

“And t he neani ng of obedi ence?

‘Yes ... mmfff ... nmfff ... yes, Mss ...~

Did Julia truly feel and know these things? In sonme ways
- yes. In others - no. Al she was aware of was that she

must answer as expected. And with respect.

OCh how that galled her! She fought down the rage that
welled up in her. No ... no ... she nust not

“And that, whenever | deemfit, | shall make your precious
backsi de squi rn?’ Del i berately, she was goadi ng Julia. Testing
her in a way. Seeing if she would crack.

Julia ground her teeth. |If she had not felt so weak she
m ght have been tenpted to | eap up and cl aw out her tornen-
tor’s eyes.

‘Y-Yes ... Mss ... ' she forced herself to say.
‘ God,’ nodded M ss Judith conplacently. *‘Keep your back
straight, girl. No slouching.’” Julia obeyed the command.

‘“Now,’ continued the overseer, ‘you will stay where you are
for ten minutes. Just as you are. Anice little break from
your | abours, eh slave? Then | shall return’



M ss Judith strode of f down the deck, |eaving Julia kneel -
ing erectly inmmobile.

A break?

Julia had scarcely been able to believe her ears. She
felt sick to her stomach. She shuddered with apprehensive
dr ead. Surely it was not intended that her toil and her
tornents should continue? Surely they nust know there were
limts?

Tears of weakness and self-pity began to trickle softly
down over Julia’ s cheeks.

What she was not aware of was that Madane Vesta and her
guest had left their |oungers under the awning and were
maki ng their way down to the deck on which she knelt.

Instinctively Julia s head and eyes turned slightly as she
hard the sound of approachi ng footsteps.

‘Eyes front!’ canme Madane Vesta’' s barking voice

Julia cringed at the sound of it. It was the nost terri-
fying voice in the world. Even nore terrifying than Mss
Judith’s. At the sane tinme a flush of hideous shame and
horror spread fromher face ... down her neck ... even to her
breasts.

For she had glinpsed, al ongside Madane Vesta, a man

Every instinct in her told her to leap and flee. At |east,
to attenpt to cover herself. Yet she remmined there
paral ysed by the very fact of what was happening. Beyond
that, of course, there was Madane Vesta' s presence. Perhaps
that was an even nore potent factor in keeping her pinned to
the deck in the her humliating posture.

For there was always the Ring ..

‘This is Julia, M. Crane,’ said Madane Vesta coolly. She
spoke rather |ike some shop manageress offering an itemfor
sal e.

‘“Uh-hu ... ' said a mal e voice
Julia had | owered her eyes. The degradation of it seened
to be blazing in every nerve of her body. If only ... if only

the deck woul d open up and swal |l ow her! She sensed the
man’ s eyes devouring her. She wanted to be sick. She wanted
to die.
None of these things happened.
‘“As | told you,’ continued Madane Vesta in the same calm
way, ‘she’s very new here. Just beginning training. One



cannot, therefore, expect the sane standards of discipline
and obedi ence that will apply in a nonth or so’'s tine.’

‘1l can understand that,’” said M. Crane. One could sense
he was nore i nterested i n what he was | ooki ng at then what he
was listening to.

‘On the other hand, we nmake sone allowances for that,’
said Madane Vesta. ‘Grl, get your head up ... open your
eyes ... and | ook straight ahead.’

Wth a trenmendous effort, Julia forces herself to obey.

She saw the lustful male eyes; she knew the shane that
only a worman can know. Al ongsi de she saw t he di anond hard,

bl ack eyes of Madane Vesta. Pitiless eyes ... from the
depths of Hell. Julia shuddered, and went on shudderi ng.
‘“This ... and other kinds,’ responded Madane Vesta. ‘I
wi Il show you nore |ater.
‘It seenms ... nost suitable,’” said M. Crane, alnost to
hi nsel f. H s eyes never ceased to roam |l asciviously. As

Quentin’s had once done, he was obviously substituting an-
other for Julia at that nmonent. Moreover, Madane Vesta was
al ready aware that he had virtually made up his mnd about
the ultimate destination of his wayward young w fe.

‘Perhaps,’ said Madame Vesta, ‘you would |ike to exam ne
nmore closely the treatnent Julia has received - to stinulate
her to greater effort.’

“Er ... well ... yes ... why not ... | suppose,’ replied
M. Crane. A nuscle in his cheek twitched. This was alto-
gether a new and quite fascinating experience for him Wnen
under conpl ete discipline.

‘CGet on your hands and knees, slave,’ ordered Madane Vesta
sharply, ‘and show your backside to this gentleman.

Julia' s features seened to dissolve. She shuddered even
nmore violently than before. Enotion after enption shook her
I'i ke tenpestuous wi nds.

‘P-please ... please ... ' she whinpered pathetically,
‘I"'ma ... a wwonan ... '’

‘That is evident,’ said Madane Vest contenptuously. ‘Did
you hear ny order, slave. Get your bottomup this instant,
slave ... and get it up high!’

The voice of steel, the eyes blazed. Julia felt as if hot
kni ves were going through to her very vitals. How could she
do such a thing? How could she before an utter stranger
a cruel |echer?

Sonet hi ng snapped.



get your head up ... open your
and | ook straight ahead




‘“NO ... NO’' she shrieked, falling forward, her fists
pounding the deck, ‘I WWONT ... | WONT ... YOUCANT M
MAKE ME!' I"'DDIEFIRST ... NO... NO... NO... NO... OooO’

It was quite an outburst ... even though quite understand-
abl e.

Madane Vesta sniled benignly at M. Crane. “As | told
you,’ she said, ‘Juliais very new. This sort of thingisto
be expected at first. They have tantrums, you know.  But
they get cured of them’

‘“l quite understand, Madame.’ he said. Actually he was
quite surprised that an attractive young worman like Julia
had been able to maintain as nuch self-control, under the
ci rcunst ances, as she had al ready done.

The commotion had caught the ears of Mss Judith - who now
arrived on the scene. She | ooked venonously at Julia’s
prostrate, deck-thunping figure.

“Troubl e, M’ anf?’ she asked.

‘Not hi ng untoward,’ replied Madane Vesta. ‘Iln a newconer
that is. However Julia is to go on tonight’s Report. She
will be dealt with then.’

‘Certainly, Ma’am’' said Mss Judith. There was evident
pl easure in her voice

Madanme Vesta and her guest noved off.

‘What does Report nean?’ asked M. Crane.

“Ch ... well ... it’s an expression we have.’ replied
Madane Vesta. ‘Any slave girl can be put on Report, by an
overseer or an assistant. |t happens when it is considered

that an offence nerits nore than sone on-the-spot correc-
tion.’

‘l see ... ' said M. Crane. Though he didn't quite.

‘Such cases,’ continued Madane Vesta, ‘are considered and
adj udi cated upon each evening in the Punishment Room W
take all factors into consideration. Julia s inexperience
will be one such factor. |If a trained slave girl had done
what Julia just had, she woul d have been dealt with, with the
ut nost severity. Rank di sobedience is one of the nost seri-
ous of f ences. As it is, | shall probably sinply order a
good, sound cani ng.’

My God, thought her guest, how sinple can you get! That
was goi ng to be exceedingly unpl easant on an al ready tender
bott om

‘Let us continue our inspection,’ said Madane Vesta. ‘I
have one or two other things which mght interest you, M.



Crane.’
And M. Crane was nost happy to follow his hostess into
the | ower regions of the Paradise.

Meanwhi |l e, M ss Judith had yanked up Julia by her hair and
was | ooking into the distraught, terror-stricken face.

‘I ... c-couldn’t ... | couldn’t ... ' Julia kept on
sobbing out, ‘don’'t ... you ... you under ... understand?
How ... oh how ... could any wonan?’

‘“You'll soon learn how,” replied Mss Judith. ‘l’ve lit-

tl e doubt |I shall have the satisfaction of giving you a nost
menor abl e t hrashi ng tonight.’
‘No ... no... have mnerc ... eee ... ' wailed Julia. ‘I
| couldn’t help it ... | couldn’t ... | just couldn’t
“Shut up!’ said Mss Judith with some viciousness. Then
she j abbed t he needl e of the hypoderm c she held, into Julia’s
neck. It was generally necessary to gi ve newconers a doubl e-
dose of the stimulant during the first week. Quite under-
st andabl y!

‘Mercy ... ' noaned Julia. ‘I ... | can't s-stand any ...
any ... any ... mnore ... '

“You'll be surprised,’” smled Mss Judith cruelly. ‘In ny
view you had it alittle too easy earlier. Nowyou' Il do it

the hard way.’
‘No ... please ...

stop ... .1'Il do
what ... anything ...
pl ease ... please ...
just stop ...’

‘ Qpen your nout h,’
ordered M ss Judit h.

“Wwhy?’ whi nper ed
Jul i a.

‘Don’t ask ques-
tions ... do it!’
snarl ed M ss Judit h.
Then she drove her
fist into Julia's
sol ar pl exus.

Nat ural I y enough,
as Jul i a gasped fran-




tically for air, her nouth gaped wide. Into that gap, Mss
Judith thrust another scrubbing brush. This one had straps
attached to each end. Swiftly M ss Judith buckl ed the straps
at the back of Julia s head.

Julia’ s eyes stared wildly, disbelievingly.

“You'll scrub like that,” said Mss Judith. *‘And you'll
scrub the rest of the deck.’ She unhooked the strap from her
belt. “Get your snout in the bucket and get started.’

Thwwaaaccckkk!

The strap fell across Julia' s flank. She tw sted over,
contorted with pain.

Thwwaaaccckkk!

The strap fell across the other flank.

‘Come on you |l azy cow, get scrubbing ...

Thwwaaaccckkk!

This tine the strap caught Julia full across both buttock
cheeks as she withed agoni sedly on the deck.

Frenzied with pain, inspired with extra strength by the
stimulant, she dragged herself up and plunged her face into
the sudsy water of the bucket. Then her head went down to
the deck and she began to scrub.

M ss Judith | ooked down with evident satisfaction at the
figure which crouched on hands and knees ... the head jerking
back and forth ... the face swi nging and plunging into the
bucket ever and anon.

‘Cone on ... ' said Mss Judith, ‘let’s hear that neck
creak. Unless you want to feel sone nore |eather.’

Julia s efforts becane even nore frenzied. She was | ost
inaworld of pain and horror, driven on by forces beyond her
control. Quentin would i ndeed have been amazed to see her at
that nonent. Especially so soon after her arrival aboard the
Par adi se!

‘That’s it,” said Mss Judith, ‘and keep at it ... right
to the end of the deck.’

Thhwwwaaacccckkkkk!

A final full-blooded stroke fell across the upthrust but-
tocks of the wetched woman ... sending her sprawing and

writhing along the deck.

Then M ss Judith strolled casually away.

She had scarcely taken a few paces before Julia had forced
herself back to her terrible task.

She was |l earning ...

And | earning fast!



‘What do you think of her?

The question was addressed by Madane Vesta to her newest
guest, and possible client, M. Crane.

“Well ... well, | must say ... er, she has considerable
merit " replied M. Crane. His | ean cheeks were slightly
flushed and there was the heat of lust in his eyes.

For Melissa was showi ng none of the natural nodesty that
Julia had done. She was kneeling on the plank bunk, her
hi ndquarters up-thrust, her thighs wide. Blatently she dis-
pl ayed her depilated charnms as she had been ordered to. For
Mel i ssa now knew better than to di sobey.

“And you agree there are sone simlarities in |ooks and
figure to Julia? asked Madane Vesta.

‘Yes ... yes, indeed,’” said M. Crane. He was still
trying to get used to the fact that there was so nuch | us-
ci ous, naked beauty displayed aboard the Paradise. Nat u-
rally enough, new guests found it both renmarkabl e and | ust-
fully stimulating.

‘The main difference is, of course ... this,’ said Madane
Vesta. She indicated the Gold chain about Melissa s waist.
“Ah yes ... ' nodded M. Crane, his eyes gleam ng even
more hotly. He could still hardly credit the fact that it
meant this lovely creaturewas ... was ... well, available to

him as Madane Vesta had put it.

‘Wl |l ? enquired Madanme Vesta.

“Vell ... er, what?' answered M. Crane. He could scarcely
m stake the inplication but he did not want to seem over-
anxi ous.

‘Wl l, do you want her or not? said Madane Vesta a shade
testily. Sonetimes this bashful attitude on the part of
possible clients got on her nerves a little. She si ghed

inwardly. Still, one had to nake all owances. It was all new
and rat her strange to them And one had to be understandi ng
and co-operative to gain their confidence ... and their
business. ‘I nean, M. Crane,’ she went on in a nore equi-

table tone, ‘would you like to have this Melissa as your
personal slave while you are on board?

“I ... | pust ... say ... yes ... | nust say, | would,
Madane Vesta,’ blurted out M. Crane.

Mel i ssa’s nose and nouth were pressed to the planks. Her
eyes, which had been wide and filled wi th bl ank despair while



she was being so indecently exan ned, closed. The | ong
eyel ashes lay over the skin and from one corner of one
eyelid, a single tear escaped and trickled. The tiniest of
shudders ran through her body ... for she knew t hat anot her
ni ght mare of subm ssion and degradati on was about to begin.
She was about to becone the plaything of sone stranger

sonme beast. |t was not for the first tinme, it would not be
the last; but that made the nobment no easier.
‘“Very well then, M. Crane,’ said Madane Vesta, ‘I wll

make t he necessary arrangenents and have the girl sent to you
later.’

‘Thank you ... thank you very nuch, Madane,’ said M.
Crane. He could hardly believe his good luck. This beauty

this | ovely, naked beauty ... was going to be his. To do
as he liked with! It was wonderful to know

‘“Up, girl,’ said Madanme Vesta.

At once Melissa | owered her hindquarters, tw sted around
to face the two in the cabin, and pl aced her hands behi nd her
head. M. Crane regarded his new ‘possession’ with the very
greatest satisfaction. He could hardly wait to get his hands
on her.

‘Have you anything to say, girl? asked Madane Vesta.

‘1 am honoured that this gentlenman has chosen ne as his
personal slave,’” replied Melissa in a low but controlled
Voi ce.

Madane Vesta nodded. ‘Rightly so,’” she said. *‘Very well,
let us go on M. Crane. As | say, all arrangenents will be
made ...’

The coupl e |l eft the cabin, the door cl osed and was | ocked.
As the key turned, Melissa slunped down on to the bunk,
covered her face in her hands and burst into uncontrollable
tears.

Har dened as she was, such an ordeal was still a tornent.
And the knowl edge of what |ay ahead an even greater one.

Julia finally collapsed just before she reached the end of
the deck. A conbination of intense heat and an effort far,
far beyond her norm took their toll in the end. Stinulant
or no stinulant, there were limts. She had reached them...
and, whil st doing so, had gone through unrelieved nental and
physi cal agoni es. Again and again, she had driven herself on

beyond anything that seenmed humanly possible. And the



driving force behind that drive was, of course, terror of
M ss Judith.

When t he overseer returned to find the slunped heap at the
end of the deck, she realised that Julia had truly given her
all. Beyond that, she was aware that it woul d be dangerous
to enploy yet another stinmulant dose. Two a day was the
prescribed maxi num ... and they had been given

Thus, for the nonment, it was the end of the affair. One,
whi ch she knew, Julia would not forget in a hurry. That had
been the intention fromthe outset.

Accordingly, Mss Judith summoned Jason, who pi cked up the
lifeless figure and carried it to a small cabin al ongsi de the
Recovery Room bel ow decks. There Julia spent five mnutes
| ying under an icy shower before recovering sone degree of
sensibility.

Then she was taken back to her cabin-cell and the iron
col l ar and chain were once again fastened to the ringbolt in
the wal | .

There she lay, flat down, still alnost lifeless, nurnuring
and noaning to herself. She was not yet fully conscious of
her surroundi ngs again. Indeed, it was rather as if she had

had an operation and was recoveri ng.

From the other side of the cabin, Melissa |ooked at her
with indifference. It was nmuch as she had expected. She
noted the nmass of strap marks that lay across Julia s but-
tocks and thighs ... she noted the state of conpl ete exhaus-
tion. 1t had been nuch the same with herself on that first
awful day of ‘disciplinary duty’.

They deliberately made if as awful as possible. One never
forgot it; even if worse things happened | ater

Idly she wondered if it were the end of the day for Julia.
She could hardly inmagine one of Julia s tenperanment going
through the day wi thout sone resistance of petulant out-
burst. That could nmean trouble for her later that evening.
Still, it was not her affair. she had enough to contenpl ate
regardi ng hersel f.

Mel i ssa wondered when they would cone and fetch her
and take her to that nean-faced swine who had visited the
cabin earlier.

It took about an hour for Julia to return to sonething like
normal . Every muscle in her body ached excrutiatingly. But



particularly in her jawand neck. Her hindquarters seened to
be on fire. She pressed her hands to themin an effort to
cool them but with no effect.

She groaned at the menmory of that hideous norning. How
had it ended? Julia could not properly renenber that. A
ki nd of madness of fatigue had finally envel oped her. She
must have passed out, of course. The thing that puzzled her
was why she had not done so | ong before.

Then cane the nenory of Madane Vesta ... and that man ...

‘Ch Gd ... .NO’' she cried out, half sitting up and
turni ng towards Melissa.

The auburn-haired girl, who had been dozing, opened her
eyes.

‘“I"'msorry ... ' said Melissa, ‘but | told youit would be
bad. It’'s always worse at first '
‘But what does being ... being on Report mean? asked

Julia, eyes wide with dread.
So, thought Melissa, it was as | expected.

‘It means, | am afraid, Julia,’ she answered, ‘that you
will be taken to the Punishment Room ... and there thrashed
according to the degree of your offence.’

‘NO... NO... OO ... ' shrieked Julia, ‘they couldn't
possibly do ... do any nore ... to ne ... ' Once again she
burst into tears

‘They can ... and will,’ answered Melissa flatly.

‘NO ... no ... it would ... k-kill me ... * whinpered
Juli a.

‘It won’t,’ said Melissa

“I ... 1 just couldn’t bear it
out .

“You' Il have to. | warned you earlier. Don’t resist.
Just submt and obey ...’

‘“It’s not possible!” Julia screaned.

t he sobs cane heavi ng

A wy | ook passed over Melissa's features. ‘Wiat did you
do anyway?’ she asked

Julia covered her face in her hands. *Ch ... oh ... it was
awful ... there was this man ... with her ... that nonster
worman ... and ... and she told me ... to ... to show nyself
to him... horribly indecently. Oh ... | just couldn't!’

Mel i ssa regarded her dispassionately, thinking of how she
had had to di splay herself earlier. ‘1 knowhowdifficult it

is,” she said with all the synpathy she could nuster, ‘but,
as | have said, you only make things worse for yourself if



you don’t obey. In time you' Il get used to show ng yourself
to all and sundry; so the sooner you neke a start the bet-
ter.’

‘ How can you say such things!

‘l don't just say them ... | do them’ replied Mlissa
‘Listen Julia ... doesn’'t it make sense. |If you d done it,
you woul dn’t be going to get a good hiding.’

‘But | couldn’t ... | just couldn’t ...~

“You'll think differently when they’ re strapping you down
on the Wi pping Block ...~

‘Don’t ... OH... DONT!"’
‘“You'd like to be able to change your mnd then ... ’
‘DON'T ... ST ... OOPPP!

“ And when the rod begins to bite, you'd like to be able to
change it even nore.’

‘ST ... OOOPPPP!' shrieked Julia.

Mel i ssa shrugged. ‘I’monly trying to help,’” she said
she | ay back and cl osed her eyes. What was the use. She knew
she had reacted just the sane herself at the beginning. It

seened that Julia was going to learn the hard way.
On the other side of the cabin, the heaving sobs contin-
ued.

Only just intime, as she caught the sound of the key turning
inthe lock, did Julia mnage to jerk erect into the required

kneeling posture. Icy terror went through her. Wre they
com ng for her?
An attractive, dusky skinned woman entered the cabin. In

contrast to Mss Judith’s bl ack, she was clad in white | eat her
Smal|l bolero jacket, short skirt, thigh length boots on
teetering heels. The ‘regulation” strap dangled from her
wai st .

‘1"ve cone to take you to your knew master, Melissa,’ she
said with a happy smle.

The suggestion of a shudder went through Melissa. °*Yes,
M ss,’ she said. ‘1 am honoured to be called to serve him

‘“True ... true ... ' The dusky woman’s eyes turned to
Julia. ‘1 see you have acquired a pretty conpanion,’ she
sai d.

‘Yes, Mss,’ said Melissa. The neekness she coul d put
into her voice was quite remarkabl e.
The overseer’s eyes turned to Julia. ‘I'mMss Mara,’ she



said, ‘I have no doubt we will be neeting again.
The dusky hand stroked the length of supple tan | eather
whi ch dangl ed down from her wai st belt.

‘Y-Yes ... Mss ... ' whispered Julia, strivingtoimtate
t he meekness which Melissa had just voiced.

‘“In fact,” said Mss Mara, ‘I don't think it will be too
long before I’'Il be having you on one of my Deportnent
Classes. Sonething all the girls appreciate. eh Melissa?

‘Yes, Mss ...’

‘Come along then,’” said Mss Mara, as she unfastened the
chain fromthe ringbolt. ‘1'lIl take you to the Treatnent
Room first ... where you can pretty up for your master.’

Submi ssively Melissa followed the half-caste out of the
cabin on the end of the collar and chain. There was no point
in resistance, no point in protest, no point in pleading.
This she knew all too well. She had tried all three before.
and suffered accordingly.

She knew, as sure as night followed day, that she would
spend a half and hour or so in the Treatment Room (where
every aid to beautify herself was available and had to be
used) before being led into further depths of degradation

Melissa strove to close her mnd.

It was sinpler that way.

Left alone, Julia lay trenbling weakly.

From what she had witnessed it was obvious that Melissa
was sinply being given to sone man for his enjoynment. An
i mpossi bl e thought! Yet evidently true!

Wuld it ... could it ... ever happen to her one day?

Jul i a sobbed heart-rendingly. How could she deserve such
aterrible fate? Whatever had she done?

Then Julia began to trenble nore violently, recalling Mss

Judith’s words that nmorning. | can’t bear any nore pain, she
said to herself, | sinply can’t. They nust know that. They
nmust !

Surely I will faint the nmonent they conme for nme? Anything
more woul d be inpossible to endure. There must be sone

mercy, sone release, in the Universe somewhere!

And as her nervous apprehensi on nounted nonent by nonent,
a niggling worm of doubt cane into her mnd.

Per haps Melissa was right. Perhaps it would have been
better to degrade herself as had been demanded of her



CGordon Crane lay on his bed, wearing only a pair of trunks.
He had had a couple of large brandies to calm his nerves.
Yes ... to calm hinmself down. For it was difficult to
believe that a ravishing creature like Melissa was to be
brought to him As his personal slave. For his use.

O course, a delightfully exciting idea ... but not al
that easy to take in one’s stride. Wth casual ness. After
all, it was a little unusual. \What he didn't realise was

that his reactions were perfectly natural for a ‘first-
timer’ on the Paradise. On the other hand, as had happened
in Quentin Gsnman’s case, it only took a day or two to adapt
to a quite unique environment.

There was a knock on the door.

‘“Come in ... ' hecalled, his heart giving an extra thunp.

The dusky Mss Mara entered, leading Melissa on a slim
gol den chain attached to an equally slim collar about her
neck.

“Your slave, sir,’ said the overseer

Mel i ssa | ooked even nore desirable than before. She wore
bl ack stockings held by the flinsiest black suspender belt.
And the tiniest black net bra and panty set inaginable. Not
a covering, but sheer decoration. Rich auburn hair cascaded
gl eanming to her white shoul ders.

“Er ... thank you,’ said Gordon, half sitting up

He watched as Melissa went to her knees while Mss Mara
unf ast ened the golden collar about her neck. Could this
| ovely woman really be his?

“Any nmisdenmeanours on the part of the slave should be
reported, sir,’” said Mss Mara.

“Ch ... yes?

“And they will be dealt with accordingly.

‘I see ...’

‘On the other hand,’” continued Mss Mara, ‘any m nor mat-
ters may be dealt with by yoursel f personally, sir. You wll
find a paddle and a cane in the chest of drawers. Do not
hesitate to use themif you think fit.’

‘No ... | see ... well then ... if that’s what you say,’
said CGordon, feeling the twitch of his nerves again. He
couldn’t take his lustful eyes off Melissa’s body. MW Cod

she’s ... mne ... he kept saying to himself. It was
incredible, but it was obviously true.



‘You have only to use the house-phone if you want ne ... or
anything else,” said Mss Mara.

‘Thank you ... thank you ... that’s nobst kind,’ said
Gor don.

M ss Mara wi thdrew and cl osed he door quietly. Melissa
remai ned kneel i ng, head slightly bowed. She felt sick to the
dept hs of her soul, but not for an instant did it show

Cordon lay back and contenpl ated her. Wat a marvell ous
fuck she’s going to nake, he thought, blood beginning to
bubbl e.

Yes ... really marvellous ..

But, before that, there would be a few ganmes to play
After all, he could do what he liked, couldn’'t he? He had
certainly been told that. Then his thoughts turned to the
impl ements in the drawer. He could use those if he wi shed.
The idea was very exciting. But, perhaps, a little later
Just for fun ..

Yes ... there could be a lot of fun in that!

Meanwhil e his slave knelt subm ssively, awaiting his or-
ders. How quite utterly delightful



CHAPTER FIVE

Frantically Julia fought to check the pull of the iron collar
about her neck. She pulled on the chain, she triedto digin

her heels ... yet renorselessly Mss Judith strode on before
her.

‘No ... no ... please ... ' Julia kept choking out, ‘it
wasn't my fault ... | ... couldn't help it ... please ...
pl ease under st and.

M ss Judith strode on ... her victimin tow.

It was time for those ‘on Report’ to be dealt with

The doubl e doors of the Punishnent Room cane in sight.
The lettering above them was stark and cl ear

“NO "’ shrieked Julia. ‘NO ... OOO ... MERCE ... EEE ...
I"LL DO ANYTHI NG ... ANYTHI NG YOU WANT ... ’

Mss Judith strode on, the collar cutting into Julia's
neck. The doors opened and Julia was | ugged nercilessly in.
Virtually dragged in. But that nmade no difference. She was
in. To receive what, interms of the regine of the Paradise,
was justly regarded as ‘her desserts!’

Two naked wonmen were already linked to a side wall by
collar and chain. Julia, weeping hysterically, joined Mss
Mara who was already seated on a | eather chair alongside a
wooden dais. At the back of the dais, stood Jason and Ahned,
faces inpassive, arns folded. There were two seats on the
dais. Both were enpty. They awaited Madane Vesta and M ss
Kauf man, who was her chief assistant.

The stage, one mi ght say, was set.

And, on the Paradise, it was a very famliar stage and a
very fam liar setting. The performance began regularly at
seven o’ clock in the evening precisely.

A minute before that tinme, the double doors opened again
and the two black clad figures entered. Menacing, renorse-
|l ess, and as inevitable as doom Julia, still weeping,
crouched like a desolate child against the wall; the two
worren al ongsi de her, though silent, began to trenble.

Madane Vesta and her chief assistant took their seats on



the dais. There were a few seconds’ tense silence.
‘I will now deal with those on Report,’ announced Madame
Vesta in a sepul chral voice

‘You’ ve got very good tits,’ said Gordon Crane, his voice a
little thick.

‘Thank you ... master,’ responded Melissa. She was now
kneel i ng between Gordon’s thighs, having renoved her tiny
bra and panty set, as ordered. Gordon, too, was naked, and
solidly in erection.

Yes, two | ovely handful s, thought Gordon hotly, as he felt
the nipples firmng involuntarily. Al though she was tenpo-
rarily his ‘slave’, Melissa had nore ‘class’ about her than
any wonman he could renenber. That made it all the nore
enj oyabl e.

‘Do you like me doing this?

‘I amyour slave, master ...~

‘“But do you like ne doing this?

“Y-Yes ... master ... it is an honour ...’

One of Gordon’s hands slipped down and he began to fondly
Melissa nore intimately. To his surprise and delight, she
did not recoil but, if anything, proffered herself to his
t ouch.

“And that?

“Ah ... y-yes ... master ... | amyour slave ...’
CGordon’ s fingers del ved

“And that?

‘“Yes ... yes ... naster ... | amhere to pl ease you, naster

My God, this is the life, thought Gordon. And |’'ve got
this beauty as long as | stay here. He couldn’t inmagine

Diana - his wife - ever being nade to behave like this.
Still, what did that matter at that nonent. You never knew
anyway.

“Suck nme,’ he said, with a sudden urgency.

A warm wet mouth instantly slipped over his rigid organ,
with lips and tongue working at once to perfection.

She certainly knows what she’ s doi ng, thought Gordon hap-
pily, as he |l ay back onthe bed ... yes ... oh yes ... indeed.
It was just a question of how |ong he had the will-power to
go on letting her do it.

As he enjoyed the exquisitely sucking nouth ... so expert



so zealous ... he let his mnd review the i mages of the

day. O the kneeling Juliain particular ... of her sweating
body on the deck ... of the strap falling repeatedly on her
shapely bottom

Delightful ... oh ... oh ... yes ... quite delightfu

He | ooked down to see Melissa s deep auburn head rising
and falling rhythmcally.

Mmm ... pure joy ... pure joy ..

And his ... yes ... his!

What was nore, this was but a beginning to his pleasures.

In the Puni shment Room a young, fair-haired wonman knelt on
a wooden stool before the dais. Though well-devel oped, she
could scarcely have been nore than twenty or twenty-one
years old. Beside her, one hand on hip in easy arrogance,
stood M ss Mara.

“Jennie on Report,’ said the overseer

Madane Vesta inclined her head gravely. M ss Kauf nman
stared inpassively ahead.

‘“This is not a matter of disciplinary punishnent, My’ am’
said Mss Mara, ‘but a directive fromher owner ...~

‘Ah yes,’ said Madane Vest, ‘I recall the cable.’
Julia s sobbing wails continued |Ioudly. She was huddl ed
to the wall. Madane Vesta signed to one of the black assi st -

ants behind her. Ahmed stepped forward.

‘Gag her,’ came the conmand. Madane Vesta’s finger pointed
to the cringing figure on the wall.

Ahrred stepped off the dais, took a rubber-ball gag off a
bench and noved towards Juli a.

‘NO... CO... "~

The cry was cut off in md-air as the gag went into her
mout h and the straps which were attached to it were buckl ed
behi nd her head. The wails were at once reduced to whi nper -
ing snorts.

‘That’s better,’ said Madanme Vesta. ‘Please proceed M ss
Mar a.’

Julia s eyes bulged wildly as she gazed upon the unbeliev-
abl e scene ... and heard the equal | y unbel i evabl e pronounce-
ment s.

‘The directive is,” said Mss Mara, ‘that Jennie receive
ten strokes of the birch ... on three alternate nights. No
reason is given by her owner.’



‘No reason is necessary,’ pronounced Madane Vesta nmjes-
tically.

‘Quite so, smled Mss Mara in return.

The kneeling figure remained with fair head bowed, shiver-
ing delicately.

‘Was the type or weight of birch specified? asked Madame
Vest a.

‘No, Ma"am ...’

“Hhmmm ... then | think a normal, nedium weight birch
woul d be appropriate,’ said Madane Vesta. She signed behind
her again. ‘Jason, put this slave over the Birching Hurdle.’

The huge Negro descended fromthe dais. Mnentarily Jennie
shied away, but was immediately gripped by the neck and
carried rather like a chicken to one side of the Punishnent
Room There stood a stout wooden pole on two equal ly stout

supports. Jenni e was draped over the pole ... and her ankles
| ocked to her wists by manacl es. Her toes just touched the
floor. It was at this point that her shoulders began to

heave wi t h sobs, though she made no actual outcry or protest.

‘M ss Mara,’ said Madane Vesta, ‘since Jennieis prinmarily
in your charge, you will apply the birch.’

‘Yes, Ma'am ... ’

M ss Mara noved to the opposite wall. There stood three
tanks in which the three different weights of birches were
kept constantly in brine water. The |light birch was conposed
of eight supple, green birch slivers ... the mediumof twelve

and the heavy of sixteen. M ss Mara renoved her birch
fromthe mddl e tank and swished it through the air, sending
the brine water flying.

Then she took up a position several feet behind Jennie.
She eyed t he young white fl esh which was al ready beginning to
qui ver and quake. Jennie’s whinpers grew | ouder.

Wth accustoned expertise, Mss Mara took two paces for-
ward, raising the birch at the sane tine. Then it cane
sl ashing down ... delivered with maxi num force.

A howl of pain came from Jennie and she threshed wldly
along the length of the Hurdle. A nmultiple blaze of weals
striped her buttock flesh. Then M ss Mara stepped a pace or
two back ... and, as she stepped forward, the birch cane
sl ashi ng down once nore.

Julia closed her eyesto the terrifying scene. She sl unped
down so that the iron collar bit cruelly into her neck. She
couldn’t bear it ... she couldn’t!



But though she did not |ook, she could not stop herself

heari ng.

Again and again ... at rhythmc intervals ... there cane
the deadly hissing-whistle of the birch slivers ... the
sl ashing sound of them across naked flesh ... the agonised

how s of torment from Jennie

Ten times did she endure this tornent.

Because it had been directed by her owner.

A mass of thin weals |acerated her hindquarters when M ss
Mara replaced the birch in its tank. The girl’s noaning
cries were pitiable ... as, uncerenoniously, Jason rel eased
her fromthe Birching Hurdle, carried her back to the wall
and re-chai ned her al ongside Juli a.

There she hung, still sobbing, having received but the
first of three such ‘directed; punishnents from her owner

It can’t be ... it can't be ... Julia s mnd was scream
ing! It can't be ... it can't! Oh god ... they can’t be
going to do anything nore to ne! It’s not possible ... no

. no ... no ... surely | nust die first!

‘Next ... ' said Madame Vesta coldly.

Wth long striding grace, Mss Mara noved towards the gir
who was chai ned next to the weeping Jennie.

Julia was to be kept until [|ast.

That, understandably, was a npbst salutary experience for
new- comner s!

For to watch and to wait was a torment in itself.

CGordon Crane was really beginning to enjoy hinself. He had
had another brandy and was even nore relaxed. And he was
getting used to the idea of having a lovely woman as a
‘slave’ ... whom he could order to do what he |iked and he
could do whatever he liked with. A unique experience and a
uni quel y satisfying one.

‘Let’s have another | ook at you,’ he said. ‘Like in the
cabin. You nade a pretty picture.’

He couldn’'t help grinning with lascivious delight as,
wi t hout del ay or denmure, Melissa knelt on all fours, pushed
her nose to the carpet, thrust up her hindquarters in a high
curve and then parted her thighs.

‘“Mmm ... ' he said, ‘very pretty ...’

He slipped his hand between t he wi dened cl eft and began to
finger the pouting sex lips.



‘I"'mgoing to frig you,” he said, a finger going to the
clitoris, ‘you'll like that, won’t you?

“Y-Yes, master,’ whispered Melissa.

She gritted her teeth to endure the maraudi ng touch ...
that touch which she knew would ultimately bring her to a
climax. A climax she did not want but which Nature would
force upon her. That was one of the things she hated nost.
Gving a man that satisfaction.

CGordon’s finger noved faster and faster as he gazed down
at the lush white curves before him He played for sone two
or three mnutes, feeling Melissa getting wetter and war mer
all the tine.

‘Liking it? he asked. Sonehow he sensed what an effort
it was for Melissa to nmaintain her self-control under such
treatment ... and thus enjoyed what he was doing all the
nor e.

‘Yes, master,’ answered Melissa in a tight voice.

Cordon saw the soft flesh begin to quiver slightly; noted
the little jerks of the haunches. What fun it was to have a
plaything Iike this! He grinned again.

‘Tell me when you’'re going to cone,’ said CGordon

Mel i ssa’ s haunches began to jerk faster. The inevitable
was happening to her, try and resist it as she mght. She

hated it ... she hated herself ... she hated the beast who
was doing it to her. But there was nothing she could do
about it.
“Ahh ... ahh ... ’ she gasped suddenly. ‘I’mc-coning ..
I"mconming ... you're making ne ... c-cone ... naster ...’
‘God ... good ... ' snmle CGordon happily, his finger

movi ng even faster, ‘enjoy yourself, my pretty.’

Mel i ssa suddenly tw sted squirmng to the floor, uttering
a | oud nmoaning cry.

‘“Now ... now’ she sobbed out breathlessly.

CGordon removed his finger frombetween the still tw tching
cleft and gently slapped the delicious curve of Mlissa’s
bott om

‘CGood girl,’ he said.

H's lust was intense but, sonmehow, he wanted to put off
the noment of taking Melissa for the first tine. Perhaps the
fact that he knew he could do so whenever he wanted, and as
often as he wanted, enabled himto control hinself.

‘Kneel up.’ he said. He was getting used to giving orders
al r eady.



Mel i ssa obeyed, a bl eak despairing | ook of humliation in
her eyes. This beast had w tnessed her inner |ust.

‘Tell ne about yourself,’” said Gordon Crane, sitting back
on the bed, ‘your background ... who sent you here ... how
| ong you' ve been here. |’minterested. You see, |I’mthink-
i ng of sending soneone here.

Thi s was another thing Melissa particularly hated. Having
to go back over old ground ... to recall a life that now
seenmed an uni magi nable dream It was a nental agony.

But she had to do it. She had done it before. Potentia
clients seenmed to like to find out as nmuch as they could. So
she had her story off pat. GOccasionally Gordon would inter-
rupt her as she went al ong.

“This man Janes wasn’t your husband then?

‘“No, master '

‘But you were unfaithful to hinf

‘Yes, master '

‘Wth one man or many?’

‘Only one, naster '

‘“You certainly paid for that,’ grinned Gordon

Melissa's features twitched. Howbitter to be rem nded of
t hat!

‘Are you often whi pped here, Melissa?

‘Not often actually whipped, master.

‘But you have other punishnents, yes? Wat are they?

‘Mostly the strap, master.’

‘That woul d be the strap the overseers carry?

‘Yes, master.’

“What el se?

‘Mostly the cane, master. For what are considered nore
serious offences. Sonetinmes the birch.’
CGordon nodded ... and took another swi g of brandy. It was

astounding to be talking to this woman in this fashion and to
be getting such replies. Replies stated with conpl ete frank-
ness; as it they were the natural order of events.

‘What was your | ast punishnment, Melissa? he asked.

Mel i ssa brow puckered. ‘You mean a puni shnment on Report,
master?’ That is to say, an ‘official’ one, as against the
overseer’s strap?

‘Yes,’ nodded CGordon. It was anmazing, that vicious strap
scarcely seened to rank as a proper puni shnent!

‘ Ei ght een strokes of the cane, master.’

CGordon’ s eyebrows went up. ‘“Whew ... ' he said, ‘that



must have been rather painful, eh?

‘Yes, master.’ Melissa s voice was a whisper. O God, how
I ong was this hideous interrogation going on

‘What was that for?

“I ... 1 ... it seenms ... displeased one of the overseer’s
assistants ... ’

“ How?’

‘Sexual |y, master ...~

“Ch ... they can have you too, can they?

‘“Anyone can have ne, master. That is what ny owner has
decreed.’

CGordon nodded again. ‘Wuld you say ei ghteen strokes of
the cane was a severe puni shnent?’ he asked.
Mel i ssa shook her head. ‘No, master. About ... perhaps
average ... '’
‘“Well, what’s the nost strokes of the cane you’ ve had?

‘“Thirty-six, master ...~

‘My God!” How the Hell could a woman endure such a thing,
he wonder ed.

‘I was ordered forty-eight, master ... but fainted after
thirty-six.’

“1"m not surprised,’” said Gordon. He was not, at that
stage, aware of the special stinulants which were enpl oyed.

‘l got the remmining twelve the next day,’ said Melissa.

How coul d she say such a thing so calnmy, wondered Gordon
Crane? It was quite incredible. Mdane Vesta' s nethods and
regine certainly were remarkabl e.

‘“Wll,” he snmiled benignly, ‘if you're a good girl, |
won’t have to cane you, will 1? WMaybe I’'Il just smack your
bottomfor fun. It’s an excellent bottom... and |’ ve never
smacked a wonan’ s bottom bef ore.

‘Thank ... you ... master ... ' replied Melissa, her nouth
tw t ching

How ni ce, refl ected Gordon, to have a woman t hank you when
you’ ve just told her you' re going to smack her bottom
CGordon | ay back on the bed.

“Alright,’” he said. ‘Now conme and suck nme again, girlie.
You're very good at that. Afterwards | think I’'Il sinply
have to fuck you. I’m sure you' re very good at that as

wel | .’

Mel i ssa nade no reply.

Submi ssively she ingratiated herself on to the bed and,
sl i di ng between Gordon’ s thighs, took his half-flaccid penis



into her nouth.

The second girl in the Punishment Room had been dealt with.
She had not been puni shed there but had been sentenced to two
hours on the Treadm I |s which were situated in another part
of the vessel.

When she had been taken away, M ss Judith stepped forward.

“Julia on Report, Ma’am’ she said.

Madanme Vesta signed to Jason to bring the cringing figure
forward. She was literally dragged to the stool ... and then
kept there by Jason’s vice-like grip on her neck. The high-
pi t ched sounds of terror never ceased to jet fromher flared
nostrils.

‘1 know about this matter, of course, Mss Judith.’

‘Yes, Mp’am ... '’
‘A serious offence, of course. Most serious,’ went on
Madame Vest a. ‘But we mnust make allowances for Julia' s

i nexperience.’

‘l suppose so, Ma’am’ By her tone, one could guess that
M ss Judith was not particularly in favour of ‘Ileniency’ for
newconer s!

Madanme Vesta swivelled her black eyes back to Julia, and
Jason yanked the girl’s head back by the hair so she had to
|l ook directly into that dread face.

“You will receive eighteen strokes of the cane, slave,’
she said. ‘And, while you are getting them | want you to
renmenber one thing. |If ever you are guilty of disobedience
of than nature again, you will get thirty-six!’

It seened for a noment that Julia’ s eyes woul d bul ge ri ght
out of her head. She shook her head slightly. She reckoned
twenty-four woul d have been nearer the mark. Still, as she
woul d be giving them she intended to nake sure Julia really
felt every one ‘loud and clear’.

“Ahmed ... bring up the Whipping Pillory,’ ordered Madame
Vesta. ‘Jason you will put this disobedient wwetch into it

The two Negro assistants hastened to obey.

“You, Mss Judith, will adm nister the punishnment,’ went
on Madanme Vesta. ‘Use a four foot six medium weight rod.’

‘Yes, Ma'am ... ’

M ss Judith was gl ad of the choice of instrument. The one
speci fied was the | ongest one enpl oyed and t hus one coul d get



t he maxi mum whi p-1 ashing effect out of it. Certainly nore
than t he ot her | engths, which went down in six inch decreases
until three feet was reached. She turned and stepped to the
rack from where the rods hung, each held by a small |oop
attached to the | eather handl e-grip.

It was at this point that Julia, who had sl unped forward
after Jason had released her, realised she had powers of
movenent. Making a last frantic effort, she forced herself
up ... stunbled this way and that ... then began to run
wi I dl'y hither and thither about the Puni shrent Room She had
t he pani c-stricken, darting notions of a rabbit being chased
by hounds.

Madane Vesta seened quite unnoved

Then Jason, who had hel ped Ahnmed nove the heavy Wi pping
Pillory into a position in front of the dais, |oped across
the room... and, innotinme at all, it seenmed, had pounced.
Jul i a was brought kicking and struggling back. Once nore she
was forced to her knees on the stool

Madane Vesta regarded her stonily.

“You wi | | receive six extra strokes for resistance, slave.’
she sai d.

A brief smle flickered over Mss Judith’s lips. She now
had the cane and was flexing it experinentally. It seemed in
very good condition to her. Al the rods were kept in a
m xture of water and vinegar to maintain their suppl eness

and were only hung up when required for use. She ran her
fingers along the smboth length. The rod was of willow, a
very pale yellow sh colour. Mss Judith swished it once or
twice through the air. Yes ... it felt very good. She hoped
she was in accurate nmood for she wanted to overlap as nmany
weal s as possible. Those were the truly nenorabl e ones!

Ahrmed raised the top of the Wiipping Pillory and Jason
pl aced Julia’ s neck (the iron collar having been renoved) in
the | ower sem -circles al ongside the | arger one. Then Ahned
| owered the top of the Wi pping Block, bringing down the
other halves of the circles. Julia was nost effectually
ent rapped. The padlock on the latch at the side clicked
hone.

A small ‘horse’ was now manoeuvred into position. It had
a rounded, | eather bolster-type top and was pl aced parall el
with the back of the Pillory. Then Jason picked up Julia’'s
body and draped her over the bolster ... so that her belly
and flanks rested on it.



‘I want her tight,’” said Madane Vesta. ‘As tight as
possi bl e.”’

The reason for this directive was that punishnents were
adm nistered in two fashions. One with the victim left
‘loose, as Julia was at the nonment, and the other with her
“tight’ ... which nmeant that the thighs were pulled under the
“horse’ and secured, thus curving the buttocks and stretch-
ing the skin taut.

This latter method, as wll be understood, was a nore
pai nful fashion in which to receive the rod than the first!

Jason and Ahmed each t ook one of her |ong white thighs and
pulled it under the ‘horse’. Then |eather straps were buck-
| ed about the lower part of the thighs. Fromeach of these
ran a | eat her thong, which went through an iron eyelet set in
the back of the Pillory. These thongs were then pulled until
Julia’ s thighs were stretched as nmuch as possi bl e.

M ss Judith stood watching with sadistic pleasure as the
curve of her bottombecane nore tightly rounded ... the flesh
at its tautest ... the cleft w dened.

Jason and Ahned stepped back and M ss Judith stepped for-
ward into position. This would be the first really good
hi ding she had given Julia (but surely not the last!) and
that was al ways enj oyabl e.

‘Renmove the gag, Jason!’ ordered Madanme Vesta, ‘and let’s
hear this English nightingale sing!’

‘Ch you beauty ... y-you b-beauty ... | knew you' d nake a
| ovely fuck ...~

Havi ng enjoyed his various hors d’ oeuvres, Gordon Crane
was getting down to his main course.

Part of those hors d’ oeuvres had consi sted of giving Melissa
a manual spanking. That was sonething she could take in her
stride. Certainly the humliation of the thing was far worse
than the pain. For his part, Gordon had nuch enjoyed the
shapely bottom bouncing and quivering under his repeated
sl aps, and getting redder and redder. As he had told Melissa
he had always wanted to smack a wonan’s bottom ... and he
found he enjoyed it nore than he expected. Perhaps he woul d
use a paddle on her later.

“Mmm ... yes ... work it, ny girl ... nmm ... yes
that’s good ... good ... ’

Melissa was in the same position as that when Gordon had



first inspected her. That is to say, kneeling w th hindquar -

ters raised, thighs splayed ... and Gordon was taking her
from the rear, Roman fashion, as it is sonetinmes called.
Ohers like to call it dog fashion.

CGordon gripped her flanks and was |ooking down at his
rigid nenmber gliding in and out. He couldn’t have been

enjoying hinself nore. This |uscious young woman was |iquid
hot and she was giving himall she could. Gordon could fee
that. Melissa, of course, had to. She worked her haunches
in rhythmc reactions to Gordon’s thrusts, undul ating and
squirmng to give himnmaxi mum pl easure.

Soon she began to pant

That was not sinulated. Nature had taken over again as
the solid organ drove relentlessly in and out.

‘Are ... are ... y-you ... coming, ny b-beauty? panted
CGordon in return.

‘Y-er ... ess ... y-yes ... nmster ... ' gasped Melissa

CGordon began to thrust harder and faster.

‘“MMe ... ee ... t-toooo..’ he said

Wi npering, knowi ng yet another defeat for her pride, but
lost inthe irrepressible surge of her orgasm Melissa squirnmed
convul sively with |lust.

Julia could not squirm

Not even wi th pain.

For her hindquarters had been so tightly and tautly se-
cured, she had hardly an inch of play.

Yet in her mnd she squirnmed. Frenziedly, but never able
to escape ... while she how ed |like a denmented banshee.

She had received twel ve strokes fromMss Judith ... and,
at each one, Julia had felt she would rather die than receive
another. Yet steadily they cane at about five second inter-
vals, biting with an agoni sing bite beyond true description

Six fell fromher left hand side ..

Six fell fromher right hand side ..

So, in turn, each flank felt the full whip-Iashing effect
as the rod whistled down under the full flailing force of
Mss Judith’s arm Skillfully she was concentrating her
attack on the central six or nine inches of Julia s curving
buttocks. This was nade easier, since her victi mwas unabl e
to withe this way or that. Sonething that was, perhaps, a
nmor e pl easurabl e spectacl e; but on the other hand, this was



a nore effective punishment.

A puni shnent that was but half over.

Mss Judith stepped back to the left hand side again.
There was a sadistic brightness in her eyes. She was enjoy-
ing herself hugely. Julia would not forget this in a hurry!
Especially the second hal f.

M ss Judith brought the rod slashing down, overlaying a
weal al ready raised.

One woul d have expected Julia s awful shrieks to be even
| ouder and nore agonised ... because of the even greater
intensity of pain.

But not so. Such had been the terrible strain on her vocal
chords, they had lost their resilience. High-pitched pip-
ing, croaking and rattling sounds came from her throat
and sonething like the hissing sound made by a steamtrain.

Seen fromthe front - the view of those on the dais - at
each new stroke Julia’ s eyes gaped bl azi ng wi de and her nouth
becane a letter-box red maw of excruciating torment.

Yet the faces on that dais were inpassive. This was no
unusual spectacle for them It was sinply part and parcel of
any puni shment of any severity. Al the same, deep down,
t hrobbed the sadistic delight at what they saw, at what they
had organi sed, and had the power to decrease or increase at
will.

Ei ghteen strokes conmpleted, Mss Judith stepped to the
ot her side again. That had been Julia’s original allotnent.
Now t here were six nore to cone for her ‘resistance’. Those
six would be the worst of all. So Julia was unlikely to
‘resist’ again. That was the purpose of punishment.

the rod whistled and bit into the weal-striped flesh ...
and t he i nhuman sounds continued to jet fromJulia’s throat.

Perhaps she fainted just before the end, for her eyes
cl osed and her head slunped forward. Al the sanme, she
virtual ly escaped not hi ng.



CHAPTER SIX

After two days under sedation and treatnment, Julia was taken
back to her cabin-cell by Mss Judith.

‘ Now you know what a good caning’'s |like, don't you, slave?
said Mss Judith.

‘Y-Yes, Mss ...~
Julia was shivering as she knelt on her bunk. Now she was
in even greater dread of the blonde overseer ... not to

mention the whole system Her pride and resistance had
al ready seem ngly shrunk to a pin-point. She would not have
recogni sed herself as the sane person of a few weeks before

nor even believed she could have beconme so cowed in so
short a time. but it was a fact.

She scarcely resented Mss Judith’s authority over her
she sinply accepted it.

The fact that she was addressed as ‘slave scarcely con-
cerned her either. She accepted that too.

I ndeed, she was gradually being forced to accept the fact
that she was a sl ave

Whi ch, of course, was the intention. Furt hernore, she
woul d be made a npbst able and willing slave by the tine
Quentin Osman returned.

“And you recall what Madane said before | thrashed you?

‘“N-No ... n-not exactly, Mss ...’

“Vell, I will refresh your nmenory, slave,’” said Mss Judith.
‘she told you that, if there was any nore disobedi ence of
that fashion - that is to say, refusing to display your wares
to a gentleman - you would receive thirty-six strokes.

Julia shuddered convul sively. Such cruelty did not seem
possi bl e. Certainly not endurable. But she knew in her
heart that this was no idle threat. The punishnent woul d be
carried out if it was considered nerited. No matter how

unjust ... or howvile ... the circunstances.
Her m nd reel ed.
Sonehow ... sonehow, she said to herself, | nust make

mysel f obey. OCh God give nme strength to do so!



‘Is that clearly understood?

‘Y-Yes ... Mss ...~

‘Good. And let it also be clearly understood that, if the
occasion arises, | shall enjoy giving them to you.” Mss
Judith deliberately spoke with callous cruelty. ‘You have a

bottom nade for the rod, ny girl.

Juli a shuddered uncontrol | ably again. Though there was a
bl ack core of hate in her heart for this bl onde sadist, there
was a bigger black core of fear of her

‘Yes, Mss,’ she said neekly.

Mss Judith smled suddenly and briefly. ‘1 do believe
you' re beginning to learn,’” she said. ‘Though you ve got a
|l ong way to go yet.’

It was delightful to have this suprenely arrogant and
short-tenpered wonan beginning to crawl to her

‘“Now,’” said Mss Judith, ‘we’ll have a little rehearsa

of what happens it, at sone time in the future, a gentle-
man wi shes to take a | ook at your charns.’

Julia’ s nouth twi tched, she shuddered again, but remained
silent.

‘“Now,’ continued Mss Judith, ‘you at once get down on
hands and knees, if you re not already there, and stick your
nose down to the bench, the deck, the floor or whatever. Do
that ... ~’

Julia noved fromthe obligatory kneeling posture on the
bench, knelt as instructed and pressed her nose to the wood.

She closed her eyes, fighting down her thoughts ... the
sudden prickling resurgence of pride ... and willed herself
to obey.

Shut of f your mind, she said to herself. But how diffi-
cult it was!

‘Next,’ said Mss Julia, ‘you dip your back here ... ' She
put a finger in the small of Julia’ s back, ‘and you stick
your bottom as high as you can. Do that ...’

Julia obeyed, gritting her teeth. Howworse it woul d have
been, she thought, if a man had actually been present.

“You can do better than that,’” said Mss Judith. ‘GCet it
up and out as nuch as possible. Yes that’'s better. You' ve
got a good bottom... and you should be proud of it. Proud
to showit.’

Julia gritted her teeth tighter. She could have wept.
but did not.

‘Finally,” said Mss Judith, ‘you open your thighs. Do



that ... ~’

Once nore, shaking with the effort, Julia obeyed. Onh the
utter humliation of it!

‘Wder than that,’ said Mss Judith. ‘You re supposed to
be showi ng yoursel f, renenber.’

Wth a dry sob, Julia splayed her thighs wider; as w de as
she could. It was the nost undignified posture that a worman
coul d possibly adopt. Both of themknew it.

‘CGood,’” said Mss Judith conplacently. ‘Yes ... that's
quite good. And that, slave, is the correct position under
such circumnst ances. If you had adopted it on deck, or
something simlar to it, you would have escaped a good hid-
ing. Still, I don’t suppose you' Il nmake the sane m stake in
future, will you?

‘No ... Mss ... ' whispered Julia.

‘Right then,’” continued Mss Judith. ‘To inpress it on
you ... you will remain like that until | return, if you are
not in the sanme position when | return, you'll go on report
again.’

‘Ch God ... no ... ' gasped Julia involuntarily.

Mss Judith smled. Wth that caning she had certainly
got through to her ‘new recruit’!

‘I"'mafraid so,” she said. Then she turned and left the
cabin-cell. The key turned.

Thus it was that, twenty-five-year-old Julia Chant, the
desirabl e and desired pseudo-socialite ... once the object
of repeated flattery and attention ... once the envy of so
many ... knelt naked and shaned, her nose to the boards, an
iron collar attached to a chain about her neck

And she dare not nove!

“Suck, girlie, suck ... mm ... that’s great '
This was the third day Gordon Crane had had Melissa as his
personal slave girl. Unfortunately for him it would be the

| ast (for the tine being anyway) for the demands of busi ness-
duty called. He had to |eave the Paradise.

He | ay back enjoying the delicious sensations. This tine
I"1l et her nmouth do all the work, he said to hinself. He'd
done that before needless to say. Alittle later, he’d just
about have tinme to fuck her once nore.

Yes, he nust have her again. She was too good to mss.
The perfect sex-slave.



‘“Mmm ... mmm... lovely ... you're going to get the | oad
this time ...’

The mouth seened to suck even nore zeal ously.

CGordon had been having a whale of a tine in the previous
forty-eight hours ... and was beginning to feel just atrifle
jaded. Well worth that, of course

In between slaking his inordinate sexual |ust upon the
| ovely Melissa he had enjoyed exceedi ngly having her sinply
as a plaything. To order about as he wished ... to pose as
he wished ... to humliate as he wished. There had seened
not hi ng hurmanly possible that she would not do whenever he
said the word. Quite renarkabl e!

He had spanked her a fewtines, paddl ed her and once, just
for the Hell of it, had caned her. Nothing untoward. Just
a dozen good, crisp strokes. Melissa, in fact, had made nore
of a fuss over receiving themthan she need have done. She
realised her ‘master’ got nore kicks that way.

CGordon began to nmount swiftly to his climax, gripping
Mel i ssa’s auburn hair as he did so. Oh God ... it ... it was
mar vel | ous ..

She was giving himeverything ..

Haunches jerking, the bubble burst ... and CGordon jetted
the lava of his |ust.

Mel i ssa went on sucking avidly.

A ‘slave’ did not stop before her ‘naster’ had given
everything he’ d got!

The helicopter was due to | and shortly on the platformwhich
had been raised at the aft end of the Paradi se.

It was all part of the organisation

I"m glad you re sending Diana here,’ said Madanme Vesta
‘“I"msure you won’t be di sappointed.’

‘From what |’ve seen, I'm sure | won't,’ sniled Gordon
Crane. He felt contented and rel axed. Masterful and confi -
dent. That Melissa really had done sonmething for his ego
‘It will be dammed good for her,” he added with al nost a
snarl .

‘Yes ... yes ... ' said Madanme Vesta synpathetically,
‘“infidelity can be a nost painful and annoying thing. That
is probably the reason why over two thirds of the girls are
sent here.’

“So | would imagine ... ~’



He had enjoyed exceedingly having her sinply as a plaything...




“You will neke the necessary financial transfer then?
Into the Swi ss bank account? And | will nake all the other

arrangenments. It will go quite smoothly, | assure you, M.
Crane. | should think Diana will be aboard in a nonth or six
weeks.’

‘Fine ... fin... ' said Gordon, instinctively rubbing his
hands. That two-timng bitch deserved all she was going to
get!

At that nonent, Gordon Crane espied the tall, |eather-clad
figure of Mss Judith com ng down the deck towards them In
tow, she had a slave-girl. Gordon sawit was the exceedingly
attractive Julia ... the one simlar to Melissa but with dark
hai r. H's mnd went back to that day on the deck and he

rat her wondered what had happened. However, he noted that
the shapely figure looked fit, well and unnmarked again.
Amazi ng pl ace that Recovery Room

‘God afternoon M. Crane,’” smled Mss Judith, * you may
renmenber Julia?
CGordon smled and nodded. ‘As a matter of fact | do,’ he

said. A few days before he would have felt enbarrassed at
the situation. No |onger.

“Er ... you put in a request the other day ...

‘Did I? Ch yes ... | renenber now’ Gordon could see a
nerve in one of Julia’ s cheeks twi tching. She was biting her
lower lip fiercely.

‘Are you still of the sanme m nd?

‘“Well, yes,’ grinned Gordon. Sl aked as he was with Meli ssa,
i ndeed why not ?

M ss Judith | ooked at Julia.

‘ Show yourself to this gentleman, slave,’” she ordered.

Wth scarcely a nonment’ s del ay, Julia got down on to hands
and knees. A terrible groaning sob cane from her as she
swi vel |l ed round. Then, as she nust, she put her nose to the
deck, thrust up her hindquarters and opened her thighs. She

remai ned there, shuddering ... groaning ... the knuckl es of
bot h hands cl enched white al ongsi de her head.
“Mmm ... ' said CGordon appreciatively, ‘very pretty ...’

He continued to gaze. Yes, this Julia was quite some
di sh.

‘“You may note, M. Crane,’ said Mss Judith, ‘that Julia’'s
behavi our has inproved in the | ast few days.’

‘Yes, | do,” said Cordon.

‘ She has | earnt what di sobedi ence brings,’ said Mss Judith.



CGordon saw the faint, quivering twitch of Julia s soft
whi te nates. No doubt they' d really put her through it.
Still ... it worked ... it worked ... no doubt of that!

It was a final and fitting denonstration of the efficiency
of the regine aboard the Paradi se.

For at that noment the sound of the approachi ng helicopter
coul d be heard.

‘W Where have you been?’

Julia was back in the cabin-cell; the degradation of the
i ncident on the deck still burned within her

‘1 have been the personal slave of a beast called Gordon
Crane,’” answered Melissa with weary bitterness.

Juliarealised that, conpared with what Melissa had had to
do and what she had had to do - she nust be naking a fuss over
nothing. Yet it did not feel like it.

‘I ... feel sorry for you ... ’ she whispered.
‘Don’t,’” said Melissa shortly. ‘Save any sorrow for your-
self. It could happen to you one day.

It was something that Julia would have believed utterly
i npossi bl e not |ong ago. Now she knew it was true. She
stayed silent.

‘What happened to you?’ asked Melissa after a while.

“On ... on Report ... you nean?

‘Yes ...~

‘l got caned. By Mss Judith.’

Mel i ssa nodded. ‘It might have been worse,’ she said.

Julia raised her eyebrows disbelievingly and shuddered.
“Ch no ... ' she whispered.
‘How many did you get then?

‘Twenty-four ... ' replied Julia, still shuddering at the
menory. ‘Eighteen to begin with,” she added, ‘then another
six for ... for being foolish ...’

‘Resi sting?

‘Yes ...’

Mel i ssa sighed. ‘Although | warned you, | know it isn't
easy, believe ne. But do go on trying, Julia. And ... and

I do understand that, especially when you're first here,
twenty-four of the rod really is quite terrible.’” She com
posed herself as best she could on her hard bunk. At |east
she was rid of that disgusting bastard

Julia conposed herself |ikew se. The two |ovely young
worren | ay naked, in abject silence.



CHAPTER SEVEN

During the follow ng week, Julia had two nore sessions at
deck scrubbing and, although she nade a greater effort from
t he begi nni ng, and al so achi eved consi derably nore, she stil
got plenty of leather fromMss Judith.

Also, to her terrified dismay (for she had worked her guts
out, she thought) she was put on Report again after the first
session. Her nental ordeal on being led to the Punishnent
Room beggar ed description

Once there, weeping with dread, she was forced to watch
and listen while young Jennie received the third and fina
bi rching, as decreed by her master. The poor girl’s bottom
was already in a nost tender state, for she had received no
treatment after the first two birchings. That had been
del i berate.

Her cries were truly heart-rending as the tw gs slashed
down ... and filled Julia with even greater dread.

Then, before the dais, Julia heard her ‘crine’ pronounced
by M ss Judith.

It was ‘lack of effort’.

I ncredible! And untrue.

‘Twel ve strokes of the nmediumrod. Three foot I|ength,
sai d Madanme Vest a.

Terrible as that was, it was not as terrible as Julia had
hal f expected. Wsely, she made no resistance as Jason | ed
her to the Whipping Block. For such minor correction, the
Pillory was not enpl oyed.

I nvoluntarily, she begged and prom sed as she was st rapped
down. Even though she knew it could do no good.

Mss Judith laid on with her custonmary venom and, though
the rod was not as vicious as the first Julia had felt, it
was quite, quite agonising enough for Julia. Mreover, she
was given no treatnment following this ordeal so that the
weal s t hrobbed and stabbed through-out the night.

“You'll work harder tonorrow, slave,’” said Mss Judith
compl acently as she chained up her charge. ‘You'll be sur-



pri sed what you can do.’

Julia was.
Never had she imagi ned she was capabl e of such unstinted
effort ... exhausting as it was.

And, by that effort, she escaped a second cani ng.

Mss Judith was quite pleased. Julia was ‘breaking in’
ni cely.

On the following day, Julia had to attend one of M ss
Mara' s ‘ Deportment Cl asses’.

This was scarcely | ess exhausting. O |ess painful. For,
since she was a newconer, the dusky overseer was inclined to
concentrate on her. The word ‘ Deportnent’ was a m snoner ...
for this was a kind of Drill Cass, with six girls being put
through their paces, each one wearing a heavy pack. M ss
Mara seened to expect a guardsnman-1ike precision, which was
i npossi bl e for one of Julia s inexperience. So the resound-
ing thwack of |eather across her bare flesh was heard often
enough.

Hard as was her bunk, Julia slept like a log after that
first class. She was utterly exhausted.

The next norni ng, havi ng exam ned her, M ss Judith decreed
that Julia spend twenty-four hours in the Recovery Room And
Julia was grateful to be able to stunble into that room
spread-eagle herself face down on a bench, and have Ahned
buckl e her wists and ankl es.

She did not even m nd when his maraudi ng hands began to
spread t he healing oi ntnent over her tender buttocks, flanks
and thighs. Oh the relief!

And she wel coned the sedation needl e which woul d send her
into tenporary oblivion.

Tenporary oblivion ends.

Unwi | lingly, Julia was fully recovered and physically re-
stored within those twenty-four hours.

M ss Judith decided that, after the initial ‘softening up’
process, it was tinme for the second stage of Julia’ s training
to begin. It was one, she sensed, which would be even |ess
toJulia s liking. Well, so beit. She would undertake it,
come what may.

Thus, on the next day, instead of being taken back on deck
as she had expected, Julia found herself led to a snall
cabin. In the centre of it was a six feet dais ... a dais



about two feet off the floor and covered in some red plush

material. That was all there was in the cabin.

Except for Ahned.

He stood there, arnms folded, tall, nuscular, basilisk-
faced.

And Ahned was naked

He grinned as he saw Julia recoil instinctively on the end

of her chain. Though she had seen the bulge in his brief
| oincloth often enough, she had never seen him |ike that
bef or e.

Never seen his massive masculinity.

‘No!’ she gasped out.

‘“What do you nean -"no"? enquired Mss Judith sharply.
‘CGet on your knees, girl.

Julia sank to her knees, trenbling, sick at heart. Sup-
posi ng, she thought, | did not wear this silver chain, what
m ght happen then? Wat happened frequently to poor Melissa,
no doubt. ©Oh God no! She could not bare to | ook upon the
nude gi ant. How coul d she not hel p being naturally repelled
by bl ack fl esh.

M ss Judith renoved Julia s iron collar and chain. Then

from around her waist, instead of the customary strap, she
unl ooped a slim plaited |eather switch. Very much like a
riding switch ... which usually falls across the tough hide

of a horse.

On this occasion, it fell across Julia s far from tough
hide .. on top of her buttocks as she knelt.

She yel ped piercingly, squirmng as she clutched at her-
sel f.

‘That hurts, doesn’t it? said Mss Judith. ‘And there’'s
pl enty nore where it cane from ny girl.’

Julia absorbed the pain, tears msting her eyes. GCh Cod

what were they going to nake her do?

Mss Judith clarified the situation

‘Slave,’” she said, 'if it were not for that Silver Chain
you woul d now receive an order to offer yourself to Ahnmed
He, if he so wi shed, would then fuck you.’

‘Ch no ... ' whispered Julia, her features puckering.

She got another cut of the switch. ‘Do not keep saying
“no”, slave,’ said Mss Judith sharply. ‘It is an honour for
any slave to serve ... in whatever fashion. Particularly in
that way.’

‘Ch God ... ' whispered Julia alnost to herself.



‘Look at Ahmed,’ ordered Mss Judith. Julia forced her-
self to do so. OCh what a horrible, huge brute he was! ‘Wuld
you not be both honoured and delighted to service such a
man?’

‘Ch ... Mss ... please ... no ... Mss ... no ... p-ple
eease!’” Julia sinmply could not restrain her outcry
After all, it was a perfectly natural one!
‘Bottom up!’ ordered Mss Judith crisply.
‘NNo ... ooo ... ple ... eease!
Anot her cut

Julia knelt and, cringing and quaki ng, thrust up her hind-
quarters

‘MMercy ... mercy ... Mss ... ' she choked out.

She received three nore vicious cuts which had her squirm
ing right across the cabin.

‘Merc ... ee ... merce ... ooohh ... stop ... stoo ..
oopp!’ she shri eked.

‘ Come back here,’” ordered Mss Judith relentlessly.

Julia had been sufficiently ‘softened up’ to obey.

‘Kneel erect. Look at Ahnmed again. Are you prepared to
answer the question now?

Erect, but still on her knees, Julia gazed at the brute
figure. ‘Mss ... ' she whinpered. ‘You said ... Mss ..
forgive ne ... but ... you said, | must tell the truth.

Mss Judith smiled acidly. *‘Correct, slave,’” she said

‘But are you telling ne you don't |ike being fucked? Your
record before conmng here would not seem to subscribe to
that. Are you telling nme that?

Julia’s head was in a whirl. \Wat could she say? Wat
coul d she do?

“NNo ... no ... Mss she answered.

‘So you do like being fucked?

Tears ran down Julia’ s cheeks. ‘Y-Yes ... Mss ... s-
sometines,’ she managed to answer.

‘Now we’'re getting somewhere,’” said Mss Judith. ‘ How
ever, as | have told you, for the tinme being, you' Il have to

do without. That's a pity, isn't it?

The overseer could not help smling faintly at the expres-
sion on Julia’ s face.

‘NNo ... Mss ... | nean ... y-yes ... yes ... Mss,’ said
Juli a.

‘Do you like cock-sucking? cane the next question

Julia s nouth trenbled, her breasts heaved. ‘No ... no



Mss ... "~
She got the switch hard across the top of her nates
‘Don’t lie to nme!’” rasped Mss Judith.

‘“It’s ... it’'s t-true ... Mss ... ' whinpered Julia,
cl aspi ng hersel f.
‘Is it then? That’'s a pity ... for that’s what you are

going to do.’
Julia shuddered violently, her face tw tching, the nausea
rising in her. R ght before her, the Negro grinned lazily,

horribly.
‘No ... no... no... ' she gasped out. ‘N-Not ... that
‘I told you not to keep saying “no”. Get your bottom up
agai n, slave.’
‘“Mercy ... no mnore ... ' Julia dissolved into tears
“CGet it up ... or I'll have Ahned hold you and give you a
dozen.’
‘“Merc ... eee ... nmerce ... eeee ... ' But even as she said

it, Julia forced herself into the required position, her
soft buttocks clenching uncontroll ably.

‘l told you it was an honour for a slave to serve ..

Sswee ... eepppttt!

‘ Yyaai i eeeeee ... ’

‘“What is it?

“An ... aaahhh ... an ... honour ... Mss ...~

‘“And a privilege ...’

Sswweee ... eeepppptttt!

* Aaaaaggghhhhhhhh!”’

“So it will be an honour and a privilege to suck Ahned’s
cock, won't it?

‘Yes ... yes ... MMss!' shrieked Julia. She sinply
couldn’t take any nore of that agonising biting switch

‘Say it '

‘I ... aaah ... mmfff ... it will ... will be an honour

mrff ... mmfff ... and a p-privilege to ... aahhh ... to
s-s-suck Ahmed's cock ... ' sobbed Juli a.

She was on hands and knees, trenbling violently. Was

there no linmt to the horrors she was being subjected to?
How coul d she go on?

‘ However,’ continued Mss Judith, tapping Julia’ s clench-
ing buttocks lightly with the tip of the switch, ‘you are not
getting that honour or privilege yet. You will kiss his
foot.’



Sonewhere at the back of her mind, Julia renmenbered one of
those remarks of Melissa' s ... one of those remarks whi ch had
seened so unbelievable at the time. She had said once that
she had got a dozen with the cane for being slowto kiss one
of the black overseer’s feet

She crawl ed quickly forward and pressed her mouth to the
foot placed squarely on the floor. The sickness in her rose
hi gher.

‘“Lick it,” ordered Mss Judith. The switch was now saw ng
across Julia’ s bottom She knew, even if she hesitated, it
woul d cut viciously.

Julia licked ... .feeling the suprenme degradation of it.

‘Now the other foot ...~

Julia repeated her servile performance.

‘“What was that? asked M ss Judith when she had fi ni shed.

M nd bewi | dered, Julia could make no answer. A slash of
the switch jogged her menory.

‘Yyyaaaiieee ... aaah ... ahh ... an ... an honour ... and
privilege, Mss,’ she cried.

‘Right ... now crawl round behind him...

Julia obeyed. There was nothing ... absolutely nothing

el se she dare do

‘Now kneel erect ...~

She did so. There before her, right before her, was the
hard muscul ar runp of the Negro.

‘Kiss his arse,’” cane the order

‘Ch Gd ... no... no... please ... nooo’ shrieked Julia,
turni ng her head away.
“ Ahmed!”’

The bl ack assi stant needed no further orders. He turned,
took hold of Julia’s torso, upturned her and thrust her head
bet ween his thighs. H's big black length, already half
swol len to erection, lay along the white back

Julia’ s withing hindquarters received five full-bl ooded
cuts of the switch ... and the snmall cabin was filled with
her awful, choking cries.

“Ask to kiss his bottom’ said Mss Judith.

‘P-Please ... please ... for god' s sake stop ... ppp ...

“Unl ess you want sone nore.’

‘No ... oh God ... NO... OOOOO Julia's contorted face
protruded between the back of Ahnmed’s thighs. Ch ... oh ...

anything was better than that swtch!
‘Let me ... let me ... k-kiss Ahned’s b-bottom... ' she



choked.

‘Please ...’

‘P-Please ... please ... ' wailed Julia.

Ahred rel eased the girl. Then he had the very pl easurabl e
sensation of hands lightly clasping his flanks ... and the

mouth pressing to his flesh

‘“You can do better than that ... ~’

Yet another cut had Julia squirmng to the floor, crying
out breathlessly wth pain. The utter relentlessness of
M ss Judith seened to her to be beyond all reason

Julia forced herself up on her knees again ... and began
to press her lips with far greater zeal ousness.

‘CGet your nose in there ... and your tongue ... between
the cleft ...~

Chno... not that ... .surely not that! But yes ... that
was the order ... and the switch continued to saw nenaci ngly,
ready to strike on the instant. So that order had to be
obeyed!

Hal f retching, nostrils flared, Julia sonehow made her-
self carry out the revolting task given her

Desperately she tried to shut off her mi nd. Her eyes were
al ready screwed tight. But hideous degradation of it seared
through her to her soul. She, Julia Chant, was kissing a
Negro’ s arsehol e!

‘That will do,” said Mss Judith at long | ast, ‘don’t make
too much of a neal of it.’

Julia slunmped down, sobbing hysterically ... and got two
whi pl ashing cuts across her already weal -striped nates.

‘“Up ... up!’ conmanded M ss Judith.

Sonehow Julia forced herself to obey. ‘No ... mnore ...
no mnore ... ' she whispered.

Meanwhi | e, Ahmed had seated hinself on the edge of the
squar e dai s.

‘“Now,” said Mss Judith, ‘we cone to sonmething far nore
enjoyable ... for a randy trollop such as you. First you
will kiss and lick Ahmed’s prick and balls. Al over. Later
you may be permitted to suck him’

Julia s head was back; her eyes were beseechi ng upon the
bl onde overseer. Her nmouth opened and shut |ike a goldfish
inabow. How... ohhow... could she do such a thing? Yet

she knew ... she had to!

The powerful thighs parted. Ahned was now al nost fully in
erection. Terrifyingly large. G ossly obscene



‘Do it now ... ' said Mss Judith nenacingly. ‘O 1’11
take every inch of skin off your backside

Sobbing, Julia crawl ed forward. There before her was the
di sgusting mal e apparatus she had to deal with. How could
she make herself do it?

Ch how?

‘Come along, missie,’ said Ahned, ‘you know you really
want to do it. So don’'t be shy ...~

And wi th that he clasped the I ovely full sone white breasts
in his big black hands.

At that point, Julia went quite beserk

‘“NO... NO... NO... O00Q"' she shrieked. ‘I won't ... |
WOON'T ... | CANT!”

In that nad nonment, all past |essons, all past sufferings
were forgotten!

Julia would, of course, go on Report for her act of defi-
ance. Meanwhile, however, Mss Judith had other plans for
her. A rather special formof ‘persuasion’ she was wont to
enploy fromtinme to tine. It was one she had found amusing
- and effective - in the past.

Thus the weeping Julia was carried up on deck by Ahned.

‘“Mercy ... mercy ... ' she kept whinpering softly, al nost
to herself, ‘I can’t stand anynore ... '’

‘Put her in the Cage, Ahmed,’ ordered Mss Judith. She
| ooked at Julia’s distraught, despairing features. ‘ Your
owner once said you were a bit of atigress. Wll, tigresses
are put in cages ... and taned.’

Julia was now too petrified to resist. Ahned opened the
door of a small iron cage, thrust his victiminto it, and

padl ocked the door. The cage was about six feet high and
three feet square.

Li ke an animal, Julia clutched the bars and stared wildly
t hrough t hem

‘“Wwhat ... what are ... you d-doing? she choked out.

‘Gving you a little dip,” snmled Mss Judith.

Ahrmed fastened the top of the cage underneath a snall
crane whi ch he had secured al ongside the ship’s rail. Then
with Julia shrieking, the Cage was swung out over the water.

‘Lower away, Mss,’ said Ahned

Mss Judith operated the crane and the Cage descended
slowy into and under the water. Julia s shrieks were cut
of f abruptly as she di sappear ed.

For just about half a m nute, the Cage remai ned under the



water ... then it was hoisted out again. Witer streaned off
Julia’ s naked body ... water jetted fromher nose and nouth.’

“Enjoy that? enquired Mss Judith.

The wretched Julia could, of course, nake no coherent
answer. She sinply clasped the bars and | ooked wildly and
pl eadingly at Mss Judith ... al ongsi de whom she swung ..
continuing to get the water out of her system

For some two minutes she renmined there. Then

M ss Judith began to | ower the Cage again.

At once the shrieks of terror began again ... only to be
abruptly silenced.

For another half mnute Julia had the horror of being
caged beneath the green waters ... feeling her lungs nust
burst ... then having to gulp in the water.

Spewi ng, retching, she was brought to the surface again.

Ten times Mss Judith repeated this cruel torture. By
then Julia was a near a state of insensibility as nmade no
di fference. Then she was | eft swi nging over the side of the
Par adi se.

‘1"l give her an hour to dry out,” she said to her
assi stant.

‘“Very well, Mss,’ sniled Ahned.

He coul d guess what was going to happen after that!

Julia had nore or |ess recovered when M ss Judith returned.
She was gripping the bars as if her life depended on it.

‘“Mercy ... Mss ... for CGod s sake have nercy ... Mss

" she cried out. ‘I’'Il do anything you ... want ... |
will ... | swear | will!’

M ss Judith nodded. ‘Good ... that's better,’ she said.
‘“but are you sure? Sure you won't change your mnd, | nmean?
Per haps anot her half dozen dips would do the trick prop-
erly.’

“NO ... OO "' shrieked Julia. ‘lI’msure ... |I’msure ..
M ss.’

‘“Very well ... we’'ll see, won't we ...’

Julia groaned with relief when the Cage swung back over
the deck. She wasn’t even thinking of what she was going to
have to do. Anything was preferable to that ‘water treat-
ment’ .

Down in the small cabin where she was taken again, Ahned
was seated on the dais. Hi s thighs parted; the heavy organ



hung fl acci d.

‘“Very well, Julia ... but you will ask first ... ' said
M ss Judith.

‘May | ... Sir ... My ... | k-kiss ...’

‘No ... no... girl.” said Mss Judith inpatiently. *You

say, “May | have the honour of kissing your prick.” Repeat
it.’

Julia repeated it, striving to shut the awful ness of it
from her m nd.

‘You may, slave,’ said Ahned seriously.

Julia went down on hands and knees and craw ed forward.
Craw ed between the thick black thighs. Sawthe gross penis
bef ore her. Then she sumoned every fibre of her will-power

You’ ve got todoit ... you'vegot to... shetold herself.

Then her nmouth pressed to the repul sive black flesh. As
she began to lick, she felt it quiver

To say the least, Mss Judith nmade Julia do her job thor-
oughly.

She nade her lick Ahnmed’ s balls and prick for a good ten
m nutes before ‘allowing’ her to slip the big knob into her
nout h.

‘One day,’ she said, ‘if you are lucky, you'll have that
up you. For the monent, you’ll have to make do as you are

Automatically, Julia put one hand on the throbbing root
and began to suck. O course, she had done this sort of
thing often enough before, so she knew what she was about.
She kept her eyes clenched tight ... and tried to i nagi ne she
was dealing with a real |over

An al nost inpossible task

‘Is she any good?’ asked Mss Judith at some point.

‘Not bad ... not bad at all,’ replied Ahned. He was really
enj oyi ng what this young beauty was doing to him... and had
started to fondle her pendul ous breasts again. This tineg,
Julia had not recoil ed.

‘Lucky for her,” said Mss Judith.

She watched conplacently as Ahned grasped Julia s dark
hair with both hands.

‘Faster, white missie,’ he said. his voice thickening
with |ust.

He jerked Julia’s head up and down ... and Julia half



retched as she was forced, at the sane tinme, to take nore of
the massive organ into her nouth. It seened to go al nost
right to the back of her throat.

Then she suddenly felt Ahmed’ s flanks quivering. Felt the
jerk-jerk on his root. And, to her horror and di sgust, knew
what was about to happen. Desperately she strove tolift her
mout h of f, but her head was pushed down and held there.

Juddering and twi sting. Ahnmed spent hinself violently.

And Julia was forced to take it all

Enough for one day?

One might have imagined so ... but it was not to be

In the afternoon, Julia and Melissa lay silent in their
cabin-cell. As usual, Julia was weeping softly. Certainly
she had good reason to after the horrors of the norning.
And, beyond that, there was the know edge she was on Report!

Then the cabin door was unl ocked and opened. Jason en-
tered.

In nmoments, both girls were kneeling erect, white breasts
bounci ng softly.

Jason smiled at them You woul d have i magi ned it was sone
polite social occasion

‘l hear you ve learnt sone new tricks, slave girl,’ he
said to Julia.

A spasm ran over Julia s proud features. She nmade no
answer .

Wl

“Y-Yer ... ess ... Sir ...~

‘Right, let’s find out how good you are at it,’ said
Jason, renoving his brief loin cloth. ‘Down here ... knee
on the floor ...~

Julia’ s eyes dilated. OCh God ... not twice in one day!

But ... yes ... yes ... so it was to be ..

She knelt and saw there was little to conpare between
Ahrmed and Jason as far as brute size went. Julia began to
kiss and lick as she knew she nust. Wth slavish devotion
Zeal ously. Devotedly. Anything | ess would not do ... Mss
Judith had nade that quite clear

When Jason had cone to erection, Julia began to suck him

‘“Mmm ... '’ he remarked after alittle while. ‘I believe
you like doing that. It certainly feels like it.

Sick to the depths of her soul, Julia went on sucking the



revolting black cock. She now knew she had no option.

Sonewhat to her surprise, but to her great relief, Jason
renmoved hinself before the clinmax came ... and Julia was
ordered back on to her bunk.

The Negro turned to Melissa.

“I think "Il finish this off on you, ny beauty,’ he said.

Julia was forced to watch, in silent disgust, while Melissa
compliantly positioned herself. She cane down on the fl oor
and knelt, proffering her hindquarters. This was the way,
she knew, in which Jason enjoyed her nbst. Fromthe rear.
In fact, nost men seened to enjoy her that way best.

Mel i ssa gasped as the organ which Julia had brought to
rigidity, ramed brutally into her, the powerful hands gri p-
ping her flanks like a vice. It was an all too famliar
sensation for her. At once she began to co-operate skillfully
wi th Jason. For a slave was never sinply taken. She had to
use all her expertise and give everything she’ d got.

Once again Jason grinned and wi nked at Julia as he rutted
furiously away.

‘“She ... she’'s alovely ... fuck ... ' he panted. ‘I bet
you are too ... '’

Julia felt sicker than ever. She had little doubt that,
one day, Melissa' s fate would be hers too.

It didn't take long. Perhaps three or four mnutes. For
Jason was already well worked up. Grunting piggishly he
spent hinmself on the shuddering Melissa ... who was gaspi ng
out involuntarily in her own clinmax.

Seeing that, Julia could feel only disdain and di sgust for
her conpani on.

How coul d she ... how could she?

Julia, needless to say, still had a lot to |earn.



CHAPTER EIGHT

“Julia Chant on report

The trenbling figure knelt, Mss Judith alongside her.
There was no |onger any need for the grip of assistants.
Julia had learnt that |esson, at |east.

‘“What is it this time? asked the grimfaced Madane Vest a.

‘ Di sobedi ence, Ma’ am’

“ Agai n!”’

‘Yes, Ma'am... ’

M ss Judith went on to recount the incident ... and also
stated how Julia had finally been nmade to submt.

‘The fact that she finally obeyed does not excuse her,’
sai d Madanme Vest a.

‘l agree, Ma’am that’s why |I put her on Report.’

‘Slave ... you do not yet seemto be aware of the folly of
di sobedi ence ... ’

‘“Mercy ... .nercy, Madane ... | ... | d-did not mnean it

truly ... ' sobbed Julia.

‘The cane does not seemto have taught you. But perhaps
the birch will!’

‘“Mercy!’ shrieked Julia.

For had she not seen the birch in use!

‘ Ahnmed,’ ordered Madane Vesta, ‘Bring up the Wi pping
Pillory.’

The terrifying pinioning device on which Julia had al ready
suffering such agony was brought up.

“Jason,’ said Madane Vesta, ‘you will carry out the birch-
ing. Use the heavy birch. Gve her twenty-four strokes.’

‘Yes, Ma'am ... ’

M ss Judith | ooked a shade di sappointed. Still, there was
the satisfaction of knowi ng that Jason’s right armwas stronger
than hers.

Meanwhil e Ahnmed was fixing a shrieking Julia into the
Pillory. Instinctively she struggled ... but quite use-
| essly. She was as hel pl ess as a babe in the Negroes grip.



As before, her lush hindquarters were draped over the rounded
“horse’ ... but this tine they were left free to nove.

And, let it be said, when Jason began to birching, they
took every advantage of that freedom

Madly Julia’ s hindquarters threshed up and down t he ‘ horse
as her animal-like shrieks echoed around and around the
Puni shment Room It was a sight to delight the sadistic eyes
of Mss Judith ... and the others who wat ched.

Mercil essly Jason flailed the multiple switches over the
j uddering bouncing flesh ... .until not a trace of white was
to be seen.

After the twelfth stroke, the lacerated skin began to
br eak.

Julia woul d have to spend | onger than usual in the Recov-
ery Room

I ndeed, she did.

Four days to be precise. But when she cane out, she had
the appalling knowl edge that she was fully restored. In
body, at least ... even if her mnd had been further warped.

War ped further towards sl avish subm ssiveness.

As M ss Judith took her back to her cabin-cell, there to
rejoin a recunbent Melissa, Julia told herself she would do
anything that was demanded of her. | will obey ... | wll

I will, she said inwardly. Not hing was worth those
terrible visits to the Puni shnent Room

VWhat did it matter if she were repelled? |If she were
degraded? |If she lost all pride and human decency?

Were those things worse than the agonising bite of the rod

or the excrutiation of the flailing birch?

They were not.

That she knew for certain. Wat Melissa had told her at
the outset had been true. But then it had sinply been
i npossible to believe her. Now Julia knew better

As M ss Judith | ocked on her collar and chain, Julia had a
strange i npul se to kiss the hand that fettered her. Just to
show that, now, she truly understood she was a slave! She
only just resisted it.

Mss Judith, with her experience, did not need Julia to
ki ss her hand to be aware of the state of her subni ssiveness.
It was not yet quite conplete, but nearly so. In the end,
she reflected, Julia had turned out to be rather |ess stub-



born than Meli ssa.

O course, there would be minor rebellions. There were
al rost bound to be during the first nonth or six weeks. But
they woul d grow fewer and fewer.

Until the subnissiveness was truly conpl ete.

Then Quentin Osman would be sent for, so that he could
enj oy hi s ownershi p!

Julia had to service Jason and Ahned al nost daily with her
nout h. Soon it becane second nature to her. Soon she
scarcely thought anything of it. She was sinply a thing to
be used by them They could do anything they liked with her
but fuck her ... and, no doubt, one day her owner (yes ..
she was now t hinking of Quentin as that!) would arrange for
it to happen.

Sonetinmes she and Melissa were attached for twenty-four
hours at a time as ‘donestic slaves’ to the two bl acks
Then, apart from being used as sex objects, they woul d have
to wait on the two of them hand and foot ... bathing them
clearing up after them feeding themand so on

Julia could never quite accustom herself to the degrada-
tion of her role. The white wonan serving black nales ..
and per haps her resentnment showed in her mnor ways at tines.

Naturally, she could have been reported but, nore often
than not, the Negroes would not bother. One or the other
woul d sinply put her over his knees and give her bottom a
really good slapping. And, with hands as hard as theirs
sl appi ng was no | aughing matter!

But just as with the sexual services she had to give, it
soon seened second nature to Julia to find herself over a
pair of black, tree-trunk thighs with a stinging pal m de-
scendi ng agai n and again. It woul d have seened an i npossi bl e
situation ... and an unimaginable fate ... not so |ong be-
fore! She woul d have | aughed herself sick, or thought you
were crazy, if you had told her that she woul d subnit to such

a thing.
Now Jul i a had | earnt
Like Owell’s hero in ‘1984'. she had learnt that the

i mpossi bl e was possi bl e!

The strap did not cease to fall ... and canings were fairly



frequent. Julia received about one or two a week on aver age.
But these were not the savage penalties of the Puni shment
Room They were sinply part of the day-to-day ‘disciplinary
regine’ of the vessel. Fromtinme totine, half a dozengirls
woul d be sumoned up to the Pillory which was kept on one of
the decks. There they might get anything fromsix to a dozen
cuts across the buttocks. Not as a punishnent but as a
matter of ‘discipline’. To re-enphasise to them however
experienced they mght be, the fact of their slave-girl
stat us.

For the Paradise, relatively gentle treatnent, but not
exactly pleasant for all that!

After five weeks, Madane Vesta sent a cable to New York.
It stated sinply: ‘ PARCEL READY FOR COLLECTION V., and told
Quentin Osman all he wanted to know.

He coul d not stop his hand fromtrenbling wi th excitenent.

‘“Well, Julia,’ said Mss Judith with a sardonic grin, ‘the
man you once referred to as a ‘fat slob’ is on his way here.’

Julia s eyes had acquired that bl ank despair of all slave-
girls ... but there was a nonentary flare of hate and dread.
Then the Iight died again.

‘Do you renenber what you were told on that occasion?

‘“No, Mss,” replied Julia. That was true. Those were
terrible days at the beginning of it all seened a whole
lifetime away. Yet it was not even six weeks.

‘“You were told,” said Mss Judith, ‘that when M. Gsnan
arrived, you woul d be happy to be allowed to go down on your
hands and knees and beg to be all owed the honour of kissing
his arse. Your reactions were rather violent. You feel
differently now, | imagine.’

‘Yes, Mss,’ nodded Julia. She truly did. After all she
had had to do it for Jason and Ahned, what could Quentin
matter? Admittedly, he had started the whole thing ... but
now she nerely regarded himas a piece of distasteful nale
flesh she had to serve.

That, it seened, had devel oped into being her function in
life.

O course, she still hated him But it was not that ini-
tial, wild uncontrolled hate. It was continuous, |ow sl ow
burning hate. Sonething she would learn to exist wth.

M ss Judith unchai ned her charge. She was well content



with her work. Quentin GCsnman would be both amazed and
delighted, she was sure. The conversation of haughty Julia
Chant to abject slave-girl was quite some change

‘Come along,’ she said, ‘let’s go to the Treatnent Room
W want to | ook our best, don't we?
‘Yes, Mss,’” agreed Julia neekly ... and followed the

over seer out of the cabin.

Quentin was tense, nowthat the great nonment was at hand. As
a result - and as usual - he was drinking too nuch. Madane
Vesta had opened sone chanpagne to celebrate his arrival
She and M ss Judith were hel ping their guest drink it, while
he plied them with questions about Julia' s behaviour and
traini ng.

“You'll find it difficult to recognise her,’ said Madame
Vesta. ‘Not in the matter of | ooks, of course, but as far as
character goes. Onh indeed quite a change. M ss Judith has
been largely responsible for seeing to that. And you know
our rmnethods.’

‘“Yes ... yes ... ' agreed Quentin.

He | ooked at the hefty blonde. M god, he thought, what
Julia nust have gone through at her hands!

It was at this point that Mss Judith recounted the inci-

dent when Julia had first arrived ... stating what she had
called him... and what she been told at the tine.

“Vell, well.” grinned Quentin hugely. ‘A fat slob, eh?
In that case I'll get her to do just that. O give a damed
good hiding.’

‘Do both, if you like,’ said Madane Vesta, in that matter-
of -fact way of hers. ‘After all, you own her now.’

Naked, on her belly, nose to the floor. Julia came crawing
grovelling ... across the carpet of the cabin.

Equal | y naked, piggy eyes gleaming with lust, Quentin
| ooked down at the figure inching forward. He was |lying on
a pile of pillows on one of the bunks.

‘l believe you ve got sonething to say to me? he said
t hi ckly.

‘Yes, Master,’ replied Julia in a | ow voice

‘“Wll then ...~

Julia knelt erect. Her splendid, full breasts thrust



RN -
believe you've got something to say to nme, slave?




. e

After that | can set about finding out just
how well you've been trained, my beauty



forward as she clasped her hands at the back of her head.
The customary, now so familiar pose. The pose of a slave-
girl.

‘Master,’” she said, ’your slave ... begs ... begs the
honour of ... of kissing your bottom...

Quentin al nost burst out | aughing. Howincredible to hear
such words coming fromJulial! The same Julia who had fre-
quently sl apped his face, even if she thought he was getting
only slightly out of line. Chyes ... .it was quite incred-
i bl e!

What wonders had been worked ..

He feasted his eyes on the |ovely body.

All mine... all mine ... he kept saying to hinmself. | can
do whatever | like with her. Any tine. She's mine ... mne
I own her body and soul

Yes ... this is ny slave!

Sonehow Quentin controlled his glee. But it bubbled away
inside him mxing with his surging sadism and his raging
| ust.

‘Indeed,” he grinned, rolling over on the bunk ... to
expose fat, flabby white buttocks. ‘1 think I nmight grant
t hat honour, slave ...~

‘ Thank you, Master,’ said Julia in the sane | ow, control -
| ed tones.

“Just as a beginning, mark you,’ said Quentin. “After
that | can set about finding out just how well you' ve been
trained, my beauty.’

‘Yes, Master ... ' replied Julia.

She went down on hands and knees and crawled slowy to-
war ds the bunk.

A new chapter in her life of servitude was about to be-

gin...

THE END

Don’t m ss the sequel:

JULI A ENSLAVED
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